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Dramatis  Perfonse. 

KING  of  France. 
Duke  of  Florence. 
Bertram,  Count  of  RoufiUon* 
Lafeu,  an  old  Lord, 

Parolles,  a parafitical follonver  of  Bertram;  a  csnvard,  but 
*vain,  and  a  great  pretender  to  *valour. 

Several  young  French  Lords,  that  ferwe  'with  Bertram  in 
the  Florentine  uoar^ 

Siefward,  ? 

Clo^n     S  ^^^'^^^^^         Countefs  of  RoufiUon. 

Count efs  of  RoufiUon,  mother  to  Bertram. 

Helena  daughter  to  Gerard  de  Narbon,  a  famous  phj^ 

fician^  Jbme  time  fince  dead. 
An  oldivido-iv  of  Florence. 
Diana,  daughter  to  the  ividofw* 

Violenta,   )   NeiMours.  and friends  to  the  ividow; 
Manana,  )       ^  ' 

Lords,  attending  on  the  King ;  OJicers,  Soldiers,  &C. 


SCENE  lies  partly  in  France  ;  and,  partly  in 

Tufcany. 
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A    C    T  L 

S  C  E  N  Ej  tht  Count efs  of  Roufillon^j  Houfey 
in  France. 

Enter  Bertram,  the  Countefs  of  Roufillon,  Helenas 
{ind  Lafeu,  all  in  Mourning. 

Countess. 

N  delivering  my  fon  from  me,  I  bury  a 
fecond  husband. 

Bef\  And  I  in  going,  Madam,  weep 
o'er  my  father's  death  anew  ;  but  I  niufl 
!>g^  attend  his  Majefty's  command,  to  whom 
I  am  now  in  ward,  evermore  in  fub- 
jedion. 

Laf.  You  (liall  find  of  the  King  a  hu  band,  Madam  % 
you,  Sir,  a  father.  He,  that  fo  generally  is  at  all  times 
good,  muft  of  necelTity  hold  his  virtue  to  you ;  ( J )  whofe 
worthinefs  would  ftir  it  up  where  it  wanted,  rather  thaa 
flack  it  where  there  is  fuch  abundance. 

(l)  ^bofe  Wortbinefi  would  fiir  it  up^vhere  it  ivantedy  rather 
than  lack  /"/  *sjbere  there  is  fuch  Abundance An  Oppofifion  of 
Terms  is  vifibly  defig:n*d  in  this  Sentence  j  tho'  the  Oppofitlon 
is  not  fo  vifible,  as  the  Terms  now  ftand.  Wanted  and  Ahun^ 
dance  are  the  Oppofites  to  one  another  5  but  how  is  lack  a  Con- 
traft  to  Jiir  up  f  The  Addition  of  a  fjngle  Letter  gives  it,  and 
the  very  Senfe  requires  it.  Mr.  Warburton., 

A  3;  Counts 
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Count.  What  hope  is  there  of  his  Majelly's  araend- 

^^''uf.  He  hath  abandon'd  his  phyficians,  Madam,  un- 
der 4ofe  praftices  he  hath  perfecuttd  "me  wiA  hope  ; 
and  finds  no  other  advantage  in  the  procefs,  but  only 
the  lofing  of  hope  b;  time. 

C.««/  This  young  gentlewoman 
that  had!  how  fad  a  paflage  'tis  )  whofe  skill  was  a)- 
moft  as  great  as  his  honefty ;  had  u  ftretch'd  fo  far,  it 
would  have  made  nature  immortal  and  death  J.ould 
Tve  play'd  for  lack  of  work.  'Would  for  the  Kmg  s 
fake,  be  were  living  !  I  think,  it  would  be  the  deatn  of 

if/^H^f  caU'd  you  the  man  you  fpeak  of.  Ma- 

^^"cLt.  He  was  famous,  Sir,  in  his  fo^for^,  and  it 
was  his  great  right  to  be  fo  :  Gerard  de  Narbon. 

L/  fee  was^  excellent,  indeed.  Madam  ;  the  King 
very  lately  fpoke  of  him  admiringly,  and  mournmgly  . 
he  was  skilful  enough  to  have  liv'd  ihll,  if  knowledge 

-^^^^?t^:r^^>  the  King  languifi.es 
of? 

I^af.  A  fiftula,  my  lord. 

Ber  I  heard  not  of  it  before. 

Laf.  I  would,  it  were  not  notorious.  Was  this  gen- 
tlewoman the  daughter  of  Gerard  de  Narbon  ? 
'  count.  His  fole  child,  my  lord,  and  bequeathed  to  my 
,,vpr1ooking  I  have  thofe  hopes  of  her  good,  t^at  her 
el  catSn  from  fes  her  ;  difpofition  (he  inherits,  which 
^iVe  fair  gifts  fairer;  for  where  an  unclean  m  nd  car- 
S%irttufqualities,  there  commendations  go  wit  p.^ 
thev  are  virtues  and  traitors  too  :  in  her  they  are  tne 
betL  for  their  fimplenefs ;  (he  derives  her  honefty,  and 

^'t/'i^rommendations.  Madam,  get  from  her 

'"'"count  'Tis  the  beft  brine  a  maiden  can  feafon  her 
praifet.  The  remembrance  of  her  father  never  ap- 
f  oach  s  her  heart,  but  the  tyranny  of  her  forrows  take 
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all  livelihood  from  her  cheek.  No  more  of  this,  Htkna^ 
go  to,  no  more  ;  left  it  be  rather  thought  you  aiFcdl  a 
5)rrow,  than  to  have  it, 

Hel.  I  do  afFedt  a  forrow,  indeed,  but  I  have  it  too, 

Laf.  Moderate  lamentation  is  the  right  of  the  dead, 
cxceifive  grief  the  enemy  to  the  living. 

CQunt.  (2)  If  the  living  be  not  enemy  to  the  grief, 
the  excefs  makes  it  foon  mortal. 

Ber.  Madam,  I  defire  your  holy  wilhes. 

Laf.  How  underftand  we  that  ? 

Count.  Be  thou  bleft,  Bertram,  and  fucceed  thy  fa- 
ther 

In  manners  as  in  fhape !  thy  blood  and  virtue 
Contend  for  empire  in  thee,  and  thy  goodnefs 
Share  with  thy  birth  right  I  Love  all,  truft  a  few, 
Do  wrong  to  none  :  be  able  for  thine  enemy 
Rather  in  power,  than  ufe  ;  and  keep  thy  friend 
Under  thy  own  life's  key  :  be  check'd  for  filence, 
But  never  taxM  for  fpeech.    What  heav'n  more  will. 
That  thee  may  furniOi,  and  my  prayers  pluck  down. 
Fail  on  thy  head  !  Farewel,  my  lord  ; 
'Tis  an  unfeafon'd  courtier,  good  my  lord, 
Advife  him. 

Laf.  He  cannot  want  the  bell. 
That  fhall  attend  his  love. 

Count,  Heav'n  blefs  him  !    Farewel,  Bertra?n» 

\JE.xit  Count efs^ 

Ber.  [to  Hel.]  The  beft  wilhes,  that  can  be  forg'd  ia 
your  thoughts,  be  fervants  to  you  !  Be  comfortable  to  my 
mother,  your  midrefs,  and  make  much  of  her. 

Laf  Farewel,  pretty  lady,  you  mufl  hold  the  credit 
of  your  father.  [^Exeunt  Bertram  and  Lafeu. 

(2)  If  tbs  living  he  Enemy  to  the  Grief,  the  Excefs  makes  it  feon 
mortal.]  This  feems  very  oblcure  j  but  the  Addition  of  a  Ne- 
gative perf€<^iy  difpels  all  the  Mift.  If  the  Living  be  not  Ene^' 
my,  8cc,  Exceflive  Grief  is  an  Enemy  to  the  Living,  fayfr 
Lafeu  :  Yes,  replies  the  Countefs  j  and  if  the  Living  be  not 
Enemy  to  the  Grief,  [i.  e.  flrive  to  conquer  it,]  the  Excefs 
makes  it  foon  mortal.  Mr.  iVarhurton^ 
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HeL  Oh,  were  that  all !  1  think  jaot  on  my 

father  ; 

And  thefe  great  tears  grace  his  remembrance  more. 

Than  thofe  I  fhed  for  him.    What  was  he  like  ? 

I  have  forgot  him.    My  imagination 

Carries  no  favour  in  it,  bat  my  Bertranis^ 

I  am  undone ;  there  is  no  living,  none. 

If  Bertram  be  away.    It  were  all  one, 

That  I  (hould  love  a  bright  particular  liar. 

And  think  to  wed  it^  he  is  fo  above  me  : 

Jn  his  bright  radiance  and  collateral  light 

Muft  I  be  comforted,  not  in  his  fphere. 

Th'  ambition  in  my  love  thus  plagues  itfelf ; 

The  hind,  that  would  be  mated  by  the  lion, 

Mufi.  die  for  love.    'Twas  pretty,  tho'  a  plague, 

To  fee  him  every  hour ;  to  fit  and  draw 

His  arched  brows,  his  hawking  eye,  his  curls. 

In  our  heart's  table  :  heart,  too  capable 

Of  every  line  and  trick  of  his  fweet  fivour  ! 

But  now  he*s  gone,  and  my  idolatrous  fancy 

Muft  fandlify  his  relicks.    Who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Parolles. 

One,  that  goes  with  him  :  I  love  him  for  his  fake. 

And  yet  I  know  him  a  notorious  liar  j 

Think  him  a  great  way  fool,  folely  a  coward  ; 

Yet  thefe  fix'd  evils  fit  fo  fit  in  him, 

That  they  take  place,  when  virtue's  fteely  bones 

Look  bleak  in  the  cold  wind  ;  full  oft  we  fee 

Cold  wifdom  waiting  on  fuperfluQus  folly. 

Par,  Save  you,  fair  Queen, 

Hel.  And  you,  Monarch, 

Par.  No. 

HeL  And,  no. 

Par.  Are  you  meditating  on  virginity  ? 

HeL  Ay  :  you  have  feme  ftain  of  foldierin  you  ;  let 
me  ask  you  a  queftion.  Man  is  enemy  to  virginity,  how 
may  we  barricado  it  againft  him  ? 

Par.  Keep  him  out. 

Hei  But  he  avails ;  and  our  virginity,  tho'  valiant, 

in 
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in  the  defence  yet  is  weak  :  unfold  to  us  fome  warlike 
refiftance. 

Par,  There  is  none :  man,  fetting  down  before  you, 
will  undermine  you,  and  blow  you  up. 

Hel.  Blefs  our  poor  virginity  from  undermirers  and 
blowers  up !  —  Is  there  no  military  policy,  how  virgins 
might  blow  up  men  ? 

Par.  Virginity  being  blown  down,  man  will  quick- 
lier  be  blown  up  :  marry,  in  blowing  him  down  again, 
with  the  breach  yourfelves  made,  you  lofe  your  city.  It 
is  not  politick  in  the  commonwealth  of  nature,  to  pre- 
ferve  virginity.  Lofs  of  virginity  is  rational  increafe  ; 
and  there  was  never  virgin  got,  'till  virginity  was  fir  ft 
loiL  That,  you  were  made  of,  is  metal  to  make  virgins. 
Virginity,  by  being  once  loft,  may  be  ten  times  found  : 
by  being  ever  kept,  it  is  ever  loft  1  'tis  too  cold  a  com- 
panion :  away  with't, 

HeL  I  will  ftand  for't  a  little,  though  therefore  I  die  2^ 
virgin. 

Par.  There's  little  can  be  faid  in't ;  'tis  againft  the 
rule  of  nature.  To  fpeak  on  the  part  of  virginity,  is 
to  accufe  your  mother ;  which  is  moft  infallible  difobe- 
dience.  He,  that  hangs  himfelf,  is  a  virgin  :  virgi- 
nity murthers  itfelf,  and  (hould  be  buried  in  highways 
out  of  all  fandifled  limit,  as  a  defperate  ofFendrefs 
againft  nature.  Virginity  breeds  mites,  much  like  a 
cheefe  ;  con  fumes  itfelf  to  the  very  paring,  and  fo  die$ 
with  feeding  its  own  ftomach.  Belides,  virginity  is 
peevifh,  proud,  idle,  made  of  felf-Iove,  which  is  tlie 
moft  prohibited  fin  in  the  canon.  Keep  it  not,  you 
cannot  chufe  but  lofe  by't.  Out  with't ;  within  ten 
years  it  will  make  itfelf  two,  which  is  a  goodly  increafe,. 
and  the  principal  itfelf  not  much  the  worfe.  Away 
with't. 

Hel.  How  might  one  do.  Sir,  to  lofe  it  to  her  own* 
Hking  ?• 

Par,  Let  me  fee.  Marry,  ill,  to  like  him  that  neVr 
it  likes.  'Tis  a  commodity  will  lofe  the  glofs  with  lying. 
The  longer  kept,  the  lefs  worth  :  off  with't,  while  'tis 
vendible.    Anfwer  the  time  of  requeft.  Virginity,  like 

A  5.  an* 
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an  old  courtier,  wears  her  cap  out  of  fafhion  *.  ridily 
luted,  but  unfutablc  ;  juft  like  the  brooch  and  the  tooth- 
pick, which  we  wear  not  now :  ypur  date  is  better  in 
your  p}  e  and  your  porridge,  than  in  your  cheek  ;  and 
your  virginity,  your  old  virginity,  is  like  one  of  our 
French  withered  peal's ;  it  looks  ill,  it  eats  drily  ;  marry, 
'tis  a  withered  pear  :  it  was  formerly  better  ;  marry,  yet 
'tis  a  withered  pear.    Will  you  any  thing  with  it  ? 

HeL  Not  niy  virginity  yet. 
There  fliall  your  matter  have  a  thoqfand  loves, 
A  mother,  and  a  miftrefs,  and  a  friend, 
A.  phoenix,  captain,  and  an  enemy, 
A  guide,  a  goddefs,  and  a  fovereign, 
A  counfellor,  a  traitrefs,  and  a  dear  .; 
His  humble  ambition,  proud  humility ;. 
His  jarring  concord  ;  and  his  difcord  dulcet 
His  faith,  his  fweet  difafter  ;  with  a  world 
Of  pretty  fond  adoptions  chrifteridoms. 

That  blinking  Cupid  goffips.    Now  fhall  he  

I  know  not,  what  he  fhall  God  fend  him  well  I— — 

The  court's  a  learning  place  —  and  he  is  one  ■ 
What  one,  i'faith  ? 

HeL  That  I  wifh  well—'tis  pity  

Par.  What's  pity  ? 

Hel.  That  wiihing  well  had  not  a  body  in't. 
Which  might  be  felt ;  that  We  the  poorer  born, 
Whofe  bafer  flars  do  fhut  us  up  in  wifhes, 
Might  with  efteds  of  them  follow  our  friends: 
And  fhew  what  we  alone  muft  tliink,  which  never 
Returns  us  thanks. 

Enter  Page. 

Page.  Monfieur  ParolleSy 
My  lord  calls  for  you.  \Exit  Page. 

Par.  Little  Helen,  farewel ;  if  I  can  remember  thee, 
I  will  think  of  thee  at  court. 

H(L  Monfieur  Parollesy  you  were  born  under  a  cha* 
ritable  ftar. 

Par.  Under  WlarSy  I. 

iiJ.  1  efpecially  think,  under  Mars. 

Par. 
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Tar.  Why  under  Mars  ? 

Bel  The  wars  have  kept  you  fo  under,  that  you  mufl 
needs  be  born  under  Mars, 

Far,  When  he  was  predominant. 

Eel  When  he  was  retrograde,  I  think,  rather. 

Far,  Why  think  you  fo  ? 

Hel  You  go  fo  much  backward,  when  you  fight. 
Far.  That's  for  advantage. 

Bel  So  is  running  away,  when  fear  propofes  fafety  : 
but  the  compofition,  that  your  valour  and  fear  makes 
in  you,  is  a  virtue  of  a  good  wing,  and  I  like  the  wear 
well. 

Far,  I  am  fo  full  of  bufineffes,  as  I  cannot  anfwer  thee 
acutely  :  1  will  return  perfed  courtier  ;  in  the  which^ 
my  inllru£lion  fhall  ferve  to  naturalize  thee,  fo  thou 
wilt  be  capable  of  courtier's  counfel,  and  underftand 
what  advice  lhall  thruft  upon  thee;  elfe  thou  dieft  in 
thine  unthankfulnefs,  and  thine  ignorance  makes  thee- 
away  ;  farewel.  When  thou  haft  leifure,  fay  thy  prayers  i 
when  thou  haft  none,  remember  thy  friends :  get  thee  a 
good  husband,  and  ufe  him  as  he  ufes  thee  :  fo  farewel. 

Bel  Our  remedies  oft  in  ourfelves  do  lie. 
Which  we  afcribe  to  heav'n.    The  fated  sky 
Gives  us  free  fcopc ;  only,  doth  backward  pull 
Our  flow  deftgns,  when  we  ourfelves  are  dull. 
What  power  is  it,  which  mounts  my  love  fo  high. 
That  makes  me  fee,  and  cannot  feed  mine  eye  ? 
The  rnighticft  fpace  in  fortune  nature  brings 
To  join  iike  likes;  and  kifs,  like  native  things. 
Impoflible  be  ftrange  attempts,  to  thofe 
That  weigh  their  pain  in  fenfe ;  and  do  fuppofe-,. 
What  hath  been,  cannot  be.    Who  ever  ftrove 
To  fliew  her  merit,  that  did  mils  her  love  ? 
The  King's  difeafe —  my  projed  may  deceive  me, 
But  my  intents  are  fix'd,  and  will  not  leave  me. 
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SCENE  changes  to  the  Court  of  France. 

Flour ijh  Cornets.    Enter  the  King  of  France  uoith  letters, 
and  diners  Attendants. 

King.  ^TT^  H  E  Florentines  and  Senoys  are  by  th'  cars  5 
j[    Have  fought  with  equal  fortune,  and  con- 
tinue 

A  braving  war. 

I  Lord.  So  'tis  reported,  Sir. 

King.  Nay,  'tis  moft  credible;  we  here  receive  it, 
A  certainty  vouch'd  from  our  coufin  Aufiria  ; 
With  caution  that  the  Florentine  will  move  U3 
For  fpeedy  aid  ;  wherein  our  deareft  friend 
Prejudicates  the  buiinefs,  and  would  feem 
To  have  us  make  denial. 

1  Lord,  His  love  and  wifdom, 
Approved  fo  to  your  Majefty,  may  plead 
For  ample  credence. 

Kifig,  He  hath  arm'd  our  anfwer  ; 
And  Florence  is  deny'd,  before  he  comes  : 
Yet  for  our  gentlemen  that  mean  to  fee 
'J'he  Tufcan  fervice,  freely  hav^  they  leave 
To  lland  on  either  part. 

2  Lord.  It  may  well  ferve 

A  nurfery  to  our  gentry,  who  are  fick 
For  breathing  and  exploit. 
King.  What's  he  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Bertram,  Lafeu,  and  Parolles. 

I  Lord.  It  is  the  count  Rciifillon^  my  good  lord,  young 
Bertram. 

King.  Youth,  thou  bear'll  thy  father's  face. 
Frank  nature,  rather  curious  than  in  haHe, 
Hath  w^U  compos'd  thee.    Thy  father's  moral  parts 
May'ft  thou  inherit  too  I    Welcome  to  Paris. 

Ber.  My  thanks  and  duty  are  your  Maje/ly's. 

King.  I  would  I  had  that  corporal  found nefs  now. 
As  when  thy  father  and  myfelf  in  friendlhip 

Firft 
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Firft  tryM  our  foldierfhip  :  he  did  look  far 

Into  the  fervice  of  the  time,  and  was 

Difcipled  of  the  brav'ft.    He  lafted  long  ; 

But  on  us  both  did  haggifh  age  fteal  on, 

And  wore  us  out  of  ad.    It  much  repairs  me 

To  talk  of  your  good  father ;  in  his  youth 

He  had  the  wit,  which  I  can  well  obferve 

To  day  in  our  yoimg  lords ;  but  they  may  jeft^ 

'Till  their  own  fcorn  return  to  them  unnoted. 

Ere  they  can  hide  their  levity  in  honour : 

So  like  a  courtier,  no  contempt  or  bitternefs  (3) 

Were  in  him  ;  pride  or  fharpnefs,  if  there  were,. 

His  equal  had  awak'd  them ;  and  his  honour, 

Clock  to  itfdf,  knew  the  true  minute  when 

Exceptions  bid  him  fpeak  ^  and  at  that  time 

His  tongue  obey'd  his  hand.  Who  v/ere  below  hii». 

He  us'd  as  creatures  of  another  place, 

And  bow'd  his  eminent  top  to  their  low  ranks ; 

Making  them  proud  of  his  humility^ 

In  their  poor  praife  he  humbled  :  Such  a  man 

Might  be  a  copy  to  thefe  younger  times ; 

Which,  followed  well,,  would  now  demonftrate  theni 

But  goers  backward. 

Ber.  His  good  remembrance,^  Sir, 
Lies  richer  in  your  thoughts,  than  on  his  tomb  ; 
So  in  approof  lives  not  his  epitaph. 
As  in  your  royal  fpeech. 

Kifig,  'Would,  I  were  with  him!  he  would  always 
fay, 

(3)  5o  like  a  Courtier,  no  Contempt  or  Bitternefs 
Were  in  his  Fride  or  Sharpness  j  if  they  luere. 

His  Equal  bad  awak'd  them.  '\    This  PafTage  feem* 

fo  very  incorrcdiy  pointed,  that  the  Author's  Meaning  is  loft 
in  the  Carelcfsnefs.    As  the  Text  and  Stops  are  reform'd,  thefe 

are  moft  beautiful  Lines,  and  the  Senfe  this  He  had  no 

*'  Contempt  or  Bitternefs  5  if  he  had  any  thing  that  looked  hke 
Pride  Of  Sbarpnefs,  (of  which  QuaHties  Contempt  and  Bit- 
ternefs  are  the  ExcelTes,)  his  Equal  had  a\?vak'd  them,  not 
*'  his  Inferior  j  to  whom  he  fcornM  to  difcoverany  thing  that 
**  bore  theSliadowof  Pride  or  Sharpnefs.**       Mr.  ^^arburton* 

(Methinks, 
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(Mcthinks,  I  hear  him  now ;  his  plaufive  words 

He  fcatter'd  not  in  ears,  but  grafted  them 

To  grow  there,  and  to  bear     Let  me  not  live,— - 

(Thus  his  good  melancholy  oft  began. 

On  the  cataftrophe  and  heel  of  paftime, 

When  it  was  out,)  let  me  not  live,  (quoth  he,} 

After  my  flame  lacks  oil ;  to  be  the  fnufF 

Of  younger  Ipirits,  whofe  apprehenfive  fenfes 

All  but  new  things  difdain;  vvhofe  judgments  are  ' 

Meer  fathers  of  their  garments ;  whofe  conftancies 

Expire  before  their  fafhions:  —  this  he  wiih'd. 

I,  after,  him,  do  after  him  wifh  too, 

(Since  I  nor  wax,  nor  honey,  can  bring  home) 

I  quickly  were  diffolved  from  my  hive. 

To  give  fome  labourers  room* 

2  Lord.  You're  loved.  Sir ; 
They,  that  leaft  lend  it  you,  (hall  lack  you  firfl. 

King.  I  fill  a  place,  I  know't.    How  long  is't,  count. 
Since  the  phyfician  at  your  father's  died  ? 
He  was  much  fam'd. 

Ber.  Some  fix  months  fince,  my  lord. 

King,  If  he  were  living,  I  would  try  him  yet ; 
Lend  me  an  arm ;  —  the  reft  have  worn  me  out 
With  feveral  applications  j  nature  and  ficknefs 
Debate  it  at  their  leifure.    Welcome,  count,. 
My  fon's  no  dearer. 

Ber.  Thank  your  Majcfty.  {Thurtjh. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Countefs's  at  Roufillon./ 
Enter  Count efsy  Ste^zvard,  and  Clonxjn. 

Count',  T  Will  now  hear ;  what  fay  you  of  this  gentle- 
j[  woman  ? 

^te^.  Madam,  the  care  I  have  had  to  even  your  con- 
tent, I  wiih  might  be  found  in  the  calendar  of  my  paft 
endeavours ;  for  then  we  wound  our  modefty,  and  make 
foul  the  clearnefs  of  our  defervings,  when  of  ourfelves 
we  publiih  them. 

Count.  What  does  this  knave  here?  get  you  gone^ 

Sirrah:. 
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Sirrah  :  the  complaints  I  have  heard  of  you,  I  do  not 
all  believe  ;  'tis  my  flownefs  that  I  do  not,  for,  I  know, 
you  lack  not  folly  to  commit  them,  and  have  ability 
enough  to  make  fuch  knaveries  yours. 

Clo,  'Tis  not  unknown  to  you.  Madam,  I  am  a  poor 
fellow. 

Count.  Well,  Sir. 

Clo.  No,  Madam  ;  'tis  not  fo  well  that  I  am  poor, 
tho'  many  of  the  rich  are  damn'd  ;  but,  if  1  have  your 
ladyfhip's  good  will  to  go  to  the  world,,  Lbel  the  woman 
and  I  will  do  as  we  may. 

Count.  Wilt  thou  needs  be  a  beggar  ? 

Clo.  I  do  beg  your  good  will  in  this  cafe. 

Count.  In  what  cafe  ? 

Clo.  In  IsheTs  cafe,  and  mine  own ;  fcrvice  is  no  he- 
ritage, and,  I  think,  I  fliaU  never  have  the  blelling  of 
God,  'till  I  have  ifTue  of  my  body ;  for  they  fay,  beams 
are  blelTmgs. 

Count.  Tell  me  thy  reafon  why  thou  wilt  marry, 
Clo.  My  poor  body,  Madam,  requires  it.    I  am  dri- 
ven on  by  the  flefh.;  and  he  mull  needs  go,  that  the  de* 
vil  drives. 

Count.  Is  this  all  your  worfhip's  reafon  ? 

Clo.  Faith,  Madam,  I  have  other  holy  reafons,  fuck 
as  they  are. 

Count.  May  the  world  know  them  ? 

C/o.  I  have  been.  Madam,  a  wicked  creature,  as-you^ 
and  all  flefh  and  blood  are ;  and,  indeed,  I  do  marry, 
that  f  may  repent. 

Count.  Thy  marriage,  fooner  than  thy  wickednefs. 

Clo.  I  am  out  of  friends,  Madam,  and  I  hope  to  have 
friends  for  my  wife's  fake. 

Count.  Such  friends  are  thine  enemies,  knave. 

Clo.  Y'are  fhallow.  Madam,  in  great  friends  ;  for 
the  knaves  come  to  do  that  for  me,  which  I  am  weary 
of  ;  he  that  eares  my  land,  fpares  my  team,  and  gives 
me  leave  to  inne  the  crop ;  if  i  be  his  cuckold,  he's  my 
drudge ;  he,  that  comforts  my  wife,  is  the  cheriCher  of 
my  flefh  and  blood  he,  that  cherilheth  my  fieih  and 
blood,  loves  my  flefh  and  blood;  he,  that  loves  my 
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flefh  and  blood,  is  my  friend  :  ergo,  he,  that  kifTes  my 
wife,  is  my  friend.  If  men  could  be  contented  to  be 
what  they  are,  there  were  no  fear  in  marriage ;  for 
young  Charbon  the  puritan,  and  old  Poyfam  the  papift,. 
howfoe'er  their  hearts  are  fevered  in  religion,  their  heads 
are  both  one ;  they  may  joul  horns  together,  like  any 
deer  i'  th*  herd. 

Count,  Wilt  thou  ever  be  a  foul-mouth'd  and  calum- 
nious knave  ? 

Clo,  A  prophet,  I,  Madam ;  and  I  fpeak  the  truths 
the  next  way ;  — — * 

"  For  I  the  ballad  will  repeat,  which  men  full  true 
(hallfindi 

"  Your  marriage  comes  by  deftiny,  your  cuckow  fmgs 
by  kind, 

Ccmt.  Get  you  gone.  Sir,  FIl  talk  with  you  more  anon. 

Stenv.  May  it  pleafe  you,  Madam,  that  he  bid  Hekn^ 
come  to  you  ;  of  her  I  am  to  fpeak. 

Count.  Sirrah,  tell  my  gentlewoman  I  would  fpeak 
with  her ;  Helen  I  mean, 

Clo.     Was  this  fair  face  the  caufe,  quoth  fhe,  (4) 

[Singings 

^*  Why       Grecians  facked  Troy  ? 

Fond  done,  fond  done  ;  —  for  Paris^  he, 

(4)  JVas  thh  fair  Face  the  Caufe,  quoth  She, 
Why  the  Grecians  facked  Troy  ? 

Wai  this  King  Priam's  Joy  f\  As  the  Stanza,  that  fol- 
Iws,  is  in  alternate  Rhyme,  and  as  a  Rhyme  is  here  wanting  to 
She  in  the  firft  Verfe  ;  'tis  evident,  the  third  Line  is  wanting. 
The  old  Folio's  give  Us  a  Part  of  it ;  but  how  to  fupply  the 
loft  Part,  was  the  Qucftion.  Mr.  Roive  has  given  us  the  Frag* 
ment  honeftly,  as  he  found  it :  but  Mr.  Pope,  rather  than  to 

feem  founder'd,  has  funk  it  upon  Us.  I  communicated  to 

my  ingenious  Friend  Mr.  Warburion,  how  I  found  the  Paffage 
id  the  old  Books  f 

\Fond  done,  dine,  fond, 

Was  this  King  Priam'j  Joy  fj 
And  from  Him  I  received  that  Supplement,  which  I  have  given 
to  the  Text.   And  the  Hiftorians  tcU  us,  it  was  Faris  who  was 
Fnam*s  favourite  Son^, 
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<'  Was  this  King  Priajns  joy. 

**  With  that  (he  fighed  as  fhe  flood. 

And  gave  this  fentence  then; 
•*  Among  nine  bad  if  one  be  good. 

There's  yet  one  good  in  ten. 

Count.  What,  one  good  in  ten  ?  You  corrupt  the  fong, 
Sirrah. 

CIo.  One  good  woman  in  ten,  Madam,  which  is  a  pu- 
rifying o'th'  long  :  'would,  God  would  ferve  the  world 
fo  all  the  year!  we'd  find  no  fault  with  the  tythe- woman, 
if  1  were  the  Parfon  ;  one  in  ten,  quoth- a'  !  an  we  might 
have  a  good  woman  born  but  every  blazing  ftar,  or  at  an 
earthquake,  'twould  mend  the  lottery  well;  a  man  may 
draw  his  heart  out,  ere  he  pluck  one. 

Count.  YouUl  be  gone.  Sir  knave,  and  do  as  I  com- 
mand you  ? 

Clo,  That  man  that  fhould  be  at  a  woman's  com- 
mand, and  yet  no  hurt  done!  tho'  honefly  be  no  pu- 
ritan, yet  it  will  do  no  hurt ;  it  will  wear  the  furplis  of 
humility  over  the  black  gown  of  a  big  heart  :  I  am  go- 
ing, forfooth,  thebufinefs  is  for  Helen  to  come  hither. 

\^Exit, 

Count,  Well,  now, 

Ste^w,  I  know,  Madam,  you  love  your  gentlewomaa 
intirely. 

Count,  Faith,  I  do  ;  her  father  bequeath'd  her  to  me  ; 
and  fhe  herfelf,  without  other  advantages,  may  lawfully 
make  title  to  as  much  love  as  fhe  finds ;  there  is  more 
owing  her,  than  is  paid  ;  and  more  (hall  be  paid  her, 
than  fhe' U demand. 

Ste^.  Madam,  I  was  very  late  more  near  her,  than, 
I  think,  fhe  wifh'd  me  ;  alone  fhe  was,  and  did  com- 
municate to  herfelf  her  own  words  to  her  own  ears ;  fhe 
thought,  1  dare  vow  for  her,  they  touch'd  not  any 
ftranger  fenfe.  Her  matter  was,  fhe  lov'd  your  fon  ; 
Fortune,  fhe  faid,  was  no  Goddefs,  (5)  that  had  put 

fuch 

(5)  Fortune yjhe  faidy  tvas  no  Goddefs,  Sec.  Love,  no  God^  ^^c. 
Gomplain'd  againrt  the  ^een  of  Virgins^  &c,]  This  Pairage 
(lands  thu$  in  the  old  Copies  s 
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fuch  difFerence  betwixt  their  two  eflates ;  Love,  no  God, 
that  would  not  extend  his  might,  only  where  qualities 
were  level ;  Diava,  no  Queen  of  Virgins,  that  would 
lufter  her  poor  Knight  to  be  furpriz'd  without  refcue 
in  the  firft  affault,  or  ranfom  afterward.  This  fhe  d'e- 
iiver'd  in  the  moft  bitter  touch  of  forrow,  that  e'er  I 
heard  a  virgin  exclaim  in  ;  which  I  held  it  my  duty 
ipeedily  to  acquaint  you  withal  ;  fithence,  in  the  lofs 
that  may  happen,  it  concerns  you  fomething  to  know 
It. 

County  You  have  difeharg'd  this  honeflly,  keep  it  to 
yourfelf ;  many  likelihoods  inform  me  of  this  before,, 
which  hung  fo  tottering  in  the  balance,  that  I  could 
neither  believe  nor  mifdoubt ;  pray  you,  leave  me  ;  ftall 
this  in  your  bofom,  and  T  thank  you  for  >' our  honeft 
care ;  I  will  fpeak  with  you  further  anon. 

[^Exit  Stenvard. 

Enter  Helena. 

Count,  Ev'n  fo  it  was  with  me,  when  I  was  young  5 
If  we  are  nature's,  thefe  are  ours :  this  thorn 
Doth  to  our  rofe  of  youth  rightly  belong  y 

Our  blood  to  us,  this  to  our  blood,  is  born  \ 
It  is  the  Ihow  and  feal  of  nature's  truth, 
Where  love's  ftrong  paffion  is  impreil  in  youth ; 

T.d'vef  no  God,  that  uoould  not  extend  his  Might  only  where 
S^ualities  *ivere  level,  ^een  of  Virgins,  that  would  Juffer  her 
.poor  Knight,  Sec, 

'Tis  evident  to  every  fenfible  Reader/'that  fomething  muft 
have  flipt  out  here,  by  which  the  Meaning  of  the  Context  is 
rendered  defective.  The  Stev/ard  is  fpeaking  in  the  very  Words 
he  overheard  of  the  Young  Lady  ;    Fortune  was  no  Goddefs, 

flic  faid,  for  one  Reafon  5  Love,  no  God,  for  another  5  

what  could  She  then  more  naturally  fubjoin,  than  as  I  have 
amended  in  the  Text  ? 

Diana,  no  ^een  of  Virgins,  that  would  fiffer  her  poor  Knight 
to  he  furprix'd  without  Refcue,  &c. 

For  in  Poetical  Hiftory  Diana  was  as  well  known  to  prefide 
over  Chaftity,  as  Cupid  ovtr  Lo've,  or  Fortune  ovet  the  Change  or 
Regulation,  of  our  Circumjlancest 

By 
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By  oar  remembrances  of  days  foregone, 

Such  were  our  faults,  or  then  we  thought  them  none. 

Her  eye  is  fick  on't ;  1  obferve  her  now.  - 

Hel.  What  is  your  pleafure,  Madam  ? 

Count,  Uekriy  you  know,  I  am  a  mother  to  you.. 

HeL  Mine  honourable  miftrefs. 

Counts  Nay,  a  mother  ; 
Why  not  a  mother  ?  when  I  faid  a  mother, 
Methought,  you  faw  a  ferpent  y  what's  in  mother^ 
That  you  ftart  at  it  ?  I  fay,  I'm  your  mother  i 
-And  put  you  in  the  catalogue  of  thofe. 
That  were  en vvombed  mine;  'tis  often  feen, 
Adoption  ftrives  with  nature  ;  and  choice  breeds 
A  native  flip  to  us  from  foreign  feeds. 
You  ne'er  oppreft  me  with  a  mother's  groan, 
Yet  I  exprels  to  you  a  mother's  care : 
God's  mercy  I  maiden,   do's  it  curd  thy  blood,. 
To  fay,  I  am  thy  mother  ?  what's  the  matter. 
That  this  diftemper'd  meifenger  of  wet. 
The  many  coloured /m,  rounds  thine  eyes? 
Why,  that  you  are  my  daughter  \ 

HeL  That  I  am  not.. 

Cdunt.  I  fay,  I  am  your  mother. 

HeL  Pardon,  Madam. 
The  Count  Roufillon  cannot  be  my  brother  %. 
I  am  from  humble,  he  from  honour'd,  name  j 
No  note  upon  my  parents,  his  all  noble. 
My  mafter,  my  dear  lord  he  is  ;  and  I 
His  fervant  live,  and  will  his  vafTal  die: 
He  muft  not  be  my  brother.  — » 

Count,  Nor  I  your  mother  ? 

Hel.  You  are  my  mother.  Madam  ;  'would  you  were<>. 
(So  that  my  lord,  your  fon,  were  not  my  brother) 
Indeed,  my  mother  ! — or  were  you  both  our  mothers 
J  care  no  more  for,  than  I  do  for  heav'n, 
So  I  were  not  his  fifter  :  can't  no  other. 
But  I  your  daughter,  he  muft  be  my  brother  ?— — 

Count.  Yqs,  Helen,  you  might  be  my  daughter-in-law  ; 
God  fhield,  you  mean  it  not,  daughter  and  mother 
So  ftrive  upon  your  pulfe !  what,  pale  again  ?. 
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My  fear  hath  catch'd  your  fondnefs. — Now  I  fee  (6) 

The  myflVy  of  your  lonelinefs,  and  find 

Your  fait  tears'  head  ;  now  to  all  fenfe  'tis  grofs. 

You  love  my  fon  ;  invention  is  aHiam'd, 

Againft  the  proclamation  of  thy  pafiion. 

To  fay,  thou  dolt  not ;  therefore  tell  me  true  ; 

But  tell  me  then,  Ms  fo.    For,  look,  thy  cheeks 

Confefs  it  one  to  th'  other;  and  thine  eyes 

See  it  fo  grofly  fhown  in  thy  behaviour. 

That  in  their  kind  they  fpeak  it :   only  £n 

Andhellifh  obftinacy  tie  thy  tongue, 

That  truth  fliould  be  fufpeded  ;  fpeak,  is't  fo  ? 

If  it  be  fo,  you've  wound  a  goodly  clew  : 

Jf  it  be  not,  forfwear't ;  howe'er,  I  charge  thee. 

As  heav'n  fhali  work  in  me  for  thine  avail. 

To  tell  me  truly. 

Hel.  Good  Madam,  pardon  me. 

Count.  Do  you  love  my  fon  ? 

HeL  Your  pardon,  noble  miflrefs. 

Count,  Love  you  my  fon  ? 

Hel.  Do  not  you  love  him,  Madam  ? 

Count.  Go  not  about;  my  love  hath  in't  a  bond. 
Whereof  the  world  takes  note  :  come,  come,  difclofe 
The  flate  of  your  alFedlion  ;  for  your  paliions 
Have  to  the  full  appeach'd. 

(6)  Now  I  fee 

The  myfl'ry  of  your  lovelinefs,  and  find 

Tour  fait  tears'  head:  ]  The  Myftery  of  }^tt 

^-Lovelinefs  is  beyond  my  Comprehcnfion :    The  old  Countefs 

faying  nothing  ironical,  nothing  taunting,  or  in  Reproach, 
tfiat  thi^  Word  fliould  find  a  place  here;  whieh  it  could  not, 
linlefs  farcaftically  employed,  and  with  fome  Spleen.  I  darff 
warrant,  the  Poet  meant,  his  old  Lady  (hould  fay  no  more 
than  this  s       I  now  find  the  Myftery  of  your  creeping  into 

Corners,  and  weeping,  and  pining  in  fecret.**  For  this  Rea- 
fon  I  have  amended  the  Text,  Lonelinefs.  The  Steward,  in  the 
foregoing  Scene,  where  he  gives  the  Countefs  Intelligence  of 
Helen  ^  Behaviour,  fays  ; 

Alone  She  was,  and  did  communicate  to  berfelf  her  own  Wor^i 
to  bet  own  Ears* 

HeL 
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Hel  Then,  I  confefs. 
Here  on  my  knee,  before  high  heav'ns  and  you. 
That  before  you,  and  next  unto  high  heav'n, 
I  love  your  fon  : 

My  friends  were  poor,  but  honeft ;  fo's  my  love  i 

Be  not  offended  ;  for  it  hurts  not  him. 

That  he  is  lov'd  of  roe  ;  I  follow  him  not 

By  any  token  of  prefumptuous  fuit ; 

Nor  would  I  have  him,  'till  I  do  deferve  him  ; 

Yet  never  know,  how  that  defert  (hall  be. 

I  know,  I  love  in  vain  ;  ftrive  againft  hope  ; 

Yet,  in  this  captious  and  intenible  fieve, 

I  ftill  pour  in  the  waters  of  my  love. 

And  lack  not  to  lofe  ftill ;  thus,  Indian  like. 

Religious  in  mine  error,  I  adore 

The  fun  that  looks  upon  his  worfhipper. 

Bat  knows  of  him  no  more.   My  deareft  Madam, 

Let  not  your  hate  incounter  with  my  love. 

For  loving  where  you  do  ;  but  if  your  felf, 

Whofe  aged  honour  cites  a  virtuous  youth. 

Did  ever  in  fo  true  a  flame  of  liking 

With  chaftly,  and  love  dearly,  that  your  Dian 

Was  both  herfelf  and  love  ;  O  then,  give  pity 

To  her,  whofe  ftate  is  fuch,  that  cannot  chufe 

But  lend,  and  give,  where  Ihe  is  fure  to  lofe; 

That  feeks  not  to  £nd  that,  which  fearch  implies ; 

But,  riddle-like,  lives  fweetly,  where  fhe  dies. 

Count.  Had  you  not  lately  an  intent,  fpeak  truly. 
To  go  to  Paris  ? 

Bel.  Madam,  I  had. 
Count.  Wherefore?  tell  true. 
EeL  I  will  tell  truth  ;  by  Grace  it  felf,  I  fwear. 
You  know,  my  father  left  me  fome  prefcriptions 
Of  rare  and  proved  effeds ;  fuch  as  his  reading 
And  manifeft  experience  had  colleded 
For  general  fovVeignty ;  and  that  he  will'd  me. 
In  heedfuirft  refervation  to  beftow  them, 
As  notes,  whofe  faculties  inclufive  were. 
More  than  they  were  in  note :  amongft  the  reft, 
There  is  a  remedy,  approv'd,  fet  down. 
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To  cure  the  defperate  languilhings,  whereof 
The  King  is  render'd  loih 

Count,  This  was  your  motive  for  Paris,  was  it,  fpeak  ? 

Hel.  My  lord  your  fon  made  me  to  think  of  this  i 
Elfe  Parisy  and  the  medicine,  and  the  King, 
Had  from  the  converfation  of  my  thoughts^ 
Haply,  been  abfent  then. 

Count.  But  think  you,  Helen^ 
If  you  fhould  tender  your  fuppofed  aid. 
He  would  receive  it  ?  he  and  his  phyiicians ' 
Are  of  a  mind  ;  he,  that  they  cannot  help  him  : 
They,  that  they  cannot  help.    How  (hall  they  credit 
A  poor  unlearned  virgin,  when  the  fchools, 
iEmbowell'd  of  their  dodrine,  have  left  off 
The  danger  to  it  felf  ? 

HeL  There's  fomething  iri^t 
More  than  my  father's  skill,  (which  was  the  great'ft 
Of  his  Profelfion,)  that  his  good  receipt 
Shall  for  my  legacy  be  fandlified 

By  th'  luckieft  ftars  in  heav'n  ;  and,  would  your  honour 
But  give  me  leave  to  try  fuccefs,  I'd  venture 
The  well-loft  life  of  mine  on  his  Grace's  Cure, 
JBy  fuch  axiay  and  hour. 

Count.  Dc&  thou  believe't? 

Bel,  Ay,  Madam,  knowingly. 

Count,  Why,  Helen,  thou  3\alt  have  my  leave  and 
love ; 

Means  and  attendants ;  and  my  loving  greetings 
To  thofe  of  mine  in  Court.    I'll  flay  at  home. 
And  pray  God's  bleffing  into  thy  attempt : 
Begone,  to  morrow ;  and  be  fure  of  this. 
What  I  can  help  thee  to,  thou  (halt  not  mifs. 
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ACT  IL 
SCENE,  the  Court  of  France. 

Enter  the  King,  with  divers  young  Lords  taking  leavi 
for  the  Florentine  war.    Bertram  and  Parolles* 
Flourijh  Cornets. 

K.  I  G/ 

Arewel,  young  Lords :  thefe  warlike  principles 


F 


Do  not  throw  from  you :  you,  my  Lords,  fare- 
wel ; 

Share  the  advice  betwixt  you.    If  both  gain^ 
The  gift  doth  flretch  it  felf  as  'tis  received. 
And  is  enough  for  both. 

I  Lord,  'Tis  our  hope.  Sir, 
After  well-enter'd  foldiers,  to  return 
And  find  your  Grace  in  health. 

King,  No,  no,  it  cannot  be  ;  and  yet  my  heart 
Will  not  confefs,  it  owns  the  malady 
That  doth  my  life  befiege  ;  farewel,  young  Lords ; 
Whether  I  live  or  die,  be  you  the  fons 
Of  worthy  French msxi  \  (6)  let  higher  halj 

(Thofe 

(6)   let  higher  Italy 

{Jthofe  bated,  that  inherit  hut  tb«  Fait 
Of  the  laft  Monarchy  ;^  jee,  &c.)  This  feems  to  me  One 
©f  the  very  obfcure  Paflages  of  Shakefpear,  and  which  there- 
fore may  very  well  demand  Explanation.  Italy,  at  the  time 
of  this  Scene,  was  under  three  very  different  Tenures.  The 
Emperor,  as  Succeflbr  of  the  Roman  Emperors,  had  one  Part  j 
the  Pope,  by  a  pretended  Donation  from  Conjiantine,  another  ; 
and  the  Third  was  compos'd  of  free  Sl^ates.  Now  by  the  laft 
Monarchy  is  meant  the  Roman,  the  laft  of  the  four  general 
Monarchies.  Upon  the  Fall  of  this  Monardhy,  in  the  Scram- 
ble, feveral  Cities  fet  Up  for  Themfelves,  and  became  free  States  s 
Now  thefe  might  be  faid  properly  to  inherit  the  Fall  of  the  Mo- 
narchy, This  being  premifed,  now  to  the  Senfe,  The  King  fays, 

Uigbar 
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(Thofe  *bated,  that  inherit  but  the  Fall 
Of  the  lafl:  Monarchy  ;)  fee,  that  you  come 
Not  to  woo  honour,  but  to  wed  it ;  when 
The  brave  Queftant  fhrinks,  find  what  you  feek. 
That  Fame  may  cry  you  loud :  I  fay,  farewel. 

2  Lord,  Health  at  your  bidding  ferve  your  Majefly  ? 

King.  Thofe  girls  of  Italy,  take  heed  of  them  ; 

They  fay,  our  French  lack  language  to  deny. 
If  they  demand  :  beware  of  being  captives. 
Before  you  ferve. 

Both,  Our  hearts  receive  your  warnings. 

King.  Farewel.  Come  hither  to  me.    \Jo  Attendants, 

{^Exit, 

1  Lord.  Oh,  my  fweet  Lord,  that  you  will  flay  be- 

hind us !  

Par,  'Tis  not  his  fault;  the  fpark  - 

2  Lord.  Oh,  'tis  brave  wars. 

Far,  Moft  admirable ;  I  have  feen  thofe  wars. 

Ber,  I  am  commanded  here,  and  kept  a  coil  with, 
7oo  young,  and  the  next  year,  and  '//V  too  early,  

Par,  An  thy  mind  fland  to  it,  boy.  Ileal  away 
bravely. 

Ber,  Shall  I  flay  here  the  forehorfe  to  a  fmock. 
Creaking  my  fhoes  on  the  plain  mafonry, 
'Till  Honour  be  bought  up,  and  no  fword  worn 
But  one  to  dance  with  ?  by  heav'n,  I'll  ileal  away. 

1  Lord,  There's  honcur  in  the  theft. 
Par.  Commit  it,  Count. 

2  Lord,  I  am  your  accelTary,  and  fo  farewel. 

Ber*  I  grow  to  you,  and  our  parting  is  a  tortur'd 

Higher  Italy  ;  giving  it  the  Rank  of  Preference  to  France  5 

but  he  corrects  himfelf  and  fays,  I  except  Thofe  from  that  Pre- 
cedency, who  only  inherit  the  Fall  of  the  laft  Monarchy ;  as 
;U  the  little  petty  States  ;  for  inftance,  Florence  to  whom  thefe 
Volunteers  were  going.  As  if  he  had  faid,  1  give  the  Place  of 
Honour  to  the  Emperor  and  the  Pope,  but  not  to  the  free  States. 
All  here  is  clear  ;  and  'tis  exa^ly  Sbakefpear^s  Manner,  who 
>oyM  to  (hew  his  Reading  on  fuch  Occaljons,    Mr,  Warhurton, 


1  Lord. 
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1  Lcrd.  Farewel,  Captain. 

2  Lord.  Sweet  Monfieur  Parolles'——. 

„„£f '>  ^P^^^  ^^""'^  and  yours  are  kin ; 

captain  Spun,  with  his  cicatrice,  an  emblem  of  war 
here  on  his  finifter  cheek,  it  was  this  very  fword  en! 
tren^a-dit,  fay  to  him,  I  live,  and  obferve^r/epom 

I  Lord.  We  fhall,  noble  captain, 
ye  df?  °"  '  will 

/-^r.  uie  a  more  ipacious  ceremony  to  the  noble 

cold  an  adieu;  be  more  expreffive  to  them,  for  the/ 
wear  themfelves  m  the  cap  of  the  time  ;  there,  do  Lufter 
rue  gate.  eat.  fpeak.  and  move  unde;  the  influere  of 
the  moft  receiv-d  liar;  and  tho'  the  devil  lead  the  meS 

i;o:;Sedl.?.e'L 
Ber.  And  I  will  do  fo, 

„  ,  iExeunt. 
tnter  the  King,  and  Lafeu. 

Z«/.  Pardon,  my  Lord,  for  me  and  for  my  tidings 
Ktng.  I II  fee  thee  to  ftand  up  "  ^ 

^pardor''^"""""'"^''  '^"'^^^^  ho^^^UV., 

And  S  a^"  me  mercy  ; 

And  that  at  my  bidding  you  could  fo  Hand  up.  ^  ' 

(7  )  Tcujhallfind  ir.  the  Hegim,nt  of  the  Spinii      Captam  Spuria 

.  o»  war  that  my  Sword  gave  him.'» 
Voi-  III.  B  . 
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King.  1  would,  I  had  i  fo  I  had  broke  thy  pate. 
And  askM  thee  mercy  for't.  ^  ^ 

Laf,  Goodfaith,  acrofs :  but,  my  good  Lord,  tis 

thus  \ 

Will  you  be  cur'd  of  your  infirmity  ? 
King,  Nq. 

Laf.  O,  will  you  eat  no  grapes,  my  royal  fox  ? 
Yes,  but  you  will,  my  noble  grapes ;  an  if 
My  royal  fox  could  reach  them :  {  8 )  I  have  feen  a 
Medcin, 

That's'able  to  breathe  life  into  a  ftone  ; 
Quicken  a  rock,  and  make  you  dance  Canary 
With  fprightly  fire  and  motion;  whofe  fimple  touch 
Is  powerful  to  araife  King  Pepin,  nay,  . 
To  give  great  Charlemain  a  pen  in's  hand, 
hndi  write  to  her  a  love-line. 
King,  What  her  is  this  ? 

laf  Why,  doaor-ftie  :  my  Lord,  there's  one  ar- 
rived. 

If  you  will  fee  her.    Now,  by  my  faith  and  honour. 
If  feriouily  I  may  convey  my  thoughts 
In  this  my  light  deliverance,  I  have  fpoke 
With  one  that  in  her  fex,  her  years,  profeffion, 
Wifdora  and  conlUncy,  hath  amaz  d  me  more 
Than  Hare  blame  my  weaknefs :  will  you  fee  her. 
For  that  is  her  Demand,  and  know  her  bufmefs  ? 
That  done,  laugh  well  at  me. 

King,  Now,  good  Lafeu,  ^ 
Bring  in  the  admiration,  that  we  with  thee 
May  fpend  our  wonder  too,  or  take  off  tmne. 
By  wondering  how  thou  took'il  it. 

Laf,  Nay,  Fll  fit  you. 
And  not  be  all  day  neither.  [^^^^  Lafeu. 

King.  Thus  he  his  fpecial  nothing  ever  prologues. 

(8)  lha'veUen  a  Medecine,]  Lafeu  does  not  mean  that  he  has 
feen  a  Remedy,  but  a  Perfon  bringing  fuch  a  Remedy.  I  there- 
fore imagine,  our  Author  ufed  the  FrenchV^oxA^Medecin  x.t.  z 
phyfician  ;  this  agrees  with  what  he  fubjoins  immediately  in 
Reply  to  tine  King,  .      .  r 
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&af.  [Returns.^  Nay,  come  your  ways. . 

[Bringing  in  Helena. 

Ki^g.  This  hafte  hath  wings,  indeed. 

Laf.  Nay,  come  your  ways, 
This  is  his  Majefty,  fay  your  mind  to  him  ; 
A  traitor  you  do  look  like  ;  but  fuch  traitors 
His  Majefty  feldom  fears ;  I'm  CreJ]id\  uncle. 
That  dare  leave  two  together  ;  fare  you  well.  [Exit. 

Kifjg,  Now,  fair  one,  does  "your  bulinefs  follow  us  ? 

HeL  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 
Gerard  de  Narbon  was  my  father. 
In  what  he  did  profefs,  well  found, 

Ki7ig,  I  knew  him. 

Hel,  The  rather  will  I  fpare  my  pralfe  towards  him  ; 
Knowing  him,  is  enough  :  on's  bed  of  death 
Many  receipts  he  gave  me,  chiefly  one. 
Which  as  the  deared  iffue  of  his  pradice. 
And  of  his  old  experience  th'  only  darling. 
He  bade  me  ftore  up,  as  a  triple  eye. 
Safer  than  mine  own  two  :  more  dear  I  have  fo  ; 
And  hearing  your  high  Majefty  is  touched 
With  th^t  malignant  caufe,  wherein  the  honour 
Of  my  dear  father's  gift  ftands  chief  in  power, 
I  come  to  tender  it,  and  my  appliance. 
With  all  bound  humblenefs. 

King,  We  thank  you,  maiden ; 
But  may  not  be  fo  credulous  of  cure, 
When  our  moft  learned  dodors  leave  us ;  and 
The  congregated  college  have  concluded. 
That  labouring  art  can  never  ranfom  nature 
From  her  unaidable  eftate  :  we  mull  not 
So  (lain  our  judgment,  or  corrupt  our  hope. 
To  proliitute  our  paft-cure  malady 
To  empei  icks ;  or  to  dilTever  fo 
Our  great  felf  and  our  credit,  to  efleem 
A  fenfelefs  help,  when  help  paft  fenfe  we  deem, 

HeL  My  duty  then  fhall  pay  me  for  tny  pains  i 
1  will  no  more  enforce  mine  office  on  you ; 
Humbly  intreating  from  your  royal  thoughts 
A  modelt  one  to  bear  me  back  again » 

B  2  King, 
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King,  I  cannot  give  thee  lefs,  to  be  calPd  grateful ; 
Thou  thought'ft  to  help  me,  and  fuch  thanks  I  give. 
As  one  near  death  to  thofe  that  wilh  him  live ; 
But  what  at  full  I  know,  thou  know'ft  no  part ; 
1  knowing  all  my  peril,  thou  no  art. 

Hel.  What  I  can  do,  can  do  no  hurt  to  try. 
Since  you  fet  up  your  reft  'gainft  remedy. 
He  that  of  greateft  works  is  finilher. 
Oft  does  them  by  the  weakell  minifter  : 
So  holy  writ  in  babes  hath  judgment  fhown. 
When  judges  have  been  babes ;  great  floods  have  flown 
^Vom  fimple  fources  ;  and  great  feas  have  dry  d. 
When  mir  cles  have  by  th'  greateft  been  deny  d. 
Oft  expedation  fails,  and  moft  oft  there 
W^here  moft  it  promifes :  and  oft  it  hits 
Where  hope  is  coldeft,  and  defpair  moft  fits. 

King.  I  muft  not  hear  thee  ;  fare  thee  well,  kmd 
Maid  ; 

Thy  pains,  not  us'd,  muft  by  thyfelf  be  paid  : 
Proffers,  not  took,  reap  thanks  for  their  reward. 

Eel  Infpired  merit  fo  by  breath  is  barr'd  : 
It  is  not  fo  with  him  that  all  things  knows. 
As  'tis  with  us,  that  fquare  our  guefs  by  fhows : 
But  moft  it  is  prefumption  in  us,  when 
The  help  of  heav'n  we  count  the  ad  of  men. 
Dear  Sir,  to  my  endeavours  give  confent. 
Of  heav'n,  not  me,  make  an  experiment 
I  am  not  an  impoftor,  that  proclaim 
Myfelf  againft  the  level  of  mine  aim  ; 
But  know,  I  think,  and  think  I  know  moft  fure. 
My  art  is  not  paft  power,  nor  you  paft  cure. 

King.  Art  thou  fo  confident  ?  within  wnat  fpacc 
Hop'ft  thou  my  cure  ? 

Hel  The  greateft  grace  lendmg  grace, 
Ere  twice  the  horfes  of  the  fun  fhall  bring 
Their  fiery  torcher  his  diurnal  ring  ; 
Ere  twice  in  murk  and  occidental  damp 
Moift  Befperus  hath  quenched  his  fleepy  lamp ; 
Or  four  and  twenty  times  the  pilot's  glafs 
Hath  told  the  thievifh  minutes  how  they  pafs ; 
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What  IS  infirm  from  your  found  parts  (hall  fly, 
Health  fhall  live  free,  and  ficknefs  freely  die. 

King,  Upon  thy  certainty^^  and  confidence. 
What  dar'ft  thou  venture  ? 

HeL  Tax  of  impudence, 
A  ftrumpet's  boldnefs,  a  divulged  fhame 
Traduced  by  odious  ballads :  my  maiden's  name 
Sear'd  otherwife,  no  worfe  of  worft  extended  ; 
With  vilefl  torture  let  my  life  be  ended. 

King,  Methinks,  in  thee  fome  blefled  Spirit  doth; 
fpeak 

His  powerful  found,  within  an  organ  weak  ; 
And  what  impoflibility  would  flay 
In  common  fenfe,  fenfe  faves  another  way. 
Thy  life  is  dear  ;  for  all  that  life  can  rate 
Worth  name  of  life,  in  thee  hath  eftimate : 
{9)  Youth,  beauty,  wifdom,  courage,  virtue,  ail- 
That  happinefs  and  prime  can  happy  call  ; 
Thou  this  to  hazard,  needs  muft  intimate 
Skill  infinite,  or  monflrous  defperate. 
Sweet  pra(5lifer,  thy  phyfick  I  will  try  ; 
That  minifters  thine  own  death,  if  I  die. 

HeL  If  I  break  time,  or  flinch  in  property 
Of  what  I  fpoke,  unpitied  let  me  die. 
And  well  defervM  !  Not  helping,  death's  my  fee  ; 
But  if  I  help,  what  do  you  promife  me  ? 

(9)  Youth  J  beauty^  wifdom  y  courage^  all,  &c.]  This  Verfe  is  too 
tiort  by  a  Foot ;  and  apparently  fome  Diffyllable  is  drop'd 
out  by  Mifchance.  Mr.  IVarburton  concurr'd  with  me  in  Con- 
jecture to  fupply  the  Verfe  thus  : 

Touthy  beauty y  ivifdom,  courage,  virtue,  all,  Scc» 
Helena,  had  laid  a  particular  Strefs  on  her  maiden  Reputation  j 
and  the  King  afterwards,  when  he  comes  to  fpeak.  of  her  to 
Bertram,  fays, 

 If  Jbe  be 

All  that  is  virtuous,  (fa-ve.  What  thou  diJlilCfi, 
A  poor  Phyjici art's  Daughter  \)  thott  dijlik'ft 
Of  Virtue /<?r  her  name  :  

B  3  King. 
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King,  (lo)  Make  thy  demand. 

Hel.  But  will  you  make  it  even  ? 

King.  Ay,  by  my  fcepter,  and  my  hopes  cf  heaven. 

Hel.  Then  (hale  thou  give  me,  with  thy  kingly  hand. 
What  Husband  in  thy  power  I  will  command. 
Exempted  be  from  me  the  arrogance 
To  chufe  from  forth  the  royal  blood  of  France  ; 
My  low  and  humble  name  to  propagate 
"With  any  branch  or  image  of  thy  Hate  : 
But  fuch  a  one  thy  vafial,  whom  I  know 
Is  free  for  me  to  ask,  thee  to  bellow. 

King.  Here  is  m.y  Hand,  the  premifes  obfcrv'd. 
Thy  will  by  my  performance  (hall  be  ferv'd  : 
So,  make  the  choice  of  thine  own  time  j  far  I, 
*Thy  refolv'd  Patient,  on  thee  ftill  rely. 
More  fhould  I  queftion  thee,  and  more  Imuft ; 
{ Tho'  more  to  know,  could  not  be  m.ore  to  truft:) 
From  whence  thou  cam'll,  how  tended  on,— but  reft 
Unq.ueftion*d  welcome,  and  undoubted  bleft. 
Give  me  fome  help  here,  hca  !  if  thou  proceed 
As  high  as  word,  my  deed  fhall  match  thy  deed. 

SCENE  changes  io  RoufiUon. 

Enter  Counfe/s  mid  Clo'wn^ 

Count,       O  M  E  on.  Sir ;  I  fhall  now  put  you  to  the 
height  of  your  breeding. 
eloign.  I  will  (hew  myfelf  highly  fed,  and  lowly 
taught;  I  know,  my  bufinefs  is  but  to  the  court. 

(lej  King.  Make  thy  Demand, 

flel.  But  will  you  make  it  even  ? 

King.  Ayy  by  my  Scepter y  and  my  hopes  of  help.]  The  King 
could  ha\te  but  a  very  flight  Hope  of  He/p  from  her,  fcarce 
enougli  to  fwear  by  :  and  therefore  He/en  might  fufped,  he 
meant  to  equivocate  with  her.  Befides,  obferve,  the  greateft 
Part  of  the  Scene  is  ftriftly  in  Rhyme  :  and  there  is  no  Sha- 
dow of  Reafon  why  it  fliould  be  interrupted  here,  I  rather 
imagine,  the  Poet  wrote  j 

/^y,  by  my  Scepter,  and  my  Hopes  of  Heaven.    Dr,  Thirlhy, 

Counts 
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Count,  But  to  the  court  ?  why,  what  place  make  you 
fpecial,  when  you  put  off  that  with  fuch  contempt;  but 
to  the  court  ! 

Clo,  Truly,  Madam,  if  God  have  lent  a  man  any 
manners,  he  may  eafily  put  it  off  at  court:  he  that  can- 
not make  a  leg,  put  off's  cap,  kifs  his  hand,  and  (ay 
nothing,  has  neither  leg,  hand,  lip,  nor  cap;  and,  in- 
deed, fuch  a  fel'ow,  to  fay  precifely,  ^ere  nc  t  for  the 
court :  but  for  me,  T  have  an  anfwer  will  ferve  all  men. 

Count.  Marry,  that's  a  bountiful  anfwer  that  iics  all 
queltions. 

do.  It  is  like  a  barber's  chair,  that  fits  all  buttocks  ; 
the  pin  buttock,  the  quatch  buttock,  the  brawn  buttock, 
or  any  buttock. 

Ccunt.  Will  your  anfwer  ferve  fit  to  all  quedions  ? 

do.  As  fit  as  ten  groats  is  for  the  hand  of  an  attor- 
ney, as  your  French  crown  for  your  taffaty  punk,  2isTib\ 
rufh  for  To?ns  fore-finger,  as  a  pancake  for  Shro^e-Tuef* 
day,  a  morris  for  May  day,  as  the  nail  to  his  hole,  the 
cuckold  to  his  horn,  as  a  fcoUing  quean  to  a  wrangling 
knave,  as  the  nun*s  lip  to  the  friar's  mouth  ;  nay,  as  the 
pudding  to  his  skin.  . 

Count.  Have  you,  I  fay,  an  anfwer  of  fuch  fitnefs  for 
all  que^l^pns  ? 

CIo.  From  below  your  duke,  to  beneath  your  conRa- 
b'e,  it  will  fitany  queftion. 

Count,  It  muft  be  an  anfwer  of  mod  monftrous  fize, 
that  muft  fit  all  demands. 

Clo.  But  a  trifle  neither,  in  good  faith,  if  the  learned 
fnouidfpeak  truth  of  it:  here  it  is,  and  all  that  belongs 

to't.    Ask  me,  if  I  am  a  courtier ;  it  fliall  do  you 

no  harm  to  learn. 

Count.  To  be  young  again,  if  we  could  :  I  will  be  a 
fool  in  a  quellion,  hoping  to  be  the  wiferby  your  anfwer. 
I  pray  you.  Sir,  are  you  a  courtier? 

Clo.  O  lord,  Sir— —there's  a  fimple  putting  off: 
more,  more,  a  hundred  of  them. 

Count,  Sir,  I  am  a  poor  friend  of  yours,  that  loves 
you. 

Clo.  O  lord,  Sir —  thick,  thick,  fparenotme. 

B  +  Count, 
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Count.  I  think,  Sir,  you  cati  eat  none  of  this  homely 
meat. 

CIo.  O  lord.  Sir  ■  nay,  put  me  to't,  I  warrant 

you. 

Count.  You  were  lately  whipped,  Sir,  as  I  think. 

Clo,  O  lord.  Sir —  fpare  not  me. 

Count,  Do  you  cry,  O  lord.  Sir,  at  your  whipping, 
and  fpare  not  me?  indeed,  your  O  lord,  Sir,  is  very 
fequent  to  your  whipping:  you  would  anfwer  very  well 
to  a  whipping,  if  you  were  but  bound  to't. 

Clo.  I  ne'er  had  worfe  luck  in  my  life,  in  my  O 

lord,  Sir  ;  I  fee,  things  may  ferve  long,  but  not  ferve 
ever. 

Count,  r  play  the  noble  hufwife  with  the  time,  to  en- 
tertain it  fo  merrily  with  a  fool. 

Clo.  C  lord,  Sir-^why,  there' t  far ves  well  again. 

Count.  An  end,  Sir ;  to  your  bufmefs  :  give  Helen  this. 
And  urge  her  to  a  prefent  anfwer  back. 
Commend  me  to  my  kinfmen,  and  my  fon : 
This  is  not  much. 

ClO'  Not  much  commendation  to  them  ? 

Count.  Not  much  imployment  for  you,  you  under- 
jfland  me. 

Clo.  Moil  fruitfully,  T  am  there  before  my  legs. 
Count,  Hafte  you  again.  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Court  of  France. 

Enter  Bertram,  Lafeu,  and  Parolles. 

Laf.  (M)nPHEY  fay,  miracles  are  paft  ;  and  we 
J.    have  onr  philofophical  perfons  to  make 
modern,  and  familiar,  things  fupernatural  and  caufelefs. 

(ll)  'Tbey  fay  Miracles  are  faft,  and  ive  have  our  Philofophical 
Perfons  to  make  modern  and  familiar  things  fupernatural  and  caufe- 
lefs.] This,  as  it  has  hitherto  been  pointed,  is  dire^ly  oppofite 
to  our  Poet's,  and  his  Speaker's  Meaning.  As  I  have  ftop'd 
it,  the  Senfe  quadrates  with  the  Context :  and,  furcly,  it  is 
one  unalterable  Property  of  Philofophy,  to  make  fceming 
]ftrange  and  preternatural  Phanmcna  familiar,  and  reduceable 
t»  Caufe  and  Reafon, 

Hence 
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Hence  is  it,  that  we  make  trifles  of  terrors  ;  enfconfing 
ourfelves  into  leeming  knowledge,  when  we  Ihould  fub- 
xnic  ourl'elves  to  an  unknown  fear. 

Par,  Why,  'tis  the  rareft  argument  of  wonder  that 
hath  (hot  ottt  in  our  later  times. 

Ber,  And  fo  'tis. 

Laf,  To  be  relinquifti'd  of  the  artifts— — 

Par,  So  I  fay,  both  of  Galen  and  Paracelfus* 

Laf,  Of  aU  the  learned  and  authentick  Fellows—* 

Par,  Right,  fo  I  fay. 

Laf,  That  gave  him  out  incurable,—— 

Par.  Why,,  there  'tis,  fo  fay  I  too. 

Laf.  Not  to  be  help'd,  

Par,  Right,  as  'twere  a  man  affur'd  of  an  — 

Laf.  Uncertain  life,  and  fure  death, 

Par,  Juft,  you  fay  well  :  fo  would  I  have  faid. 

Laf,  1  may  truly  fay,  it  is  a  novelty  to  the  world. 

Par,  It  is  indeed,  if  you  will  have  it  in  fliewing,  you 
lhall  read  it  in,  what  do  you  call  there  

Laf.  A-  fhev/ing  of  a  heav'niy  effed  in  an  earthly  adlor. 

Par,  That's  it,  J  would  have  faid  the  very  fame. 

Lc^,  Why,  your  dolphin  is  not  luftier  :  for  me, 
fpeak  in  refpedl  

Par.  Nay,  'tis  flrange,  'tis  very  ftrange,  that  is  the 
brief  and  the  tedious  of  it ;  and  he's  of  a  mod  facineri- 
©us  fpirit,  that  will  not  acknowledge  it  to  be  the — 

Laf,  Very  hand  of  heav'n* 

Pkr.  Ay,  fo  I  fay 

Laf  In  a  moft  weak  • 

Par.  And  debile  minifter,  great  power,  great  tran- 
fcendence ;  which  fhould,  indeed,  give  us  a  farther  ufe  to 
be  made  than  alone  the  recov'ry  of  the  King  ;  as  to  be— 

Laf  Generally  thankful. 

Enter  King^  Helena,  and  attendants. 

Par,  I  would  have  faid  it,  you  faid.  well :  here  comes 
the  King. 

Laf  Luftick,  as  the  Dutchman  (zy^ :  I'll  like  a  Maid . 
the  better,  while  I  have  a  tooth  in  my  head :  why,  he's 
able  to  lead  her  a  Corranto. 

B  5  P^r. 
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Par,  Mort  du  Vinaigre  !  is  not  this  Helen  P 

Laf,  'Fore  God,  I  think  fo. 

King.  Go,  call  before  me  all  the  Lords  in  court. 
Sir,  my  preferver,  by  thy  patient's  fide  ; 
And  with  this  healthful  hand,  whofe  banifli'd  fenfe 
Thou  haft  repealed,  a  fecond  time  receive 
The  confirmation  of  my  promised  gift ; 
Which  but  attends  thy  naming. 

Enter  three  or  four  Lords, 

Fair  maid,  fend  forth  thine  eye ;  this  youthful  parcel 
Of  noble  batchelors  ftand  at  my  beftowing, 
O'er  whom  both  fov' reign  power  and  father's  voice 
I  have  to  ufe  ;  thy  frank  election  make  ; 
'Thou  haft  power  to  chufe,  and  they  none  to  forfake* 

Heh  To  each  of  you  one  fair  and  virtuous  miftrefs 
Fall,  when  love  pleafe  I  marry,  to  each  but  one.- 

Laf,  I'd  give  bay  curtal  and  his  furniture. 
My  mouth  no  more  were  broken  than  thefe  boys, 
And  writ  as  little  beard. 

King.  Per  ufe  them  well : 
Kot  one  of  thofe,  but  had  a  noble  father. 

\She  addrejfes  herfelf  to  a  Lord, 

HeL  Gentlemen,  heaven  hath,  through  me,  reilor'd 
The  King  to  health. 

AIL  We  underftand  it,  and  thank  heaven  for  you. 

hel.  I  am  a  fimple  maid,  and  therein  wealthieft, 

1  hat,  I  proteft,  I  fimply  am  a  maid.  

Pleafe  it  your  Majefty,  1  have  done  already : 
The  blulhes  in  my  cheeks  thus  whifper  me. 

We  blufti  that  thou  ftiould'ft  chufe,  but  be  refused; 

Let  the  white  death  fit  on  thy  cheek  for  ever, 
"  We'll  ne'er  come  there  again. 

King,  Make  choice,  and  fee. 
Who  fliuns  thy  love,  fhuns  all  his  love  in  me. 

HeL  Now,  Dian^  from  thy  altar  do  I  fly. 
And  to  imperial  Lo've^  that  God  moft  high. 
Do  my  fighs  ftream  :  Sir,  will  you  hear  my  fuit? 

}  Lord.  And  grant  it. 

Mel  Thanks,  Sir  i  all  the  reft  is  mute. 

Laf. 
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La/,  I  had  rather  be  in  this  choice,  than  throw  ames- 
ace  for  my  life. 

He/.  The  honour,  Sir,  that  flames  in  your  fair  eyes. 
Before  I  fpeak,  too  threatningly  replies ; 
Love  make  your  fortunes  twenty  times  above 
Her  that  fo  wi{he?,  and  her  ♦humble  love"! 

2  ZW.  No  better,  if  you  pleafe. 

He/.  My  wifh  receive, 
Which  great  Love  grant !  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

La/.  Do  all  they  deny  her  ?  if  they  were  fons  of  mine, 
rd  have  them  whipt,  or  I  would  fend  them  to  the  Turk 
to  make  eunuchs  of. 

He/.  Be  not  afraid  that  I  your  hand  fhould  take, 
ril  never  do  you  wrong  for  your  own  fake : 
Blefiing  upon  your  vows,  and  in  your  bed 
Find  fairer  fortune,  if  you  ever  wed  ! 

Lqf.  Thelb  boys  are  boys  of  ice,  they'll  none  of  her  : 
fure,  they  are  bailards  to  the  Eng/ijf?y  the  Frencl?  ne'er 
got  'em. 

He/.  Vou  are  too  young,  too  happy,  and  too  good. 
To  make  yourfelf  a  fon  out  of  my  blood. 

j^  Lord.  (12)  Fair  one,  I  think  not  fo. 

I  a/  There's  one  grape  yet,  

Far,  I  am  fure,  thy  father  drunk  wine.  »  . 

ha/  But  if  thou  be'eft  not  an  afs,  I  am  a 
Youth  of  fourteen.    I  have  known  thee  already. 

He/.  \  dare  not  fay,  I  take  you  ;  but  I  give 
Me  and  my  fervice,  ever  whilit  I  live, 

(12)4  Lord.  Fair  Oncy  I  think  not  fo, 

Laf.  There  5  one  Grape  yety  1  am  fure  my  Father  drunk 
Wme:  hut  if  Thou  be'efi  not  an  Afs,  I  am  a  Youth  of  fourteen  : 
1  hanje  knoivn  thee  already.']  Surely,  this  is  moft  incongruent 
Stuff,  Lafeu  is  angry  with  the  other  Noblemen  for  giving  Helen 
the  Repulfe  :  and  is  he  angry  too,  and  thinks  the  fourth  No- 
bleman an  Afs,  becaufe  he's  for  embracing  the  Match  ?  The 
"Whole,  certainly,  can't  be  the  Speech  of  one  Mouth.  As  I  have 
divided  the  Speech,  I  think,  Clearncfs  and  Humour  are  reflor'd. 
And  if  Parolles  were  not  a  little  pert  and  impertinent  here  to 
Lsfeuy  why  (houid  he  fay,  he  had  found  him  out  already  ?  Or 
Why  Ihould  he  quarrel  with  bim  in  the  very  next  Scene  ? 
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In'o  your  guided  power:  this  is  the  man.   [To  Bertram. 
King,  Why  then,  young  Bertram^  take  her,  (he's  thy 


Bir,  My  wife,  my  Liege?  I  lhall  befeech  your  High- 


In  fuch  a  bufmefs  give  me  leave  to  ufe 
The  help  of  mine  own  eyes. 

King.  Know' ft  thou  not,  Bertram, 
What  ilie  hath  done  for  me  ? 

Ber.  Yes,  my  good  Lord, 
But  never  hope  to  know  why  I  fhould  marry  her. 
King,  Thou  know'ft,  ihe  has  rais'd  me  from  my 


Ber,  But  follows  it,  my  Lord,  to  bring  me  down 
Muft  anfwer  for  your  raifmg  ?  I  know  her  well : 
She  had  her  breeding  at  my  father's  charge : 
A  poor  phyfician's  daughter,  my  wife !— Difdain 
Kather  corrupt  me  ever  ! 

King,  '  I  is  only  title  thou  difdain'll  in  her,  the  which 
I  can  build  up :  llrange  is  it,  that  our  bloods. 
Of  colour,  weight,  and  heat,  pour'd  all  together. 
Would  quite  confound  diftindlion,  yet  Hand  ofF 
In  diiTerences,  fo  mighty.  Jf  Ihe  be 
All  that  is  virtuous,  (fave  what  thou  diflik'ft, 
A  poor  phyfician's  daughter)  thou  diflik'lt 
Of  virtue  for  the  name  :  but  do  not  fo. 
{13)  From  loweft  place  when  virtuous  things  proceed. 
The  place  is  dignify  d  by  th'  doer's  deed. 
Where  great  addition  fwells,  and  virtue  none. 
It  is  a  dropfied  honour ;  good  alone, 
Is  good  without  a  name.    Vilenefs  is  fo  : 
The  property  by  what  it  is  fhould  go, 
Kot  by  the  title.    She  is  young,  wife,  fair; 
In  thefe,  to  nature  (he's  immediate  heir ; 

(13)  "From  kwefi  Place f  whence  virtuous  Things  proceed, 

The  Place  is  dignifed  by  thi'  Doers  Deed.']  'Tis  flrangC, 
that  none  of  the  Editors  could  perceive,  that  both  the  Senti- 
ment and  Grannmar  are  defective  here.  The  eafy  Correction, 
which  I  have  given,  was  prefcribed  to  me  by  the  ingenious 
PX,  Ibirlby, 


wife. 


nefs. 


bed. 


And 
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And  thefe  breed  honour  :  That  is  honour's  fcorn^* 

Which  challenges  itfelf  as  honour's  born, 

And  is  not  like  the  fire.    Honours  beft  thrive. 

When  rather  from  our  a6ls  we  them  derive 

Than  our  fore  goers :  the  meer  word's  a  flave 

Debaucht  on  every  tomb,  on  every  grave ; 

A  lying  trophy;  (14)  and  as  oft  is  dumb. 

Where  duft  and  damn'd  oblivion  is  the  tomb 

Of  honoured  bones,  indeed.    What  fhould  be  faid  ? 

If  chou  can'ft  like  .this  creature  as  a  maid,. 

I  can  create  the  reft  :  virtue  and  fhe, 

Is  her  own  dow'r ;  honour  and  wealth  from  me; 

Ber,  I  cannot  love  her,  nor  will  ftrive  to  do't. 

Kwg.  Thou  wrong'ft  thyfelf,  if  thou  fhould'll  ftrive 
to  chufe. 

HeL  That  you  are  well  reft:or'd,.  my  lord,  I'm  glad  :. 
Let  the  reft  go. 

King.  (15)  My  honour's  at  the  ftake ;  which  to  defend^ . 
I  muft  produce  my  power.    Here,  take  her  hand. 
Proud  fcornful  boy,  unworthy  this  good  gift  I 
That  doft  in  vile  mifpriiion  ftiackle  up 
My  love,  and  her  delert ;  that  canft  not  dream j 
We,  poizing  us  in  her  deredive  fcale. 
Shall  weigh  thee  to  the  beam  ;  that  wilt  not  know^ 
It  is  in  us  to  plant  thine  honour^  where 

(14)  'and  as  oft  is  dumb^ 

Where  Duft  and  damn'd  Obli'uion  is  the  Tomb, 
Of  honour  d  Bones,  indeed,  what  Jhould  be  faid  This  is^ 
fuch  pretty  Stuff,  indeed,  as  is  only  worthy  of  its  accurate  Edi- 
tors !  The  Tranfpofition  of  an  innocent  Stop>  or  two,  is  a 
Task  above  their  Diligence  :  efpecially,  if  common  Senfe  is 
to  be  the  Refult  of  it.  The  Regulation,  I  have  given,  muft 
ftrike  every  Reader  fo  at  firft  Glance,  that  it  needs  not  a  Word 
in  Confirmation. 

(15)  My  Honour'' s  at  the  Stake ;  which  to  defeat 

/  muft  produce  my  PowV,]  The  poor  King  of  France  is 
again  made  a  Man  of  Gotham,  by  our  unmerciful  Editors : 
What  they  make  him  fay,  is  mere  mock-reafoning :  For  he  is 
not  to  mak€  ufe  gf  his  Authority  to  defeat,  but  to  deftnd,  his 
Honour, 

We 
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We  pleafe  to  have  it  grow.    Check  thy  contempt : 

Obey  our  will,  which  travels  in  thy  good ; 

Believe  not  thy  difdain,  but  prefentiy 

Do  thine  own  fortunes  that  obedient  right. 

Which  both  thy  duty  owes,  and  our  power  claims j  . 

Or  I  will  throw  thee  from  my  care  for  ever 

Into  the  daggers,  and  the  carelefs  lapfe 

Of  youth  and  ignorance  ;  my  revenge  and  hate 

Loofing  upon  thee  in  the  name  of  jalHce, 

Without  all  terms  of  pity.  Speak,  thine  anfwer. 

Bcr.  Pardon,  my  gracious  Lord  i  for  I  fubmis 
My  fancy  to  your  eyes.  When  \  confider, 
What  great  creation,  and  what  dole  of  honour 
Flies  where  you  bid ;  I  find,  that  fhe,  which  late- 
Was  in  my  noble  thoughts  moft  bafe,  is  now 
The  praifed  of  the  King  ;  who,  fo  enobled. 
Is,  as  'twere,  born  fo. 

King.  Take  her  by  the  hand. 
And  tell  her,  fhe  is  thine :  to  whom  I  promifc 
A  counterpoize  ;  if  not  in  thy  edate, 
A  balance  more  replcat, 

Ber.  I  take  her  hand. 

Kitig.  Good  fortune,  and  the  favour  of  the  Kin 
Smile  apon  this  contrad  ;  whofe  ceremony 
Shall  feem  expedient  on  the  new-born  brief. 
And  be  performed  to  night;  the  folemn  feaft 
Shall  more  attend  upon  the  coming  fpace, 
Expefling  abfent  friends.  As  thou  lov'ft  her. 
Thy  love's  to  me  religious ;  eife  does  err,  [E;<mit» 

Maiient  Parolles  and  Lafeu. 

laf.  Do  you  hear,  Monfieur  ?  a  word  with  you. 
tar.  Your  pleafure.  Sir  ? 

Laf.  Your  Lord  and  Mailer  did  well  to  make  his  re- 
cantation. 

Par.  Recantation  ? — my  Lord?  my  Mailer  ? 
Laf  Ay,  is  it  not  a  language  I  fpcak  ? 
Far,  A  moll  harfli  one,  and  not  to  be  underllood 
without  bloody  fucceeding.    My  mailer  ? 
Laf,  Are  you  companien  to  the  Count  Roujillon  ? 

Far, 
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Par.  To  any  Cojint ;  to  all  Counts to  >yhat  is 
man. 

Laf.  Tb  what  is  Count's  man  ;  Count's  mafler  is  of 
another  ftile. 

Par.  You  are  too  old.  Sir  y  let  it  fatisfie  you,  you  are 
too  old.  

Laf.  I  mud  tell  thee,  Sirrah,  I  write  man  ;  to  which^ 
title  age  cannot  bring  thee. 

Par.  What  1  dare  too  well  do,  I  dare  not  do. 

Laf,  I  did  think  thee,  for  two  ordinaries,  to  be  a 
pretty  wife  fellow ;  thou  didft  make  tolerable  vent  of 
thy  travel;  it  might  pafs ;  yet  the  fcarfs  and  the  ban- 
nerets about  thee  did  manifoldly  difTuade  me  from  be- 
lieving thee  a  veffel  of  too  great  a  burthen.  I  have  now 
found  thee  ;  when  I  lofe  thee  again,  1  care  not :  yet  art 
thou  good  for  nothing  but  taking  up,  and  that  thou  r£ 
fcarce  worth. 

Par.  Hadfl  thou  not  the  privilege  of  antiquity  upon 
thee  ' 

Laf.  Do  not  plunge  thyfelf  too  far  in  anger,  left  thou'^ 

haften  thy  tryal ;  which  if,-  Lord  have  mercy  on 

thee  for  a  hen !  fo,  my  good  window  of  lattice,  fare 
thee  well  ;  thy  cafement  I  need  not  open,  I  look  thro^ 
thee.   Give  me  thy  hand. 

Par.  My  Lord,  you  give  me  raoft  egregious  indig^.^ 
nity. 

Laf  Ay,  with  all  my  heart,  and  thou  art  worthy 
of  it. 

Par,  I  have  not,  my  Lord,  deferv'd  it. 
Laf  Yes,  good  faith,  ev'ry  dram  of  it  i  and  I  will 
not  'bate  thee  a  fcruple. 

Par.  Well,  I  (hall  be  wifer 

Laf.  Ev'n  as  foon  as  thou  can'ft,  for  thou  haft  to  pull 
at  a  fmack  o'th'  contrary.  If  ever  thou  beeft  bound  in  . 
thy  fcarf  and  beaten,  thou  (halt  find  what  it  is  to  be 
proud  of  thy  bondage.  I  have  a  defire  to  hold  my  ac- 
quaintance with  thee,  or  rather  my  knowledge,  that  I 
may  fay  in  the  default,  he  is  a  man  I  know. 

P4ir.  M-y  Lord,  you  do  me  jnoft  infuppor table  vexa- 
tion. 

Laf. 
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taf.  I  would,  k  were  hell-pains  for  thy  fake,  and  my 
poor  doing  eternal  :  for  doing,  I  am  paft ;  as  I  will  by 
thee,  in  what  motion  age  will  give  me  leave. 

{Exit. 

Par.  Well,  thou  haft  a  fon  fliall  take  this  difgrace  off 

me;  fcurvy,  old,  filthy,  fcurvyLord!^  ^well,  Imufl: 

be  patient,  there  is  no  fettering  oF authority.  I'll  beat 
him,  by  my  life,  if  I  can  meet  him  with  any  conveni^ 
ence,  an  he  were  double  and  double  a  Lord.    Til  have 

no  more  pity  of  his  age,  than  1  would  have  of  \W 

beat  him,  an  if  I  could  but  meet  him- again. 

Re-enter  Lafeu. 

Laf.  Sirrah >  your  Lord  and  Mafter's  married,  thereV 
news  for  you:  you  have  a  new  miftrefs. 

Par,  I  moft  unfeignedly  befeech  your  Lordfhip  to- 
make  fome  refervation  of  your  wrongs.  He,  my  good' 
Lord,  whom  I  ferve  above,,  is  my  mailer. 

Laf,  Who?  God? 

Par,  Ay,  Sir. 

Laf,  The  devil  it  is,  that's  thy  mafter.  Why  doft 
Aou  garter  up  thy  arms  o'  this  fafhion  ?  doft  make  hofe 
of  thy  fleeves  do  other  fervants  fo?  thou  vvert  beft  fet 
thy  lower  part  where  thy  nofe  Itands.  By  mine  honour, 
if  I  were  but  two  hours  younger,  I'd  beat  thee :  me- 
thinks,  thoa  art  a  general  offence,  and  every  man  fhould 
beat  thee.  I  thtnk,  thou  waft  created  for  men  to  breathe 
themfelves  upon  thee. 

Par,  This  is  hard  and  undeferved  meafure,  my  Lord. 

Laf  Go  to.  Sir  ;  you  were  beaten  in  Italy  {ox  picking 
a  kernel  out  of  a  pomegranate;  you  are  a  vagabond, 
and  no  true  traveller  ;  you  are  more  faucy  with  lords  and 
honourab  e  perfonages,  than  the  commiilion  of  your  birth 
and  virtue  gives  you  heraldry.  You  are  not  worth  ano- 
ther word,  elfe  Fd  call  you  knave.    1  leave  you. 

Enter  Bertram. 

Par,  Good,  very  good,  it  is  fo  then.— Good,  very 
good,  let  it  be  concealed  a  while*  -  -  i 
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Ber.  Undone,  and  forfeited  to  cares  for  ever  ! 

Far.  What  is  the  matter,  fweet  heart  ? 

Ber.  Although  before  the  folemn  Prieft  Fve  fworn, 
I  will  not  bed  her. 

Far,  What  ?  what,  fweet  heart  ? 

Ber.  O  my  Farolks^  they  have  married  me  : 
111  to  the  T^ufcan  wars,  and  never  bed  her. 

Far.  France  is  a  dog  hole,  and  it  no  more  merits  the 
tread  of  a  man's  foot :  to  th'  wars. 

Ber.  There's  letters  from  my  mother;  what  the  im- 
port is,  I  know  not  yet. 

Far,  Ay^  that  would  be  known  :  to  th'  wars,  my 
boy,  to  th'  wars. 

He  wears  his  honour  in  a  box,  unfeen. 
That  hugs  his  kickfy-wickfy  here  at  home  y 
Spending  his  manly  marrow  in  her  arms, 
Which  {hould  fuftain  the  bound  and  high  curvet 
Of  Man's  fiery  fleed :  to  other  regions 
France  is  a  ftable,  we  that  dwell  in't  jade?. 
Therefore  to  th'  war. 

Ber.  It  fliall  be  fo,  IMl  fend  her  to  my  houfe. 
Acquaint  my  mother  with  my  hate  to  her. 
And  wherefore  I  am  fled ;  write  to  the  King 
That  which  I  durft  not  fpeak.    His  prefent  gift 
Shall  furnilh  me  to  thofe  Italian  fields, 
Where  noble  fellows  ftrike.    War  is  no  flrife. 
To  the  dark  houfe,  and  the  detefled  wife. 

Far.  Will  this  capricio  hold  in  thee,  art  fure? 

Ber.  Go  with  me  to  my  chamber,  and  advife  me, 
I'll  fend  her  llraight  away  :  to-morrow 
rU  to  the  wars,  fhe  to  her  fingle  forrow. 

Far.  Why,  thefe  balls  bound,  there's  noife  in  it,— ^ 
'Tis  hard  ; 

A  young  man,  married,  is  a  man  that's  marr'd  : 
Therefore  away,  and  leave  her  bravely  ;  go. 
The  King  has  done  you  wrong  :  but,,  hufb !  'tis  fo. 


EtUer 


42 


All-  s  well^  that  Ends  well. 


Enter  Helena  and  Clown. 

HeL  My  mother  greets  me  kindly,  is  fhe  well  I 

Clo.  She  is  not  well,  but  yet  fhe  has  her  health  IheV 
very  merry,  but  yet  fhe  is  not  well :  but,  thanks  be 
given,  (lie's  very  well,  and  wants  nothing  i'th'  world  i 
but  yet  fhe  is  not  well. 

HeL  If  fl»e  be  very  well,  what  does  Ihe  ail,  that  Ihe's 
not  very  well  I 

Clo,  Truly,  (he's  very  well,  indeed,  but  for  tvva^ 
things. 

HeL  What  two  things  ? 

Cio,  One,  that  (he's  not  in  heav'n,  whither  God  fend 
her  quickly  ;  the  other,  that  (he's  in  earth,  from  whence' 
God  fend  her  quickly  ! 

Enter  Parolles. 

Par,  Blefs  you,  my  fortunate  lady  ! 

HeL  1  hope,  Sir,  I  have  your  good  will  to  have- 
mine  own  good  fortune. 

Par»  You  had  my  prayers  to  lead  them  on  ;  and  to 
keep  them  on,  have  them  ftilL  O,  my  knave,  how 
does  my  old  lady  ?^ 

Clo.  So  that  you  had  her  wrinkles  and  I  her  mony, 
I  would,  (he  did,  as  you  fay. 

Par,  Why,  I  fay  nothing, 

Clo.  Marry,  you  are  the  wifer  man  ;  for  many  a  man's 
tongue  (hakes  out  his  mailer's  undoing  :  to  fay  nothing, 
to  do  nothing,  to  know  nothing,  and  to  have  nothing, 
is  to  be  a  great  part  of  your  title ;  which  is  within  a 
very  little  of  nothing. 

Par.  Away,  thou'rt  a  knave. 

Clo.  You  (hould  have  faid.  Sir,  before  a  knave,  th'art 
a  knave ;  that's,  before  me  th'art  a  knave  :  this  had 
been  truth,  Sir. 

Par.  Go  to,, thou  art  a  witty  fool,  I  have  found  thee.. 

Clo.  Did  you  find  me  in  yourfelf.  Sir?  or  were  you 
taught  to  find  me  ?  the  fearch.  Sir,  was  profitable,  and 
much  fool  may  you  find  in  you,  even  to  the  world's 
gleafure>  and  the.  eacreafe  of  laughter. . 

Pari 
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Par.  A  good  knave,  i'faith,  and  well  fed. 
Madam,  my  Lord  will  go  away  to  night, 
A  very  ferious  bufinefs  calls  on  him. 
The  great  prerogative  and  rite  of  love. 
Which,  as  your  due,  time  claims,  he  does  acknowledge  ; 
But  puts  it  off  by  a  compelled  reilraint : 
Whofe  want,  and  whofe  delay,  is  ftrew'd  with  fweets 
Which  they  diftil  now  in  the  curbed  time, 
To  make  the  coming  hour  overflow  with  joy. 
And  pleafure  drown  the  brim. 

HeL  What's  his  will  elfe  ? 

Par,  That  you  will  take  your  inftant  leave  o'th'  King^. 
And  make  this  hafte  as  your  own  good  proceeding; 
Strengthened  with  what  apology,  you  thinks 
May  make  it  probable  need. 

HeL  What  more  commands  he  ? 

Par.  That  having  this  obtained,  you  prefently 
Attend  his  further  pleafure. 

He/.  (16)  In  every  thing  I  wait  upon  his  will. 

Par.  I  fhall  report  it  fo.  [JExtt  ParollesJ 

He/,  I  pray  you.  —  Come,  Sirrah.        iTo  Clown, 

[  Exeunt  c» 

Enter  Lafeu  and  Bertram. 

Laf.  But,  I  hope,  your  Lordlhip  thinks  not  him  a 
foldier. 

Ber.  Yes,  my  Lord,  and  of  very  valiant  approof. 
Laf  You  have  it  from  his  own  deliverance. 
Ber.  And  by  other  warranted  teftimony. 
Laf.  Then  my  dial  goes  not  true;  I  took  this  lark  for 
a  bunting, 

(i6)  Hel.  In  every  Thing  1  wait  upon  hii  WiU. 
Per.  /  fiall  report  it  fo. 

Hel.  I  pray  you  come.  Sirrah.]  The  Pointing  of  ff^- 
Jen^  laft  fhort  Speech  ftands  thus  abfurdly,  tliro*  all  the  Edi- 
tions. My  Regulation  reftores  the  true  Meaning.  Upon  Pa* 
ro//^  faying,  He  (hall  report  it  foj  Helena  is  intended  to  reply, 
1  pray  youy .  do  fo  \  and  then,  turning  to  the  Cloivn,  She  more 
familiarly  addrelTes  bim^  and  bids  him  come  along  with  her. 


44      .  ^11' s  well,  that  Ends  well. 

Ber.  I  do  affure  you,  my  Lord,  he  is  very  great  m 
knowledge,  and  accordingly  valiant. 

La/.  I  have  then  finned  againft  his  experience,  and 
tranfgrefs'd  againft  his  valour;  and  my  flate  that  way  is 
dangerous,  fmce  I  cannot  yet  find  in  my  heart  to  repent : 
here  he  comes;  I  pray  you,  make  us  friends,  I  will 
purfue  the  amity. 

£^fer  ParoHes. 

Par.  Thefe  things  fhall  be  done,  Sir, 
La/.  I  pray  you.  Sir,  who's  his  taylor  ? 
Far.  Sir? 

La/  O,  I  know  him  well  j  I,  Sir,  he,  Sir's,  a  good 
workman,  a  very  good  taylor. 
Ber.  Is  (he  gone  to  the  King  ^       [J/Je  m  Parolles. 
Par.  She  is. 

Ber.  Will  (he  aw^y  to  night  ? 
Par.  As  you'll  have  her. 

Bar.  I  have  writ  my  letters,  caskcted  my  treafure^ 
given  order  for  our  horfes;  and  to  night,  when  I 
ihould  take  pofTeiEon  of  the  bride  — and  ere  I  do 
Jbegin  

La/.  A  good  traveller  is  fomething  at  the  latter  end 
of  a  dinner ;  but  one  that  lyes  three  thirds,  and  ufes  a 
known  truth  to  pafs  a  thoufand  nothings  with,  (hould 
be  once  heard,  and  thrice  beaten  ^  God  fave  you:, 

captain. 

Ber.  Is  there  any  unkindnefs  between  my  Lord  and 
you,  Monfieur  B 

Par.  I  know  not,  how  I  have  deferved  to  run  into 
my  Lord's  difpleafure. 

La/  (ly)  You  have  made  (hift  to  run  into't,  boots 
and  fpurs  and  alJ,  like  him  that  leapt  into  the  cullard ; 

(17)  Tou  have  made  Jhift  to  run  ifito*t,  Boots  end  Spurs  and 
0U,  like  him  that  leapt  into  the  Cuftard.]  This  odd  Allufion  is 
not  introduced  without  a  View  to  Satire,  It  was  a  Foolery 
pradtis'd  at  City-Entertainments,  whilft  the  JeJ^er  or  Zany  was 
tn  Vogue,  for  him  to  jump  into  a  large  deep  Cuftard  :  fct  for 
the  Purpofe,  to  Jet  on  a  ^antity  of  barren  S^eSfators  to  laugh  5 
^  pur  Poet  fays  in  his  Hamlets 
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5ind  Out  of  it  youUl  run  again,  rather  than  fuffer  queftion 
for  your  refidenee. 

Ber.  It  may  be,  you  have  millaken  him,  my  Lord. 

Laf.  And  (hall  do  fo  ever,  tho'  I  took  him  at's  prayers. 
Fare  you  well,  my  Lord,  and  believe  this  of  me,  there 
can  be  no  kernel  in  this  light  nut :  the  foul  of  this  man 
is  his  clothes.  Truft  him  not  in  matter  of  heavy  con- 
fequence  ;  I  have  kept  of  them  tame,  and  know  their 
•natures.  Farewel,  Monfieur,  I  have  fpoken  better  of 
you,  than  you  have  or  will  defer ve  at  my  hand,  but  we 
jnuft  do  good  againft  evil.  [i?Ar/V^ 

Par.  An  idle  lord,  I  fwear.— — 

Ber.  I  think  fo. 

Par,  Why,  do  you  not  know  him  ? 
Ber,  Yes,  I  know  him  well,  and  common  fpeech 
Gives  him  a  worthy  pafs.    Here  comes  my  clog. 

Enter  Helena. 

Hel.  I  have,  Sir,  as  I  was  commanded  from  you,' 
Spoke  with  the  King,  and  have  procur'd  his  leave 
For  prefent  parting ;  only,  he  defines 
Some  private  fpeech  with  you. 

Ber,  I  fhall  obey  his  will. 
You  muft  not  marvel,  Helena  at  my  courfe,  1 
Which  holds  not  colour  with  the  time ;  nor  does 
The  miniftration  and  required  office 
On  my  particular.  Prepared  I  was  not 
For  fuch  a  bufmcfs  ;  therefore  am  I  found 
So  much  unfettled  :  this  drives  me  to  intreat  you. 
That  prefently  you  take  your  way  for  home. 
And  rather  mufe,  than  ask,  why  I  intreat  you; 
For  jny  refpedls  are  better  than  they  feem. 
And  my  appointments  have  in  them  a  need 
Greater  than  (hews  itfelf  at  the  firft  view. 
To  you  that  know  them  not.  This  to  my  mother. 

[Giving  a  Utterl 
.  'Twill  be  two  days  ere  I  fhall  fee  you,  fo 
I  leave  you  to  your  wifdom. 

Hel,  Sir,  I  can  nothing  fay. 
But  chat  I  am  your  moft  obedient  fervant. 


Alt*s  welly  that  Ends  well. 

Ber,  Come,  come,  no  more  of  that. 

Eel.  And  ever  fhall 
With  true  obfervance  feek  to  eke  out  That, 
Wherein  tow'rd  me  my  homely  ftars  have  fail'd 
^  To  equal  my  great  fortune. 

Ber.  Let  That  go  : 
My  hade  is  very  great.    Farewel ;  hie  home. 

HeL  Pray,  Sir,  your  pardon. 

-5^r.  Well,  what  would  you  fay  ? 

H^L  I  am  not  worthy  of  the  wealth  I  owe  ^ 
Nor  dai*e  1  fay,  'tis  mine,  and  yet  it  is ; 
But,  like  a  tim'rous  thief,  moft  fain  would  ftcal 
What  law  does  vouch  mine  own, 

Ber,  What  would  you  have  ? 

Jiel.  Something,  and  fcarce  fo  much       ■  ■  nothing, 
indeed 

I  would  not  tell  you  what  I  would,  my  Lord  Taitb, 

yes ; 

Strangers  and  foes  do  funder,  and  not  kifs. 

Ber,  I  pray  you,  ftay  not :  but  in  hade  to  horfe. 

HeL  (i8)  I  fhall  not  break  your  bidding,  good  my 
Lord.  {Exit  Helena. 

Ber.  Where  are  my  other  men,  Monfieur  ?— farewel. 
Kjo  thou  towVd  home,  where  I  will  never  come, 
Whilft  I  can  fhake  my  fword,  or  hear  the  drum  : 
Away,  and  for  our  flight. 

Par,  Bravely,  Couragio!  [Exeunt* 

(i8)  Hd.  IJhall  not  break  your  Bidding,  good  my  Lord : 

Where  arc  my  other  Men  ?  Monjieur,  faretvtl, 
Ber.  thou  toward  homey  where  I  will  never  come,'\ 
What  other  Men  is  Helen  here  enquiring  after  ?  Or.*who  is  She 
fuppos'd  to  ask  for  them  ?  The  old  Countefs,  'tis  certain,  did 
not  fend  her  to  the  Court  without  feme  Attendants  :  but  nei- 
ther the  Clown,  nor  any  of  her  Retinue,  are  now  upon  the 
Stage  :  Bertram,  obferving  Helen  to  linger  fondly,  and  wanting 
to  fhift  her  off,  puts  on  a  Shew  of  Hafte,  asks  Parolles  for  hi* 
Servants,  and  then  gives  his  Wife  an  abrupt  DifmifTion. 


ACT 


AlPs  welly  that  Ends  well. 


ACT  III. 

SCE^     the  Duke^s  Court  in  Florence. 


JFlouriJh.  Enter  the  Duke  of  FlorencCy  tzva  French 
Lordsy  with  Soldiers. 


SO  that,  from  point  to  point,  now  have  you  heard 
The  fundamental  reafons  of  this  war, 
Whofe  great  decifion  hath  much  blood  let  forth. 
And  more  thirlls  aftel-. 

1  Lord.  Holy  feems  the  quarrel  • 

Upon  your  Grace's  part ;  but  black  and  fearful 
On  the  oppofer. 

Duke,  'therefore  we  marvel  much,  our  coufin  France 
Would,  in  fo  juft  a  bulinefs,  fhut  hisbofom 
Againft  our  borrowing  prayers. 

2  Lord>  Good  my  Lord, 

The  reafons  of  our  ftate  I  cannot  yield. 
But  like  a  common  and  an  outward  man. 
That  the  great  figure  of  a  council  frames 
By  felf  unable  motion  ;  therefore  dare  not 
Say  what  I  think  of  it,  fince  I  have  found 
Myfelf  in  my  incertain  grounds  to  fail 
As  often  as  I  guell. 

Duke.  Be  it  his  pleafure. 

2  Lord,  But  I  am  fure,  the  younger  of  our  nation, 
That  furfeit  on  their  eafe,  will  day  by  day 
Come  here  for  phyfick. 

Duke,  Welcome  fhall  they  be : 
And  all  the  honours,  that  can  fly  from  us. 
Shall  on  them  fettle.  You  know  your  places  well.. 
When  better  fall,  for  your  avails  they  felJ ; 


Duke, 


.To-morrow,  to  the  field. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  changes  to  Roufillon,  in  France* 

Enter  Countefs,  and  Clown. 

Gd7««/.  TT  hath  happen'd,  all  as  I  would  have  had  It; 
A  fave,  that  he  comes  not  along  with  her. 

Cio,  By  my  troth,  I  take  my  young  Lord  to  be  a  very 
melancholy  man. 

Count.  By  what  obfervance,  I  pray  you  ? 

Clo,  Why,  he  will  look  upon  his  boot,  and  fing; 
mend  his  ruff,  and  fing ;  ask  queflions,  and  fing ;  pick 
his  teeth,  and  fing.  1  knew  a  man  that  had  this  trick 
of  melancholy,  fold  a  goodly  manor  for  a  fong. 

Count,  Let  me  fee  what  he  writes,  and  when  he  means 
to  come.  [Readj  the  letter, 

Clo.  I  have  no  mind  to  Lbety  fince  I  was  at  court. 
Our  old  ling,  and  our  Lbels  o'th'  country,  are  nothing 
like  your  old  ling,  and  your  Lbels  o'th'  court :  the  brain 
of  my  CupWs  knock'd  out ;  and  I  begin  to  love,  as  m 
old  man  loves  mony,  with  no  flomach. 

Count.  What  have  we  here  ? 

Clo.  E'en  That  you  have  there.  lExi^t, 

Countefs  reads  a  letter. 

1  hanje/entyou  a  daughter- in- la^  :  Jhe  hath  recovered 
4he  King,  and  undone  me.  I  have  vjedded  her^  not  bedded 
her  ;  andfwcrn  to  make  the  not  eternal.  Tou  Jhallhear^ 
I  am  run  aixiay ;  knov)  it^  before  the  report  come.  If  there 
he  breadth  enough  in  the  VJorldy  I  vjill  hold  a  long  difance. 
My  duty  to  you. 

Tour  unfortunate  Son 9 

Bertram. 

This  is  not  well,  rafh  and  unbridled  boy. 
To  fly  the  favours  of  fo  good  a  King, 
1  o  pluck  his  mdignation  on  thy  head; 
%  the  tnifprizing  of  a  maid,  too  virtuous 
t  or  the  contempt  of  empire. 

Re-enter 


M's  wdl,  that  Ends  well. 

^e- enter  CloTU(^fi 
C.««/  What  is  the  matter?  ' 


Count  Why  ftould  he  be  kill'd  ? 
hedoes    the^/'  ^•'''""k  if  he  run  away,  as  I  hear 

your  fon  was  rnlZTy  P'"'  ^  ^^'^  hear, 

Helena,  Wm;.  G.«/W- 
w  /  1/^^        Sood  Madam. 

Thatthefirft  face  of  neither,  on  theS 

porf ^"^'^  °"  '^'^  l^"^'-'  A^-dam,  here's  my  pafi- 

Tills  IS  a  dreadful  fentence 

Count.  Brought  you  this'  letter,  gentlemen  > 

^or'thf  con^^^Vake,  are 
I  pr'ythee.  lady,  have  a  better  cheer 

"  Thou 


go        AWs  well^  that  Ends  welL 

Thou  robb'fl  me  of  a  moiety  :  he  was  my  fon, 

But  I  do  wafh  his  name  out  of  my  blood. 

And  thou  art  all  my  child.    Towards  Florence  is  he? 

2  Gen.  Ay,  Madam. 

Count.  And  to  be  a  foldier  ? 

2  Gen.  Such  is  his  noble  purpofe  ;  and,  believe' t, 
Th€  Duke  will  lay  upon  him  all  the  honour 
That  good  convenience  claims. 

Count.  Return  you  thither  ? 

J  Gen.  Ay,  Madam,  with  the  fwifteft  wing  of  fpeed. 
Hel.  '7/7/  Iha<ve  no  nvife,  I  haqje  nothing  in  France. 
'Tis  bitter.  {^Reading. 
Count.  Find  you  that  there  ? 
MeL  Yes,  Madam. 

I  Gen,  'Tis  but  the  boldnefs  of  his  hand,  happ'Iy, 
which  his  heart  was  not  confenting  to. 

Count.  Nothing  in  France^  until  he  have  no  wife  ? 
There's  nothing  here,  that  is  too  good  for  him. 
But  only  (he  ;  and  fhe  deferves  a  lord,. 
That  twenty  fuch  rude  boys  might  tend  upon. 
And  call  her  hourly  miftrefs.    Who  was  with  him  ? 

1  Gen.  A  fervant  only,  and  a  gentleman 
Which  I  have  fome  time  known. 

Count.  ParolleSi  was't  not  ? 

I  Gen.  Ay,  my  good  lady,  he. 

Count.  A  very  tainted  fellow,  and  full  of  wickednefs : 
JMy  fon  corrupts  a  well- derived  nature 
With  his  inducement. 

1  Gen,  Indeed,  good  lady,  the  fellow  has  a  deal  of 
that  too  much,  which  holds  him  much  to  have. 

Count.  Y'are  welcome,  gentlemen  ;  I  will  intreatyou, 
when  you  fee  my  fon,  to  tell  him,  that  his  fword  can 
never  win  the  honour  that  he  lofes  :  more  I'll  intreat  yoa 
written  to  bear  along. 

2  Gen.  We  ferve  you.  Madam,  in  that  and  all  your 
worthieft  affairs. 

Count.  Not  fo,  but  as  we  change  our  courtefies. 
Will  you  draw  near  ?     [^Exeunt  Countefs  and  Gentlemen, 

Hel.  ''TiU  I  ha've  no  ^ife^  I  hawe  nothing  in  Fi'dLncQ. 
Nothing  in  Francey  until  he  has  no  wife ! 

Thow 
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Thou  fhalt  have  none,  Roujtllon,  none  in  France ; 

Then  haft  thou  all  again.    Poor  lord  !  is't  \ 

That  chafe  thee  from,  thy  country,  and  expofe 

Thofe  tender  limbs  of  thine  to  the  event 

Of  the  none-fparing  war  ?  and  is  it  I. 

That  drive  thee  from  the  fportive  court,  where  thou 

Waft  fliot  at  with  fair  eyes,  to  be  the  mark 

Of  fmoaky  muskets  ?  O  you  leaden  mefTengers, 

That  ride  upon  the  violent  fpeed  of  fire, 

Fly  with  falfe  aim  ;  move  the  ftill -piercing  air. 

That  fings  with  piercing,  do  not  touch  my  lord  : 

Whoever  ftioots  at  him,  I  fet  him  there. 

Whoever  charges  on  his  forward  breaft, 

1  am  the  caitiff,  that  do  hold  him  to  it  ; 

And  tho'  1  kill  him  not,  I  am  the  caufe 

His  death  was  fo  effected.    Better  'twere, 

I  met  the  rav'ning  lion  when  he  roar'd 

With  ftiarp  conftraint  of  hunger  :  better  'twere. 

That  all  the  miferics,  which  nature  owes. 

Were  mine  at  once.    No,  come  thou  home,  Roufdlon  % 

Whence  honour  but  of  danger  wins  a  fcar ; 

As  oft  it  lofes  all.    I  will  be  gone : 

My  being  here  it  is,  that  holds  thee  hence. 

Shall  I  ftay  here  to  do't  ?  no,  no,  although 

The  air  of  paradife  did  fan  the  houfe, 

And  angels  offic'd  all ;  I  will  be  gone  ; 

That  pitiful  rumour  may  report  my  flight. 

To  confolate  thine  ear.    Come,  night    end,  day  ! 

For  with  the  dark,  poor  thief.  Til  fteal  away.  yExit, 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Duke's  Court  in  Florence. 

Flourijk,    Enter  the  Duke  of  Florence,  Bertram,  Drum 
and  Trumpets^  Soldiers,  Parolles. 

Duke,  TP  HE  General  of  our  Horfe  thou  art,  and 

^  we. 
Great  in  our  hope,  lay  our  beft  love  and  credence 
Upon  thy  promifing  fortune. 

C  z  Ber. 
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Ber.  Sir,  it  is 
A  charge  too  heavy  for  my  ftrength  ;  but  yet 
We'll  ftrive  to  bear  it  for  your  worthy  fake. 
To  th'  extream  edge  of  hazard. 

Duke.  Then  go  forth, 
And  fortune  play  upon  thy  profp'rous  helm. 
As  thy  aufpicious  millrefs  ] 

Ber.  This  very  day. 
Great  Marsy  1  put  my  felf  into  thy  file ; 
Make  me  but  like  my  thoughts,  and  1  lhall  prove 
A  lover  of  thy  drum  ;  hater  of  love.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  RoufiUon,  in  France. 
Enier  Countefs  and  Steward. 

Count'  A  Las  !  and  would  you  take  the  letter  of  her  ? 
*^  Might  you  not  know,  fhe  would  do,  as  (he 
has  done. 

By  fending  me  a  letter  ?  Read  it  again. 

LETTER. 

lam  St.  Jaques'  pilgrim,  thither  gone ; 

Ambitious  lo*ve  hath  fo  in  me  offended, 
^hat  hare-foot  flod  I  the  cold  ground  upon. 

With  fainted  a}onv  my  faults  to  ha^ve  amended. 
Write.,  njurite^  that  from  the  bloody  courfe  of  ^ar 

My  dearefl  majier^  your  dear  fon,  may  hie  ; 
Biffs  him  at  home  in  peace,  wohilfi  I  from  far 

His  name  avith  zealous fer^vour  fan^ifie. 
His  taken  labours  bid  him  me  forgive  ; 

/,  his  dcfpightful  Juno,  fent  him  forth 
From  courtly  friends,  ivith  camping  foes  to  liii^e  ; 

Where  death  and  danger  dog  the  heels  of  ivorth. 
He  is  too  good  and  fair  for  death  and  me^ 
Whom  I  my  felf  embrace,  to  fet  him  free. 

Ah,  what  fliarp  fti-^gs  are  in  her  mildeft  words  ? 
Rynaldo,  you  did  never  lack  advice  fo  much, 
As  letting  her  pafs  fo ;  had  I  fpoke  with  her, 
I  could  have  well  diverted  her  intents, 
Which  thus  Ihe  hath  prevented. 

\  Stew, 
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Ste'VJ.  Pardon,  Madam, 
If  I  had  given  you  this  at  over  night 
She  might  have  been  o'er-ta'en  j  and  yet  (he  writes* 
Purfuit  would  be  but  vain.  • 

Count.  What  angel  (hail 
Blefs  this  unworthy  husband  ?  he  cannot  thrive, 
Unlefs  her  prayers,  whom  heaven  delights  to  hear^ 
And  loves  to  grant,  reprieve  him  from  the  wrath 
Of  greated  juilice.    Write,  write,  Rynaldo^ 
To  this  unworthy  husband  of  his  wife ; 
Let  every  word  weigh  heavy  of  her  worth. 
That  he  does  sveigh  too  light:  my  greateil  griei^. 
Tho'  little  he  do  feel  it,  fet  down  iharply. 
Difpatch  the  moft  convenient  mefienger; 
When,  haply,  he  tliall  hear  that  fhe  is  gone^ 
He  will  rciurn,  and  hope  I  niiy,  that  fhe. 
Hearing  fo  much,  wiil  fpeed  her  foot  again. 
Led  hither  by  pure  love.    Which  of  them  both 
Is  deareit  to  me,  I've  no  skill  in  fenfe 
To  malce  dillindlion  ;  provide  this  mefTenger;. 
My  heart  is  heavy,  and  mine  age  is  weak^ 
Grief  would  have  tears,,  and  forrow  bids  me  fpeak, 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Pullick  Plaa  in  Florence* 

A  Tucket  afar  off. 

Enter  an  old  Widon-v  of  Florence,  Diana,  Violenta,  and' 
Mariana,  <v:ith  other  Citizens, 

Wid-  ]^  A  Y,  comCo  For  if  they  do'  approach  the 
i-^  city,  we  (hall  lofe  all  the  fight, 

Dia.  They  fay,  the  French  Count  has  done  moil  ho- 
ne arable  fcrvice. 

Wid.  It  is  reported,  that  he  has  ta'en  their  greated 
commander  ;  and  that  with  hi?  own  hand  he  flew  the 
Duke's  brother.  We  have  loii  our  labour,  they  are 
gone  a  contrary  way  :  hark,  you  may  knov/  by  their 
trumpets, 

C  3  Mar. 
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Mdr,  Come,  let's  return  again,  and  fuffice  ourfe' ves 
with  the  report  of  it.  Well,  Diana,  take  heed  of  this 
French  Earl ;  the  honour  of  a  maid  is  her  name,  and  no 
legacy  is  fo  rich  as  honefty. 

Wid.  I  have  told  my  neighbour,  how  you  have  been 
follicited  by  a  gentleman  his  companion 

Mar,  I  know  that  knave,  (hang  him  !)  one  Parolles  ; 
2.  filthy  officer  he  is  in  thofe  fuggeftions  for  the  young 
Earl  ;  beware  of  them,  Diana ;  their  promifes,  entice- 
ments, oaths,  tokens,  and  all  thefe  engines  of  luft,  are 
not  the  things  they  go  under;  many  a  maid  hath  been 
feduced  by  them  i  and  the  mifery  is,  example,  that  fo  ter- 
rible fhews  in  the  wreck  of  maidenhood,  cannot  for  all 
that  dilTuade  fucceffion,  but  that  they  are  limed  with  the 
twigs  that  threaten  them.  I  hope,  I  need  not  to  advife 
you  further  ;  but,  I  hope,  your  own  grace  wi^l  keep 
you  where  you  are,  tho'  there  were  no  further  danger 
known,  but  the  modefty  which  is  fo  loft. 

Dia.  You  111  all  not  need  to  fear  me. 

Enter  Helena,  difguisd  like  a  Pilgrim, 

Wid.  I  hope  fo.  'Look,  here  comes  a  pilgrim  ;  I 
know,  (he  will  lye  at  my  houfe  ;  thither  they  fend  one 
another ;  I'll  queftion  her :  God  fave  you,  pilgrim ! 
whither  are  you  bound  ? 

Eel  To  St.  Jaques  le  Grand.  Where  do  the  palmers 
lod^e,  I  do  befeech  you  ? 

Wid.  At  the  St.  Francis,  befide  the  part. 

HeL  Is  this  the  way  ?  march  afar  off, 

Wid.  Ay,  marry,  i^'t.  Hark  you,  they  come  this  way. 
If  you  vv'ill  tarry,  holy  pilgrim,  but  'till  the  troops 
come  by, 

I  will  condu6l  you  where  you  fhall  be  lodgM  ; 
The  rather,  for,  I  think,  I  know  your  hoftefs 
As  ample  as  myfelf. 

HeL  Is  it  yourfelf  ? 

Wid.  If  you  fhall  pleafe  fo,  pilgrim. 

HeL  I  thank  you,  and  will  flay  upon  your  leifurc. 

Wid,  You  came,  I  think,  from  France, 

HeL  1  did  fo. 

Wid. 
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Wid.  Here  you  lhall  fee  a  countryman  of  yours, 
That  has  done  worthy  fervice. 

HeL  His  name,  I  pray  you  ? 

Dia.  The  Count  Roufillon :  know  you  fuch  a  one  ? 

HeL  But  by  the  ear,  that  hears  mod  nobly  of  him ; 
His  face  1  know  not. 

Dia.  Whatfo'er  he  is, 
He's  bravely  taken  here.    He  ftole  from  France, 
As  'tis  reported  ;  for  the  King  had  married  him 
Againft  his  liking.    Think  you,  it  is  fo? 

He/.  Ay,  furely,  mcer  the  truth ;  I  know  his  lady. 

Dia,  There  is  a  gentleman,  that  ferves  the  Count, 
Reports  but  courfely  of  her, 

Hel.  What's  his  name  ? 

Dia,  Monfieur  Parol/es, 

HeL  Oh,  I  believe  with  him. 
In  argument  of  praife,  or  to  the  worth 
Of  the  great  Count  himfelf,  fhe  is  too  mean 
To  have  her  name  repeated  ;  ail  her  defcrving 
Is  a  referved  honefty,  and  That 
I  have  not  heard  examin'd. 

Dia,  Alas,  poor  lady  ! 
'Tis  a  hard  bondage  to  become  the  wife 
Of  a  detailing  lord. 

Wid,  Ah  I  right ;  good  creature  !  vvherefoe'er  (he  is. 
Her  heart  weighs  fadly  ;  this  young  maid  might  do  her 
A  fhrewd  turn,  if  fhe  pleas'd. 

Hel,  How  do  you  mean  ? 
May  be,  the  am'rous  Count  follicits  her 
In  the  unlawful  purpofe. 

JVid,  He  does,  indeed  ; 
And  brokes  with  all,  that  can  in  fuch  a  fait 
Corrupt  the  tender  honour  of  a  maid : 
But  Ihe  is  arm'd  for  him,  and  keeps  her  guard 
In  honeflell  defence. 

Drum  and  Colours.    Enter  Bertram,  Parolles,  OJicers 
and  Soldiers  attending. 

l/lar.  The  Gods  forbid  elfe  ! 
Wid.  So,  now  they  come : 

C  4  That 
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That  is  Jntonio,  the  Duke's  eldeft  fon  ; 
That,  Efcalus,  ^ 

Hti.  Which  is  the  frenchman  ? 

Dia.  He; 

That  with  theplurae;  'tis  a  mofl  gallant  felk  w  ; 
I  uould,  helov'd  his  wife  !  if  he  were  honefier, 
i-Ie  were  much  goodlier.    Is't  not  a  handfome  gentle- 
man ? 
HeL  I  iike  him  well. 

Dia.  'Tjs  pity,  he  is  not  honed  ;  yond's  that  kn\Q 
knave,  (19) 

That  leads  h.m  to  thefe  paces  ;  v»'ere  1  his  lady, 
I'd  poifon  that  vile  rafcal. 
Hel.  Which  is  he? 

Dia.  Tnat  jack- an  apes  with  fcarfs.    Why  is  he  me- 
lancholy ? 

Hel.  Perchance,  he's  hurt  i'  th'  battel. 

Par,  Lofe  our  drum  !  well.  

Mar,  He's  Ihrewdly  ve.xt  at  fomething.    Look,  he 
ha^  fpied  us. 

fVid.  Marry,  hang  you ! 

[ExeuKt  Bertram,  Parolles,  (jfc, 
Mar^  And  your  courtefie,  for  a  ring  carrier  ! 
'  The  troop  is  paft  :  come,  pilgrim,  I  will  bring 

you, 

Where  you  (hail  hoft  ;  Of  injoyn'd  penitents 
There's  four  or  five,  to  great  St.  Jaqiui  bound, 
/already  at  my  houfe. 

Hel  1  humbly  thank  you  : 
pleafc  it  this  matron,  and  this  gentle  maid 
To  eat  with  us  to  night,  the  charge  and  thanking 

(19)  Tond'i  That  fame  Fellow, 

That  leads  him  to  thefe  Places.]  What  Places  f  He  did 
not  lead  him  to  be  General  of  Horfe  under  the  Duke  of  Flo- 
rence, fure.  Nor  have  they  been  talking  of  Brothels  ;  or,  in- 
deed, any  particular  Locality.  I  make  no  Quellion,  but  our 
Author  wrote  j 

l^hat  leads  him  to  thefe  Paces, 
i.  e.  to  fuch  irregukr  Steps,  to  Courfes  of  Debauchery,  to  not 
loving  his  Wife. 

Shall 
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Shall  be  for  me  :  and  to  requite  you  further, 
I  will  beftow  feme  precepts  on  this  virgin 
Worthy  the  note. 

Both.  We'll  take  your  offer  kindly.  [Exeunt:^- 

Enter  Bertram,  and  the  tnjoo  French  Lords, 

1  Lord.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  put  him  to'c :  let  hini< 
have  his  way. 

2  Lord,  If  youf  lorddiip  find  him  not  a  hilding,  hold' 
me  no  more  in  your  refped;. 

J  Lord.  On  my  life,  my  lord,  a  bubble. 

Ber.  Do  you  think,  I  am  fo  far  deceiv'd  in  him  ? 

1  Lord.  Believe  it,  my  lord,  in  mine  own  diredl 
knowledge,  without  any  malice,  but  to  fpeak  of  him- 
as  my  kinfman  ;  he's  a  mod  notable  coward,  an  infinite 
and  endlefs  liar,  an  hourly  promife  breaker,  the  owner 
of  no  one  good  quality  worthy  your  lordfhip's  entertain- 
ment. 

2  Lord.  It  were  fit  you  knew  him,  left,  repofing 
too  far  in  his  virtue,  which  he  hath  not,  he  might  at 
fome  great  and  trufty  bufmefs  in  a  main  danger  fail^ 
you. 

Ber.  I  would,  I  knew  in  what  particular  a£lion  to  try 
him. 

2  Lord.  None  better  than  to  let  him  fetch  off  his 
.  drum  J  which  you  hear  him  fo  confidently  undertake  to 
do. 

I  Lord.  I,  with  a  troop  of  Florentines,  will  fuddenly. 
furprize  him ;  fuch  I  will  have,  whom,  I  am  fure,  he 
knows  not  from  the  enemy  :  we  will  bind  and  hood  wink, 
him  fo,  that  he  fhall  fuppofe  no  other  but  that  he  is^ 
carried  into  the  leaguer  of  the  adverfaries,  when  we  ., 
bring  him  to  our  own  tents ;  be  but  your  lordfhip* 
prefent  at  his  examination,  if  he  do  not  for  the  promife- 
of  his  life,  and  in  the  higheft  compuHion  of  bafe  fear,, 
offer  to  betray  you,  and  deliver  all  the  intelligence  in: 
his  power  againft  you,  and  that  with  the  divine  forfeit* 
of  his  foul  upon  oath,  never  truft  my  judgment  in  any- 
thing. 


2  Lordf. 
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2  Lord.  O,  for  the  love  of  laughter,  let  him  fetch 
his  drum;  he  fays,  he  has  a  flratagem  for't  (20)  when 
your  lordlhip  fees  the  bottom  of  his  fuccefs  in't,  and 

(20)  When  your  lordjhip  fees  the  bottom  of  his  Succefs  in't,  and 
to  *what  Metal  this  Counterfeit  Lump  of  Ours  *will  be  melted,  if  you 
gi've  him  not  John  Drum'i  Entertainment,  your  Inclining  cannot  be 
j-emo'v^d,^  Lump  of  Ours  has  been  the  Reading  of  all  the  Edi- 
tions. Oare,  according  to  my  Emendation,  bears  a  Confo- 
nahcy  with  (he  other  Terms  accompanying,  (viz.  Metal,  Lump, 
and  melted)  and  helps  the  Propriety  of  the  Poet's  Thought  : 
For  fo  one  Metaphor  is  kept  up,  and  all  the  Words  are  proper 
and  fuitable  to  it.  But,  what  is  the  Meaning  of  John  Drum's 
Entertainment  ?  Lafeu  feveral  times  afterwards  calls  Parolks, 
Tom  Drum.  But  the  Difference  of  the  Chriftian  Name  will  make 
None  in  the  Explanation.  There  is  an  old  Motley  Interlude, 
(printed  in  1601)  call'd,  Jack  Drww's  Entertainment :  Or,  tlie 
'Vomedy  of  Pafquil  and  Katharine,  In  this,  Jack  Drum  is  a  Ser- 
vant of  Intrigue,  who  is  ever  aiming  at  Projedls,  and  always 
foil'd,  and  given  the  Drop,  And  there  is  another  old  piece 
(publifli'd  in  1627)  cali*d,  Apollo  Jhro'ving,  in  which  I  find 
thefe  ExprelTions. 

Thuriger.  Thou  Lcxel,  hath  Slug  infeBed  you  ? 

Why  do  you  ginje  Juch  kind  Entertainment  to  tbatCobiveb  ? 
Scopas.     It  pall  have  Tom  Drum'i  Entertainment  5  a  Flap 
*witb  a  Fox- tail. 

But  Both  theftp  Pieces,  are,  perhaps,  too  late  in  Time,  to  come 
to  the  AfTiftance  of  our  Author  :  fo  we  muft  look  a  little  higher. 
What  is  faid  here  to  Bertram  is  to  this  EfFe<f^.  My  Lord,  as 
**  you  have  taken  this  Fellow  [Parelles']  into  fo  near  a  Confi- 
*'  dence,  if,  upon  his  being  found  a  Counterfeit,  you  don*t 
"  C2fheer  him  from  your  Favour,  then  your  Attachment  is  not 

to  be   removed.*'  Til  now  fubjoin  a  Quotation  from 

JH'oliTigJhid,  (of  whofe  Books  Sbakefpeare  was  a  moft  diligent  Rea- 
der) which  will  pretty  well  afcertain  Drum\  Hiftory.  This  Clirc- 
nologe-,  in  his  Dtfcription  of  Ireland^  fpeaking  of  Patrick  Scar- 
fefeld,  (Mayor  of  Dub/in  in  the  Year  155 1,)  and  of  his  extra- 
vagant Hofpitalify,  fubj  jins,  that  no  Gueft  had  ever  a  cold  or 
forbidding  Look  from  any  Part  of  his  Family  :  fo  tliat  his 
f  otter ^  or  any  other  Officer,  durft  not,  for  both  his  Ears,  give  the 
fmpkf  Man,  that  reforted  to  his  Hcufe,  Tom  Drum*i  Entertain- 
irent,  Tvhirh  is,  to  hale  a  Man  in  by  the  H«4d,  and  tlnuft  him 
#fit  by  both  the  Shoulders. 
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to  what  metal  this  counterfeit  lump  of  Oar  will  be  melt- 
ed, if  you  give  him  not  John  Drums  entertainment, 
your  inclining  cannot  be  removed.    Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Parolles. 

1  Lord.  O,  for  the  love  of  laughter,  hinder  not  the 
humour  of  his  deiign,  let  him  fetch  off  his  drum  in  any 
hand. 

Ber,  How  now,  Monfieur  ?  this  drum  Hicks  forely  in 
your  difpolition. 

2  Lord.  A  pox  on't,  let  it  go,  'tis  but  a  drum. 

Par.  But  a  drum  !  is't  but  a  drum  ?  a  drum  fo  loftf 
there  was  an  excellent  command  !  to  charge  in  with  our 
horfe  upon  our  own  wings,  and  to  rend  our  own 
foldiers. 

2  Lord.  That  was  not  to  be  blamed  in  the  command 
of  the  fervice ;  it  was  a  difafter  of  war  that  Cafar  him- 
felf  could  not  have  prevented,  if  he  had  been  there  to 
command. 

Ber,  Well,  we  cannot  greatly  condemn  our  fuccefs  : 
fbme  difhonour  we  had  in  the  lofs  of  that  drum,  but  it 
is  not  to  be  recover'd. 

Par,  It  might  have  been  recover'd. 

Ber.  It  might,  but  it  is  not  now. 

Par.  It  is  to  be  recover'd ;  but  that  the  merit  of 
fervice  is  feldom  attributed  to  the  true  and  exad  per- 
former, I  would  have  that  drum  or  another,  or  hie 
jacet  

Ber.  Why,  if  you  have  a  flomach  to't,  Monfieur  ;  if 
you  think  your  myllery  in  ftratagem  can  bring  this  in- 
iirument  of  honour  again  into  his  native  quarter,  be 
magnanimous  in  the  enterprize  and  go  on  :  I  will  grace 
the  attempt  for  a  worthy  exploit  :  if  you  fpeed  well  in 
it,  the  Duke  fhall  both  fpeak  of  it,  and  extend  to  you 
what  further  becomes  his  greatnefs,  even  to  the  utmofl 
fy liable  of  your  worthinefs. 

Par.  By  the  hand  of  a  foldier,  I  will  undertake  it. 

Ber.  But  you  muft  not  now  flumber  in  it. 

Par.  I'll  about  it  this  evening ;  and  I  will  prefently 
pen  dowa  my  dilemma's,  encourage  myfclf  in  my  cer- 
tainty. 
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tainty,  put  myfelf  into  my  mortal  preparation  ;  and,  by 
midnight,  look  to  hear  further  from  me. 

Ber.  May  I  be  bold  to  acquaint  his  Grace,  you  are 
gone  about  it  ? 

Par.  I  know  not  what  the  fuccefs  will  be,  my  Lord  ; 
but  the  attennpt  I  vow. 

Ber.  I  know,  th'art  valiant  ;  and  to  the  pofliblity  of 
thy  foldierlhip,  will  fubfcribe  for  thee ;  farewel. 

Par,  I  love  not  many  words.  {^Exit, 

1  Lord  No  more  than  a  filli  loves  water  —  Is  not 

this  a  ftrange  fellow,  my  Lord,  that  fo  confidently  feems 
to  undertake  this  bufinefs,  which  he  knows  is  not  to  be 
done  ;  damns  himfelf  to  do  it,  and  dares  better  be  damn'd 
than  to  do't. 

2  Lord.  You  do  not  know  him,  my  lord,  as  we  do ; 
certain  it  is,  that  he  will  (leal  himfelf  into  a  man's 
favour,  and  for  a  week  efcape  a  great  deal  of  difcove- 
ries  ;  but  when  you  find  him  cut,  you  have  him  ever 
after. 

Ber.  Why,  do  you  think,  he  will  make  no  deed  at 
all  of  this,  that  fo  feriouily  he  does  addrefs  himfelf 
unto  ? 

2  Lord.  None  in  the  world,  but  return  with  an  in- 
vention, and  clap  upon  you  two  or  three  probable  lies ; 
but  we  have  almoiKimbofs'd  him,  you  fhall  fee  bis 
fail  to-night ;  for,  indeed,  he  is  not  for  your  lordlhip's 
refpeft. 

1  Lord,  We'll  make  you  fome  fport  with  the  fox,  ere 
we  cafe  him.  He  was  lirll  fmoak'd  by  the  old  lord 
Lafcu  ;  when  his  difguife  and  he  is  parted,  tell  me  what 
a  /prat  you  lhall  find  him  ;  which  you  fhall  fee,  this  very 
night. 

2  Lord,  I  muft  go  and  look  my  twigs ;  he  fnall  be 
caught. 

Ber,  Your  brother,  he  (hall  go  along  with  me. 
2  Lord,  As't  pleafe  your  lordDiip.    Til  leave  you. 

Ber,  Novv  will  I  lead  you  to  the  houfe,  and  (hew  you 
The  kfs  I  fpoke  of. 

I  Lard,  Bat  you  fay,  fce's  honert. 

Ber. 
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Bif.  That's  all  the  fault:  T  fpoke  with  her  but  once. 
And  found  her  wondrous  cold ;  but  I  fent  to  her, 
By  this  fame  coxcon[ib  that  we  have  i'th'  wind. 
Tokens  and  letters,  which  ihe  did  re- fend  ; 
And  this  is  all  IVe  done  :  Ihe's  a  fair  creature. 
Will  you  go  fee  her  ? 

I  Lord.  With  all  my  heart,  my  lord.  ^Exeunf^ 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Widow'' s  Houfe. 

Enter  Helena,  atrd  Wido^w, 

.  Hel,  T  F  you  mifdoubt  me  that  I  am  not  flie, 

^  I  know  not,  how  I  fhall  aiTure  you  further ; 
But  I  fhall  lofe  the  grounds  I  work  upon. 

Wid.  Tho'  my  eftate  be  fallen,  I  was  well  born. 
Nothing  acquainted  with  thefe  bufineffes ; 
And  would  not  put  my  reputation  now 
In  any  ftaining  ad:. 

Hel.  Nor  would  I  wifli  you. 
Firil  give  me  truft,  the  Count  he  is  my  husband ; 
And  what  to  your  fworn  counfel  I  have  fpoken. 
Is  fo,  flom  word  to  word  ;  and  then  you  cannot. 
By  the  good  aid  that  1  of  you  (hall  borrow. 
Err  in  bell,  wing  it. 

Wid,  1  (hould  believe  yott. 
For  you  have  ihew'd  me  that,  which  well  approves 
Y'are  great  in  fortune. 

HeL  Take  this  puffe  of  gold. 
And  let  me  buy  your  friendly  help  thus  far. 
Which  I  will  over  pay,  and  pay  again 
When  I  have  found  it.  The  Count  wooes  your  daughter,. 
Lays  down  his  wanton  fiege  before  her  beauty, 
Refolves  to  carry  her;  let  her  confent, 
As  we'll  dired  her  how,  'tis  beft  to  bear  it. 
Now  his  important  blood  will  nought  deny. 
That  fhe'll  demand  :  a  ring  the  Count  does  v/ear. 
That  downward  hath  fucceeded  in  his  houfe 
From  fon  to  fon,  fome  four  or  five  defcents, 
Since  the  firil  father  wore  it.    This  ring  he  holds 
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In  mofl:  rich  choice  ;  yet  in  his  idle  fire. 
To  buy  his  will,  it  would  not  feem  too  dear, 
Howe'er  repented  after. 

JVid,  Now  I  fee  the  bottom  of  your  purpofe. 

HeL  You  fee  it  lawful  then.    It  is  no  more, 
But  that  your  daughter,  ere  ftie  feems  as  won, 
Defires  this  ring ;  appoints  him  an  encounter  5 
In  fine,  delivers  me  to  fill  the  time, 
Herfelf  molt  chaftly  abient :  after  this. 
To  marry  her,  ril  add  three  thoufand  crowns 
To  what  is  paft  already. 

Wid.  I  have  yielded : 
Inftrudl  my  daughter  how  fhe  Ihall  perfevere. 
That  time  and  place,  with  this  deceit  fo  lawful. 
May  prove  coherent.    Every  night  he  comes 
With  mufick  of  all  forts,  and  fongs  compos'd 
To  her  unworthinefs :  it  nothing  fteads  us 
To  chide  him  from  our  eaves,  for  he  perfifts. 
As  if  his  life  lay  on't. 

HeL  Why  then,  to  night 
Let  us  alTay  our  plot ;  which  if  it  fpeed. 
Is  wicked  meaning  in  a  lawful  deed  ; 
And  lawful  meaning  in  a  lawful  a6l, 
Where  both  not  fin,  and  yet  a  finful  fail. 
But  let's  about  it   [Exeunt* 
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A    C    T  IV. 

SCENE,  Part  of  the  French  Camp  in 
Florence. 

Enter  one  of  the  French  Lords,    with  five  or  ftx 
Soldiers  in  ambujh. 

Lords. 

HE  can  come  no  other  way  but  by  this  hedge  cor- 
ner ;  when  you  falJy  upon  him,  fpeak  what  ter- 
rible language  you  will  ;  though  you  underftand 
it  not  your  felves,   no  matter ;    for  we  muft  not  feem  to 
underftand  him,  unlefs  Tome  one  amongft  us,  whom  we  " 
muft  produce  for  an  interpreter. 

tW.  Good  captain,  let  me  be  th'  interpreter. 
Lord.  Art  not  acquainted  with  him  ?  knows  he  not 
thy  voice  ? 

Sol,  No,  Sir,  I  warrant  you. 

Lord.  But  what  Hnfie  woolfie  haft  thou  to  fpeak  to  us 
again  ? 

Sol,  Ev'n  fuch  as  you  fpeak  to  me. 
'  Lord.  He  muft  think  us  fome  band  of  ftrangers  i*th* 
adverfaries'  entertainment.  Now  he  hath  a  fmack  of  all 
neighbouring  languages,  therefore  we  muft  everyone  be 
a  man  of  his  own  fancy  ;  not  to  know  what  we  fpeak 
one  to  another,  fo  we  Teem  to  know,  is  to  know  ftraight 
our  purpofe:  chough's  language,  gabble  enough,  and 
good  enough.  As  for  you,  interpreter,  you  muft  feem 
very  politick.  But  couch,  hoa  !  here  he  comes,  to  be- 
guile two  hours  in  a  fleep,  and  then  to  return  and  fwear 
the  lies  he  forges. 

Enter  Parolles. 

Par.  Ten  o'  clock ;  within  thefe  three  hours  'twill 
be  time  enough  to  go  home.    What  fhall  I  fay,  I  have 

done? 
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done?  it  mufl  be  a  very  plaufive  invention  that  carries 
it.  They  begin  to  fmoak  me,  and  difgraces  have  of 
late  knocked  too  often  at  my  door ;  I  find,  my  tongue  is 
too  fool-hardy ;  but  my  heart  hath  the  fear  of  Mars  be- 
fore it  and  of  his  creatures,  not  daring  the  reports  of  my 
tongue. 

Lord  '  This  is  the  firft  truth  that  e'er  thine  own  tongue 
was  guilty  of.  \^Afide, 

Par,  What  the  devil  Ihould  move  me  to  undertake 
the  recovery  of  this  drum,  being  not  ignorant  of  the 
impoflibiiity,  and  knowing  I  had  no  fuch  purpofe  ?  I 
mull  give  my  felf  fome  hurts,  and  fay,  I  got  them  in 
exploit;  yet  flight  ones  will  not  carry  it.  They  will 
fay,  came  you  off  with  fo  little  ?  and  great  ones  I  dare 
not  give ;  wherefore  what's  the  inftance  ?  Tongue,  I 
muft  put  you  into  a  butter-woman's  mouth,  and  buy  my 
felf  another  of  Baja^ef^  mule,  if  you  prattle  me  into 
thefe  perils 

Lord,  Is  it  poflible,  he  fhould  know  what  he  is,  and 
be  that  he  is  ?  {^Jfide. 

Par.  I  would,  the  cutting  of  my  garments  would  ferve 
the  turn,  or  the  breaking  of  mv  Spanip  iword. 

Lord.  We  cannot  afford  you  fo.  [Jjtde. 

Par.  Or  the  baring  of  my  beard,  and  to  fay,  it  waa- 
in  flratagem. 

Lord.  'T would  not  do.  {j^Jide, 
Par.  Or  to  drown  my  cloaths,  and  fay,  I  was  ftript. 
Lord.  Hardly  ferve.  [^JJide. 
Par.  Though  I  fwore,  I  leap'd  from  the  window  of 

the  citadel  

Lord.  How  deep?  l^^ytde. 
Par.  Thirty  fathom. 

Lord.  T  hree  great  oaths  would  fcarce  make  that  be 
believed.  [^AJtde. 

Par.  I  would,  I  had  any  drum  of  the  enemies ;  I 
would  fwear,  I  recovered  it. 

Lord.  You  fliall  hear  one  anon.  \^AJide. 

Par.  A  drum  no^v  of  the  enemies !   \ Alarum  within ^ 

Lord.  Throco  mo'voufus.  cargo,  cargo,  cargo. 

MIL  Cargo  y  cargo,  uilliando  par  cor  bo,  cargo. 

Far. 
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Far.  Oh  !  ranfom,  ranfom : — do.  not  hide  mine  eyes. 

[They  feixe  htm  ajid  blindfold  him. 

Inter.  Boskos  thromiddo  hmkos. 

Par.  \  know,  you  are  the  Muskos  regiment, 
And  I  ihall  lofe  my  life  for  want  of  language. 
If  there  be  here  Ger?na7t,  or  Dane,  low  Dutch, 
Italian,  or  French,  let  him  fpeak  to  me, 
ni  Jtfcover  That  which  (hall  undo  the  Florentine. 

Inter,  Boikos  <vaic<vado ;    I  underhand  thee,  and  caa 

fpeak  thy  tongue ;  Kereljho7iio,  Sir,  betake  thee  to 

thy  fiith,  or  feventeen  poniards  are  at  thy  bofom. 

Par.  Oh  ! 

Int.  Oh,  pray,  pray,  pray. 
Mancha  ra^ancha  dulche. 

Lord.  Ofceorihi  dulchos  njoU^vorco, 

ht.  The  General  is  content  to  fpare  thee  yet, 
And,  hood- wink t  as  thou  art,  will  lead  thee  on 
1  o  gather  from  thee.    Haply  thoa  may'll  inform 
Something  to  fave  thy  life. 

Far,  Oh  let  me  live, 
And  all  thefecrets  of  our  Camp  Pll  fhew ; 
Their  force,  their  purpofes  ;  nay,  I'll  fpeak  That 
Which  you  will  wonder  at. 

Int,  But  v/ilt  thou  faithfuiiy  ? 

Far.  if  I  do  not,  damn  me. 

Int.  Acordo  linta. 
Come  on,  thou  art  granted  fpace,  \^Exi{, 

[A Jhcrt  alarum  ivithin. 

Lord.  Go,  tell  the  Count  Rouffillon  and  my  brother, 
We've  caught  the  woodcock,  and  will  keep  him  muf- 
fled 

'Till  we  do  hear  from  them. 
Sol.  Captain,  I  will. 

Lord.  He  will  betray  us  all  unto  our  felves. 
Inform  'em  That. 
SoL  So  I  will,  Sir. 

Lord.  'Till  then  Til  keep  him  dark  and  fafely  lockt. 

[^Exeunt  ^ 


SCENE 
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SCENE  changes  to  the  Widow* s  Houfe. 

Enter  Bertram,  and  Diana. 

THEY  told  me,  that  your  name  was  FontibelL 
Dia,  No,  my  good  Lord,  Diana, 
Ber,  Titled  Goddefs, 
And  worth  it  wich  addition  !  but,  fair  foul,  # 
Jn  your  fine  frame  hath  love  no  quality  ? 
If  the  quick  fire  of  youth  light  not  your  mind. 
You  are  no  Maiden,  but  a  Monument  : 
When  you  are  dead,  you  (hould  be  fuch  a  one 
As  you  are  now,  for  you  are  cold  and  ftern  ; 
And  now  you  fhould  be  as  your  Mother  was. 
When  your  fweet  felf  was  got. 
Dia.  She  then  was  honefl. 
Ber,  So  fhould  you  be. 
Dia.  No. 

My  Mother  did  but  duty;  fuch,  my  Lord, 
As  you  owe  to  your  Wife. 

Ber,  No  more  o'  that  I 
I  pr'y  thee  do  not  ftrive  againft  my  vows : 
I  was  compeli'd  to  her,  but  I  love  thee^ 
By  love's  own  fweet  conflraint,  and  will  for  ever 
Do  thee  all  rights  of  fervice. 

Dia.  Ay,  fo  you  ferve  us, 
'Till  we  ferve  you ;  but  when  you  have  our  rofes. 
You  barely  leave  our  thorns  to  prick  our  felves. 
And  mock  us  with  our  barenefs. 

Ber,  How  have  I  fvvorn  ! 

Dia.  *Tis  not  the  many  oaths,  that  make  the  truth; 
But  the  plain  fingle  vow,  that  is  vow'd  true ; 
What  is  not  holy,  that  we  fwear  not  by. 
But  take  the  High'ft  to  witnefs :  then,  pray  tell  me. 
If  1  fhould  fwear  by  ^i?<r^/s  great  Attributes 
I  lovM  you  dearly,  would  you  beheve  my  oaths. 
When  I  did  love  you  ill?  this  has  no  holding. 
To  fwear  by  him  whom  I  proteft  to  love, 
That  I  will  work  againft  him.    Therefore  your  oaths 
Are  words,  and  poor  conditions  but  unfeal'd ; 

At 


AiPs  welU  that  Ends  well.  67 


Atleart,  in  my  opinion. 

Ber,  Change  it,  change  it : 
Be  not  fo  holy  cruel.   Love  is  holy, 
And  my  integrity  ne'er  knew  the  crafts. 
That  you  do  charge  men  with :  ftand  no  more  ofF, 
But  give  thy  felf  unto  my  fick  deiires, 
Which  then  recover.  Say,  thou  art  mine  ;  and  ever 
My  love,  as  it  begins,  (hall  fo  perfever. 
I     Dia.  I  fee,  that  men  make  hopes  in  fuch  affairs 
'  That  we'll  forfake  our  felves.    Give  me  that  ring. 

Ber.  ril  lend  it  thee,  my  Dear,  but  have  no  power 
To  give  it  from  me. 

Dia.  Will  you  not,  my  Lord  ? 
Ber.  It  is  an  Honour  'longing  to  our  Houfe, 
Bequeathed  down  from  many  Anceftors  ; 
Which  were  the  greateft  obloquy  i'th'  world 
i  In  me  to  lofe. 

Dia,  Mine  Honour's  fuch  a  ring ; 
My  chaflity's  the  jewel  of  our  Houfe, 
Bequeathed  down  from  tnany  Anceftors ; 
:  Which  were  the  greateft  obloquy  i'th'  world 
In  me  to  lofe.    Thus  your  own  proper  wifdom 
Brings  in  the  champion  Honour  on  my  part, 
,  Againft  your  vain  aifault. 
I     Ber.  Here,  take  my  ring. 
My  Houfe,  my  Honour,  yea,  my  life  be  thine. 
And  ril  be  bid  by  thee. 

Dia.  When  midnight  comes,  knock  at  my  chamber 
window ; 

I'll  order  take,  my  Mother  fhall  not  hear. 
I  Now  will  I  charge  you  in  the  band  of  truth, 
I  When  you  have  conquered  my  yet  maiden  bed, 
.  Remain  there  but  an  hour,  nor  fpeak  to  me  : 
•  My  reafons  are  moft  ftrong,  and  you  fhall  know  them. 

When  back  again  th:s  ring  fhall  be  delivered; 

And  on  your  finger,  in  the  night.  Til  put 
I  Another  ring,  that,  what  in  lime  proceeds. 

May  token  to  the  future  our  paft  deeds. 

Adieu,  'till  then  ;  then,  fail  not :  you  have  won 

A  Wife  of  me,  tho'  there  my  hope  be  done. 
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Ber,  A  heav'n  on  earth  Fve  won  by  wooing  thee. 

Bia.  For  which  live  long  to  thank  both  heav'n  and  me. 
You  may  ib  in  the  end. 
My  Mother  told  me  yai\  how  he  would  woo, 
As  if  ilie  fate  in's  heart  ;  (he  fays,  all  men 
Have  the  like  oaths :  he  hiid  fworn  to  marry  me. 
When  his  Wife's  dead  :  therefore  I'll  lye  with  him, 
When  lam  buried.  (21)  Since  Frenchmen  are  fo  braid. 
Marry  'em  that  will,  Fd  live  and  die  a  maid  ; 
Only,  in  this  difguife,  I  think't  no  fm 
To  cozen  him,  that  would  unjuftly  win.  \Exii. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  French  Ca7np  in 
Florence. 

Enter  the  t^ivo  French  Lords t  ayid  t<vco  or  three  Soldiers > 
I  Lord.^'^T  0\3  have   not  given  him  his  Mother's 
JL    better  ? 

2  Lords.  I  have  delivered  it  an  hour  fince ;  there  is 
fomething  in't,  that  flings  his  nature :  for,  on  the  read- 
ing it,  he  changed  almoft  into  another  man. 

(21)   Since  Frenchmen  are  fo  braidy 

Marry  that  *iviU,  V II  Uve  and  dye  a  Maid.]  This  is  CCf- 
talnly  the  moft  cruel  Refolution,  that  ever  poor  Wench  made. 
"What!  becaufe  Frenchmen  were  fale,  She,  that  was  an  ItaHan, 
would  marry  Nobody.  But  it  is  plain,  as  refin'd  as  this  Rea- 
foning  is,  her  Mother  did  not  underftand  the  Delicacy  of  the 
Conclufion  5  for  afterwards  She  comes  into  Helen^  Projedl,  on 
the  Promife  of  a  good  round  Dow'ry  of  3000  Crowns,  to  help 
her  Daughter  to  a  Husband.  In  (hort,  the  Text  is,  without  all 
Q^efticn,  corrupted  J  and  we  fliould  read  it  thus. 

'   Since  Frenchmen  are  fo  hraid^ 

Marry  'em  that  ivitly  I'd  linje  and  dye  a  Maid, 
i,  e.  fince  Frenchmen  prove  fo  crooked  and  perverfe  in  their 
Manners,  let  who  will  marry  them,  I  had  rather  live  and  die  a 
Maid  than  venture  upon  them.  This  (he  fays  with  a  view  to 
yielen^  who  appeared  fo  fond  of  her  Husband,  and  went  thro* 
(b  many  Djfiicultie&  to  obtain  him-i  Mr.  Warhurton^ 

I  Lord. 
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1  Lord,  He  has  iHuch  worthy  blame  laid  upon  him  for 
ihaking  ofF  fo  good  a  wife,  and  fo  fweet  a  lady. 

2  Lord,  Efpecially,  he  hath  incurred  the  everlafting 
difpleafure  of  the  King,  who  had  even  tun'd  his  bounty 
to  fmg  happinefs  to  him.  I  will  tell  you  a  thing,  but 
you  fhall  let  it  dwell  darkly  with  you. 

1  Lord.  When  you  have  fpoken  it,  'tis  dead,  and  I 
am  the  grave  of  it. 

2  Lord.  He  hath  perverted  a  young  Gentlewoman 
here  in  Florence,  of  a  moll  chafte  renown  ;  and  this  night 
he  flefhes  his  will  in  the  fpoil  of  her  honour  ;  he  hath 
given  her  his  monumental  ring,  arid  thinks  hirafelf  made 
in  the  unchafte  compofition. 

1  Lord  Now  God  delay  our  rebellion  ;  as  we  are  our 
felves,  what  things  are  we  I 

2  Lord.  Meerly  our  own  traitors ;  and,  as  in  the  com- 
mon courfe  of  all  treafons,  we  ftill  fee  them  reveal  them- 
felves,  'till  they  attain  to  their  abhorr'd  ends ;  fo  he,  that 
in  this  adion  contrives  againft  his  own  Nobility,  in  his 
proper  ftream  o'erflows  himfelf. 

1  Lord.  Is  it  not  meant  damnable  in  us  to  be  the 
trumpeters  of  our  unlawful  intents  ?  we  (hall  not  then 
have  his  company  to  night? 

2  Lord.  Not  *till  after  midnight ;  for  he  is  dieted  to 
his  hour. 

1  Lord.  That  approaches  apace:  I  would  gladly  have 
^'kim  lee  his  company  anatomiz'd,  that  he  might  take  a 

meafure  of  his  own  Judgment,  wherein  fo  curioufly  he 
had  fet  this  counterfeit. 

2  Lord.  We  will  not  meddle  with  him  'till  he  corner 
for  his  prefence  muil  be  the  whip  of  the  other. 

1  Lord.  In  the  mean  time,   what  hear  you  of  thefc 
Wars? 

2  Lord.  I  hear,  there  is  an  overture  of  Peace. 

1  Lord.  Nay,  I  afTure  you,  a  Peace  concluded. 

2  Lord.  What  v^ill  Count  Roufillon  do  then  ?  will  he 
travel  higher,  or  return  again  into  France? 

I  Lord.  I  perceive  by  this  demand,  you  are  not  al- 
together of  his  CoimciU  ^ 

2  Lord* 


70        AWs  well^  that  Ends  well.  - 

2  Lord,  Let  it  be  forbid.  Sir  !  fo  Ihould  I  be  a  great 
deal  of  his  aft. 

1  Lord,  Sir,  his  Wife  feme  two  months  fince  fled 
from  his  Houfe,  her  pretence  is  a  Pilgrimage  to  St. 
jfaques  le  Grand ;  which  holy  undertaking,  with  mod 
auftere  fanftimony,  fhe  accompHfli'd  ;  and  there  rehd- 
ing,  the  tendernefs  of  her  nature  became  as  a  prey  to 
her  grief ;  in  fine,  made  a  groan  of  her  laft  breath,  and 
now  fhe  fings  in  heaven. 

2  Lord,  How  is  this  juftified  ? 

1  Lord,  The  ftronger  part  of  it  by  her  own  letters, 
which  makes  her  ftory  true,  even  to  the  point  of  her 
death  ;  her  Death  it  felf  (which  could  not  be  her  office 
to  fay,  is  come)  was  faithfully  confirmed  by  the  Redot 
of  the  place. 

2  Lord,  Hath  the  Count  all  this  intelligence  ? 

1  Lord,  Ay,  and  the  particular  confirmations,  point 
from  point,  to  the  full  arming  of  the  verity. 

2  Lord.  I  am  heartily  forry,  that  he'll  be  glad  of 
this. 

1  Lord.  How  mightily  fometimes  we  make  us  com- 
forts of  our  lolTes  I 

2  Lord,  And  how  mightily  fome  other  times  w« 
drown  our  gain  in  tears  !  the  great  dignity,  that  his  va- 
lour hath  here  acquired  for  him,  fhall  at  home  be  en- 
counter'd  with  a  lhame  as  ample. 

I  Lord.  The  web  of  our  life  is  of  a  mingled  yarn, 
good  and  ill  together :  our  virtues  would  be  proud,  if 
our  faults  whipt  them  not ;  and  our  crimes  would  de- 
fyair,  if  they  were  not  cherilh'd  by  our  virtues. 

Enter  a  Ser^a^:t. 

How  now  ?  where's  your  Mafter  ? 

Ser.  He  met  the  Duke  in  the  ftreet.  Sir,  of  whom 
he  hath  taken  a  folemn  leave :  his  Lordfhip  will  next 
morning  for  France,  The  Duke  hath  offered  him  let- 
ters of  commendations  to  the  King. 

^  Lord,  They  fhall  be  no  more  than  needful  there, 
if  they  were  more  than  they  can  commend. 


Enter 
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Enter  Betram. 

1  Lord.  They  cannot  be  too  f^eet  for  the  King's 
tartnefs:  here's  his  Lordfhip  now.  How  now,  my 
Lord,  is't  not  after  midnight  ? 

Ber.  I  have  to  night  difpatch'd  fixteen  bufin elTes,  a 
month's  length  a- piece,  by  an  abftrad  of  fuccefs ,  I 
have  congied  with  the  Duke,  done  my  adieu  with  his 
neareft  ;  buried  a  wife,  mourn 'd  for  her ;  writ  to  my 
lady  mother,  I  am  returning ;  entertain'd  my  convoy  ; 
and,  between  thefe  main  parcels  of  difpatch,  efFeded 
many  nicer  needs  :  the  laft  was  the  greatell,  but  That 
I  have  not  ended  yet. 

2  Lord.  If  the  bufinefs  be  of  any  difficulty,  and  this 
morning  your  departure  hence,  it  requires  hafte  of  your 
Lordlhip. 

Ber.  fNmean,  the  bufinefs  is  not  ended,  as  fearing  to 
hear  of  it  hereafter.  But  (hall  we  have  this  dialogue  be- 
tween the  fool  and  the  foldier  ?  come,  bring  forth  this 
counterfeit  module;  h'as  deceived  me,  like  a  double- 
meaning  prophefier. 

2  Lord,  Bring  him  forth ;  h'as  fate  in  the  Stocks  all 
sight,  poor  gallant  knave. 

Ber.  No  matter  ;  his  heels  have  deferv'd  it,  in  ufurp- 
Jng  his  fpurs  fo  long.   How  does  he  carry  himfelf  ? 

1  Lord.  I  have  told  your  Lordfhip  already:  the 
Stocks  carry  him.  But  to  anfwer  you  as  you  would  be 
underftood,  he  weeps  like  a  wench  that  had  fhed  her 
milk  ;  he  hath  confefs'd  himfelf  to  Morgan,  whom  he 
fuppofes  to  be  a  Friar,  from  the  time  of  his  remem- 
brance to  this  very  inftant  difafter  of  his  fetting  i'th' 
Stocks  ;  and  what,  think  you,  he  hath  confell  ? 

Ber.  Nothing  of  me,  has  he  ? 

2  Lord.  His  confeffion  is  taken,  and  it  lhall  be  read  to 
his  face ;  if  your  Lordlhip  be  in't,  as,  I  believe,  you  are, 
you  muft  have  the  patience  to  hear  it. 

Enter  Parolles,  <witb  his  Interpreter. 

Ber.  A  plague  upon  him,  muffled  !  he  can  fay  no- 
thing of  me ;  hulh !  hufti ! 

I  Lord* 
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1  Lord,  Hoodman  comes :  Po'totartaroJ/a, 

Int,  He  calls  for  the  tortures  j   what,  will  you  fa/ 
without 'em? 

Far.  I  will  confefs  what  I  know  without  conftraint ; 
if  you  pinch  me  like  a  pafty,  I  can  fay  no  more. 
/;;/.  Bosko  Chlmurcho. 

2  Lord,  Bihlihlndo  chtcurmurco.  ^ 
Int,  You  are  a  merciful  General  :  our  General  bids 

you  anfwer  to  what  I  lhall  ask  you  out  of  a  note. 
Par,  And  truly,  as  I  hope  to  live. 
Jnt,  Firft  demand  of  him,  how  many  Horfe  the  Duke 
is  ftrong.  What  fay  you  to  that  ? 

par.  Five  or  fix  thoufand,  but  very  weak  and  unfer- 
viceabie  ;  the  troops  are  all  fcatter'd,  and  the  .Comman- 
ders very  poor  rogues,  upon  m^y  reputation  and  credit, 
and  as  I  hope  to  live. 

Int,  Shall  I  fet  down  your  anfwer  fo  ? 
-    P^r.  Do,    ril  take  the  Sacrament  on't,  how  and 
which  way  you  will :  all's  one  to  me. 
.    Ber.  What  a  paft-faving  ilave  is  this ! 

1  Lord,  Y'are  deceived,  my  Lord,  this  is  Monfieur 
Parolles,  the  gallant  railitarifl,  that  was  his  own  phrafe, 
that  had  the  whole  theory  of  war  in  the  knot  of  his  f9arf, 
and  the  pradlice  in  the  chape  of  his  dagger. 

2  Lord,  I  will  never  truft  a  man  again  for  keeping  his 
-fword  clean;   nor  believe,  he  can  have  every  thing  in 
him  by  wearing  his  apparel  neatly. 

Int.  Well,  that's  fet  down. 

Par,  Five  or  fix  thoufand  horfe  I  faid,  (I  will  fay 
true,)  or  thereabouts,  fet  down  ;  for  I'll  fpeak  truth. 

1  Lord,  He's  very  near  the  truth  in  this. 

Ber.  But  I  con  him  no  thanks  for  t,  in  the  nature  he 
delivers  it. 

Par,  Poor  rogues,  I  pray  you,  fay. 

Int,  Well,  that's  fet  down. 

Par.  I  humbly  thank  you,  Sir;  a  truth's  a  truth, 
the  rogues  are  marvellous  poor. 

ht.  Demand  of  hirn,  of  what  ftrength  they  are  a- foot, 
"What  fay  you  to  that? 

Par,  By  my  troth.  Sir,  if  I  were  to  live  this  prefent 

hour. 
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hour,  I  will  tell  true.  Let  me  fee  i  Spuria  a.  hundred  and 
fifty,  Sehafiiari  fo  many,  Coramhus  fo  many,  Jaques  fo 
many ;  Guiltian,  Cofmo,  Lodonjoicky  and  Gratity '  two 
hundred  and  fifty  each  ;  mine  own  company,  Chitopher^ 
Vaumond,  Bentii,  two  hundred  and  fifty  each  fo  that 
the  muftard  file,  rotten  and  found,  upon  my  life  amounts 
not  to  fifteen  thoufand  Poll ;  half  of  the  which  dare  not 
fhake  the  fnow  from  off  their  caflbcks,  left  they  fliake 
themfelves  to  pieces. 

Ber,  What  fhall  be  done  to  him  ? 

I  Lord,  Nothing,  but  let  him  have  thanks.  De- 
mand of  him  my  conditions,  and  what  credit  I  have 
with  the  Duke. 

Int,  Well,  that's  fet  down.  You  fhall  demand  of 
him,  whether  one  Captain  Dumain  be  i'  th'  camp,  a 
Frenchman  :  what  his  reputation  is  with  the  Duke,  what 
his  valour,  honeily,  and  expertnefs  in  war  ;  or  whether 
he  thinks,  it  were  not  poiTible  with  well-weighing  fums 
of  gold  to  corrupt  him  to  a  revoU.  What  fay  you  to 
this  ?  what  do  you  know  of  it  ? 

Par.  1  befeech  you  let  me  anfvver  to  the  particular 
of  the  Interrogatories.    Demand  them  fmgly. 

A/.  Do  you  know  this  Captain  Dumain  F 

Par,  I  know  him ;  he  was  a  botcher's  prentice  ia 
Paris,  from  whence  he  was  whipt  for  getting  the 
iherifF's  fool  with  child  ;  a '  dumb  innocent,  that  could 
not  fay  him  nay, 

Ber,  Nay,  by  your  leave,  hold  your  hands  ;  tho'  I 
know,  his  brains  are  forfeit  to  the  next  tile  that  falls. 

/«/.  Well,  is  this  Captain  in  the  Duke  of  Florence'^ 
Camp  ? 

Par,  Upon  my  knowledge  he  is,  and  low^iie. 

I  Lord,  Nay,  look  not  fo  upon  me,  we  fliail  hear  of 
your  Lord  (hip  anon. 

What  is  his  reputation  with  the  Duke  ? 

Par,  The  Duke  knows  him  for  no  other  bat  a  poor 
officer  of  mine,  a-nd  writ  to  me  the  other  day  to  turn 
him  out  o'  th'  band.  1  think,  I  have  his  lett  er  in  my 
pocket. 

Int.  Marry,  we^ll  fcarch. 

Vol.  IIL  D  Par* 
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Par.  In  good  fadnefs,  I  do  not  know  ;  either  it  is 
there,  or  it  is  upon  the  file  with  the  Duke's  other  let- 
ters in  my  tent. 

hit.  Here  'tis,  here's  a  paper,  (hall  I  read  it  to  you  ? 

Far.  I  do  not  know,  if  it  be  it  or  no. 

Bcr.  Our  Interpreter  does  it  well. 

I  Lord.  Excellently. 

hit,  Dian,  the  Counfs  a  fool,  and  full  of  gold. 

Far,  That  is  not  the  Duke's  letter,  Sir  \  that  is  an 
advertifement  to  a  proper  maid  in  Florence^  one  Diana^ 
to  take  heed  of  the  allurement  of  one  Count  Roufillon^ 
a  foolifh  idle  boy  ;  but,  for  all  that,  very  riittifli,  1  pray 
you,  Sir,'  put  it  up  again. 

Int.  Nay,  ril  read  it  firft,  by  your  favour. 

Far,  My  meaning  in't,  I  proteil,  was  very  honell 
in  the  behalf  of  the  maid  ;  for  I  knew  the  young  Count 
to  be  a  dangerous  and  lafcivious  boy,  who  is  a  whale  to 
virginity,  and  devours  up  all  the  fry  it  finds, 

Ber,  Damnable !  both  fides  rogue. 

Interpreter  reads  the  letter. 

When  he  f^vears  oaths ^  hid  him  drop  gold^  and  take  it. 

After  he  fcores^  he  ne^er  pays  the  [core: 
Halfnvon,  is  match  ix'ell  made ;  match^  and  ivell  maki  it: 

He  ne^er  pays  after- debts,  take  it  before, 
Jndfay,  a  foldier  (Dian)  told  thee  this  : 
(22)  Men  are  to  mell  <with,  boys  are  but  to  kifs. 
For,  count  of  this,  the  Count^s  a  fooly  I  kno^  it  ; 
Who  pays  before,  hut  not  ^hen  he  does  o^e  it. 

Thine,  as  he  vow'd  to  thee  in  thine  ear. 

Pa  ROLLES, 

(22)  Men  are  to  mell  'zuith,  hoys  are  not  to  kifs,']  All  the  Edi- 
tors have  obtruded  a  new  Maxim  upon  us  here,  that  Boys  are 

not  to  kifs.  Li'via,  in  Beaumont  and  Fletcher''^  Tamer  tatndy 

is  of  a  quite  oppofite  Opinion. 

For  Boys  ivere  made  for  Nothing  but  dry  Kijfes, 
And  our  Poet'§  Thought,  I  am  perfwaded,  went  to  the  fame 
Tune  ;  that  Boys  are  only  to  kifs ;  Men  to  mingle  with,  and 
give  more  fubftantial  Plcafures.    To  meUy  is  derivM  from  the 
French  Word,  tneUr  5  to  mingle. 

Ber. 
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Ber,  He  {hall  be  whipt  through  the  army  with  this 
rhime  in  his  forehead. 

2  Lord,  This  is  your  devoted  friend.  Sir,  the  manifold 
linguift,  and  the  armi  potent  foldier. 

Ber,  I  could  endure  any  thing  before  but  a  cat,  zni 
'  now  he's  a  cat  to  me. 

Int,  1  perceive.  Sir,  by  the  General's  looks,  we  (hall  r 
be  fain  to  hang  you. 

Par,  My  life,  Sir,  in  any  cafe ;  not  that  \  am  afraid 
jjjk  to  die  i  but  that  my  offences  being  many,  I  would  repent 
out  the  remainder  of  nature.    Let  me  live,  Sir,  in  ^ 
Dungeon,  i'  th'  Stocks,  any  where,  fo  I  may  live. 

Int.  We'll  fee  what  may  be  done,  fo  you  confes 
freely  ;  therefore,  once  more  to  this  Captain  Dumain  : 
you  have  anfwer'd  to  his  reputation  v/ith  the  Duke,  and 
to  his  valour.    What  is  his  honefly  ? 

Par.  He  will  fteal.  Sir,  an  egg  out  of  a  cloider  ; 
for  rapes  and  ravifhments  he  parallels  Nejpas.  He  pro- 
feiTes  no  keeping  of  oaths ;  in  breaking  them  he  is 
ftronger  than  Hercules.  He  will  lie,  Sir,  with  fuch  vo- 
lubility, that  you  would  think,  truth  were  a  fool  : 
drunkennefs  is  his  befl  virtue,  for  he  will  be  fwine- 
drunk,  and  in  his  deep  he  does  little  harm,  fave  to  his 
bed-cloaths  about  him  r  but  they  know  his  conditions, 
and  lay  him  in  ftraw.  I  have  but  little  more  to  fey. 
Sir,  of  his  honefty,  he  has  every  thing  that  an  honeit 
man  Ihould  not  have ;  what  an  honell  man  fliould  have, 
he  has  nothing. 

I  Lord.  I  begin  to  love  him  for  this. 

Ber.  For  this  defcription  of  thine  honefty  ?  a  pox  up- 
on him  for  me,  he  is  more  and  more  a  cat. 

ht.  What  fay  you  to  his  expertnefs  in  war  ? 

Par.  Faith,  Sir,  h'as  led  the  drum  before  the  Etig- 
lijh  Tragedians  :  to  belie  him,  I  will  not  ;  and  more 
of  his  foidierlhip  I  know  not  ;  except,  in  that  Counciy, 
he  had  the  honour  to  be  the  Officer  at  a  place  there 
caird  Mile- end,  to  inftrud  for  the  doubling  of  files.  1 
would  do  the  man  what  honour  I  can,  but  of  this  I  am 
not  certain. 

D  2  I  Lord. 


\ 


76        All's  welU  that  Ends  well. 

1  Lord,  He  hath  out  villained  villany  fo  far,  that  the 
Tarity  redeems  him. 

Ber,  A  pox  on  him,  he's  a  cat  ftill. 

Int,  His  Qualities  being  at  this  poor  price,  I  need  not 
to  ask  you,  if  gold  will  corrupt  him  to  revolt. 

Par,  Sir,  for  z^art-d'ecu  he  will  fell  the  fee  fim-* 
pie  of  his  falvation,  the  inheritance  of  it,  and  cut  th'  in* 
tail  from  all  remainders,  and  a  perpetual  fucceffion  for  it 
perpetually. 

What's  his  Brother,  the  other  Captain  Dumain? 

2  Lord.  Why  does  he  ask  him  of  me  ? 
Int.  What's  he? 

Tar,  E'en  a  crow  o'  th'  fame  neil ;  not  altogether  fo 
great  as  the  firft  in  gcodnefs,  but  greater  a  great  deal 
in  evil.  He  excels  his  Brother  for  a  Coward,  yet  his 
brother  is  reputed  one  of  the  bell  that  is.  In  a  Retreat 
he  out-runs  any  lacquey ;  marry,  in  coming  on  he  has 
the  cramp. 

Int,  If  your  life  be  faved,  will  you  undertake  to  be- 
tray the  Florentine  ? 

Par.  Ay,  and  the  Captain  of  his  horfe.  Count  Row 
filUn. 

Int,  I'll  whifper  with  the  General,  and  know  his 
pleafure. 

»Par,  I'll  no  more  drumming,  a  plague  of  all  drums ! 
•  Only  to  feem  to  deferve  well,  and  to  beguile  the  fuppo- 
iition  of  that  lafcivious  young  boy  the  Count,  have  I  run 
into  danger  ;  yet  who  would  have  fulpeded  an  ambufli 
where  I  was  taken  ?  [,^Jide. 

Int.  There  is  no  remedy,  Sir,  but  you  muft  die;  the 
General  fays,  you,  that  have  fo  traiteroufly  difcovered 
the  fecrets  of  your  army,  and  made  fuch  peftiferous  re- 
ports of  men  very  nobly  held,  can  ferve  the  world  for 
no  honeft  ufe ;  therefore  you  muft  die.  Come,  headf- 
man,  off  with  his  head. 

Par,  O  lord.  Sir,  let  me  live,  or  let  me  fee  my 
death. 

Int,  That  (hall  you,  and  take  your  leave  of  all  your 
friends.  [Unbinding  him. 

^o,  look  about  you ;  know  you  any  here  ? 

Bcr, 
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Ber,  Good  morrow,  noble  Captain. 

2  Lord,  God  blefs  you,  Captain  Parollcs, 

1  Lcrd.  God  fave  you,  noble  Captain. 

2  Lord.  Captain,  what  Greeting  will  you  to  my  Lord 
Lafeu?  I  zm  for  France, 

I  Lord.  Good  Captain,  will  you  give  pie  a  copy  of 
that  fame  Sonnet  you  writ  to  Diana  in  behalf  ot  the 
Count  Roufillon  ?-  if  I  were  not  a  very  coward,  I'd  com- 
pel it  of  you  ;  but  fare  you  well.  {^Exeunt \ 

Int.  You  are  undone,  Captain,  all  but  your  fcarf ; 
that  has  a  knot  on't  yet. 

Par.  Who  cannot  be  crufii'd  with  a  Plot  ? 

Int,  If  you  could  find  out  a  Country  where  but  wo- 
men were  that  had  received  fo  much  fliame,.  you  mighr 
begin  an  impudent  Nation.    Fare  you  well,  Sir,  I  am 
for  France  too,  we  fhall  fpeak  of  you  there.  \Fxit^ 

Par.  Yet  am  I  tfiankful :  if  my  heart  were  great, 
*  Fwould  buril  at  this.    Captain  I'll  be  no  more,. 
But  I  will  eat  and  drink,  and  fleep  as  fofc. 
As  Captain  lhall.    Simply  the  thing  I  am 
Shall  make  me  live  :  wno  knows  himfelf  a  braggart. 
Let  him  fear  this ;  for  it  will  come  to  pafs, 
That  every  braggart  fhall  be  found  an  afs. 
Ruft,  fword  !  cool,  blufhes !  and,  Parolies,  live 
Safeft  in  fhame  [  being  fool'd,  by  fool'ry  thrive  ; 
There's  place  and  means  for  every  man  alive, 
ril  after  them.  {Exit\ 

SCENE   changes   to   the  TVidovfs  Hoiife^ 
at  Florence. 


Enter  Helena,  Wid(rw,  and  Diana. 

Hi?/.  T^HAT  you  may  well  perceive  I  have  not 

-t  wrong'd  you, 

One  of  the  Greateft  in  the  chriftian  world 
Shall  be  my  Surety  ;  'fore  whofe  Throne  'tis  needful. 
Ere  I  can  perfedl  mine  intents,  to  kneel. 
Time  was,  I.  did  him  a  defired  ofRce 

D  3      '  Dear 
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Dear  almofl  as  his  life  ;  which  gratitude 
Through  flinty  Tartar  %  bofom  would  peep  forth. 
And  anfvver  thanks.    I  duly  am  inform'd^ 
»  His  Grace  is  at  MarfeiUes^  to  which  place 
We  have  convenient  Convoy  ;  you  mull  know, 
I  anri  fuppofed^dead  ;  the  army  breaking, 
My  husband  hies  him  home;  where,  heaven  aiding, 
-And  by  the  leave  of  my  good  lord  the  King, 
We'll  be  before  our  welcome. 

Wid.  Gentle  Madam, 
You  never  had  a  fervant,  to  whofe  truft 
"Your  buiinefs  was  miore  welcome. 

Uel.  Nor  you,  Miftrefs, 
Ever  a  friend,  whofe  thoughts  more  truly  laboar 
To  recompenfe  your  love  :  doubt  not,  but  heaven 
Hath  brought  me  up  to  be  your  Daughter's  dower^ 
As  it  hath  fated  her  to  be  my  motive 
And  helper  to  a  husband.    But,  O  flrange  men  I 
1  hat  can  fuch  fvveet  ufe  make  of  what  they  hate> 
When  faucy  trufting  of  the  cozen'd  thoughts 
Defiles  the  pitchy  night ;  fo  lull  doth  play 
Wiih  what  it  loaths,  for  that  which  is  away. 
Ei3t  more  of  this  hereafter.    You,  Diana ^ 
Under  ray  poor  in(lru6lions  yet  muil  fuifej? 
Something  in  my  behalf. 

Dia.  Let  death  and  honefly 
Go  with  your  impofitions,  I  am  yours 
Upon  your  will  to  {vJKtr. 

Hel.  Yet  I  pray  you  : 
But  witli  the  word  the  time  will  bring  on  fummer. 
When  briars  lhall  have  leaves  as  well  as  thorns, 
.  And  be  as  fweet  as  fharp  :  we  muft  away, 
{23)  Our  Waggon  is  prepar'd,  and  time  revives  us  ; 

(23)  Our  Waggon  is  prepar'd,  and  Time  revives  The 
Word  revinjci  conveys  fo  little  Idea  of  Senfe  here,  that  it  fecms 
very  liable  to  Sufpicion.  How  could  Time  revive  thefe  travel- 
Jing  Adventurers  ? 

Mr.  Warburton  very  reafonably  conjeaures,  that  we  ftiould  read, 

"   •  and  Time  revyes  ui  ; 

i,  e.  looks  us  in  the  Face,  calls  upon  us  to  hallen* 
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JWs  njuelly  that  Ends  njoell ;  ftlll  the  fine's  the  crown  ; 
Whatever  the  courfe,  the  end  is  the  renown.  \_ExeunL 

SCENE  changes  to  Roufillon  in  France. 

Er.tcr  Countefs,  Lafeu,  and  CIo<ivfj* 

Z<^.  KTO,  no,  no,  your  Son  was  nuf-led  with  a 
i-^  fnipt-tafFata  fellow  there,  whofe  villainous 
fafFron  would  have  made  all  the  unbak'd  and  dowy  youth 
of  a  nation  in  his  colour.  Your  daughter  in-law  had 
been  alive  at  this  hour ;  and  yourfon  here  at  home,  more 
advanc'd  by  the  King  than  by  that  red-taild  humbk- 
bee  I  fpeak  of. 

Count.  I  would,  I  had  not  known  him  !  it  v/as  the 
death  of  the  moft  virtuous  Gentlewoman  that  ever  Na- 
ture had  Praife  for  creating  ;  if  Ihe  had  partaken  of  my 
fleOi,  and  coil  me  the  deareil  groans  of  a  Mother,  £ 
could  not  have  owed  her  a  more  rooted  love. 

Laf,  '  Fwas  a  good  lady,  'twas  a  good  lady.  We 
may  pick  a  thoufand  fallets  ere  we  light  on  fuch  ano- 
ther herb. 

Clo,  Indeed,  Sir,  (lie  was  the  fweet  marjoram  of  the 
fallet,  or  rather  the  herb  of  grace. 

Laf,  They  are  not  fallet-her bs,  you  knave,  they  are 
nofe- herbs. 

CIo.  I  am  no  great  'Nehuchadne%%ar,  Sir,  I  have  not 
much  skill  in  grafs. 

Laf.  Whether  doft  thou  profefs  thyfelf,  a  knave  or 
a  fool  ? 

C/(7.  A  fool,  Sir,  at  a  woman's  fervice  ;  and  a  knave, 
at  a  man's. 
Laf,  Your  diflindlion  ? 

Clo,  I  would  cozen  the  man  of  his  wife,  and  do  his  . 
fervice. 

Laf,  So  you  were  a  knave  at  his  fervice,  indeed.  • 
Clo.  And  1  would  give  his  wife  my  bauble,  Sir,  to  do 
her  fervice. 

Laf  I  will  fubfcribe  for  thee,  thou  art  both  knave 
and  fool. 

D  4.  C^, 


.  So        M^s  well^  that  Enis  well. 

CIo.  At  your  fervice.  5 

Li^f.  No,  no,  no. 
'    C/o.  Why,  Sir,  if  I  cannot  ferve  you,  I  can  fervc  as 
great  a  Prince  as  you  are. 

Laf.  Who's  thatj  a  Frenchman  ? 

Cio,  Failh,  Sir,  he  has  an  Englijh  name;  but  his 
phifnomy  is  more  hotter  in  France  than  there. 

Laf.  What  Prince  is  that? 

CIo.  The  black  Prince,  Sir,  alias  the  Prince  of 
Darknefs,  alias  the  Devil. 

Laf.  Hold  thee,  there's  my  purfe ;  I  give  thee  not 
this  to  feduce  thee  from  thy  Mailer  thou  taik'li  of, 
fcrve  him  flill. 

Clo.  Fm  a  woodland  fellow,  Sir,  that  always  lov'd  a 
great  fire ;  and  the  Mafter  I  fpeak  of  ever  keeps  a 
good  fire ;  but,  fure,  he  is  the  Prince  of  the  world,  let 
km  Nobility  remain  in's  Court.  I  am  for  the  Houfe 
with  the  narrow  gate,  which  I  take  to  be  too  little  for 
Pomp  to  enter :  fome,  that  humble  themfelves,  may  ; 
but  the  many  will  be  too  chill  and  tender,  and  they'll 
be  for  the  fiow'ry  way  that  leads  to  the  broad  gate,  and 
the  great  fire. 

Li^f  Go  thy  v^ays,  I  begin  to  be  a  weary  of  thee, 
1  tell  thee  fo  before,  becaufe  I  would  not  fall  out 
with  thee.    Go  thy  ways,  let  my  horfes  be  well  look'd 
to,  without  any  tricks. 

CIo,  If  I  put  any  tricks  upon  'em,  they  fhall  be  jades' 
tricks,  which  are  their  own  right  by  the  law  of  Nature. 

{Exit. 

*Laf,  A  ihrewd  knave,  and  an  unhappy. 

Count,  So  he  is.  My  Lord,  that's  gone,  made  him- 
felf  much  fport  out  of  him  ;  by  his  authority  he  remains 
here,  which  he  thinks  is  a  patent  for  his  fiiweinefs ;  and, 
indeed,  he  has  no  pace,  but  runs  where  he  will. 

L/^f.  I  like  him  well,  'tis  not  amifs  ;  and  I  was  about 
to  !eil  yoj,  fmce  I  heard  of  the  good  Lady's  death, 
and  that  my  Lord  your  Son  was  upon  his  return  home, 
I  mov'd  the  King  my  Mader  to  fpeak  in  the  behalf  of 
my  Daughter;  which,  in  the  minority  of  them  both, 
iii$  Majefly,  out  of  a  felf  gracious  remembrance,  did 

firll 
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firft  propofe  ;  his  Highnefs  hath  promised  me  to  do  it; 
and  to  itop  up  the  difpleafure  he  hath  conceiv'd  again  ft 
your  fon,  there  is  no  litter  matter.  How  does  your 
Ladyfliip  like  it  ? 

Count,  With  very  much  content,  my  Lord,  and  I 
wilh  it  happily  efFeded. 

Laf.  His  Highnefs  comes  poft  from  Marfeillesy  of  as 
able  a  Body  as  when  he  number'd  thirty  ;  he  will  be  here^ 
to-morrow,  or  I  am  deceiv'd  by  him  that  in  fuch  intel- 
ligence hath  feldom  faiPd. 

Caunt.  It  rejoices-  me,  that,  I  hope,  I  fhall  fee  him  ere 
I  die.   I  have  letters,  that  my  fon  will  be  here  to-night : 
I  fhall  befeech  your  Lord  (hip  to  remain  with  me  'tilh 
they  meet  together. 

Laf.  Madam,  I  was  thinking  with,  what  manners  I  v 
might  fafely  be  admitted. 

Count.  You  need  but  plead  your  honourable  privilege. 

Laf.  Lady,  of  that  I  have  made  a  bold  charter;  but^, 
I  thank  my  God,  it  holds  yet. 

Enter  Clown; 

do.  O  Madam,  yonder's  my  Lord  your  fon  with  at 
patch  of  velvet  on'sface  ;  whether  there  be  a  fear  under' t5 . 
or  no,- the  velvet  knows,  but  'tis  a  goodly  patch  of  vel- 
vet ;  his  left  cheek  is  a  cheek  of  two  pile  and  a  haiii . 
but  his  right  cheek  is  worn  bare>. 

Comtt.  A  fear  nobly  got,  or  a  noble  fear,  is  a  good  ^ 
livery  of  honour. .  So,  belike,  is  that. 

Clo,  But  it  is  your  carbonado'd  face* 

Laf  Let  us  go  fee  your  fon,  I  pray  you  :  J  long  tO  - 
talk  with  the  young  noble  foldier, 

Clo,  'Faith,  there's  a  dozen  of  'em  with  delicate  fine  • 
hats  and  moft  courteous  feathers,  which  bow  the  head, , 
and. nod  at  every  man^.  \Jl^eunU. 
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A    C    T  V. 

SCENE,   the  Court   of   France,  at 
Marfeilles. 

Enter  Helena,  Widowy  and  Diana,  with  iwa 
Attendants, 

Helena. 

BU  T  tills  exceeding  pofting  day  and  night 
Muft  wear  your  fpirits  low  ;  we  cannot  help  rt. 
But  fince  yGu\'e  made  the  days  and  nights  as  one^ 
To  wear  your  gentle  limbs  in  my  afrairs ; 
Be  bold,  you  do  fo  grow  in  my  requital. 
As  nothing  can  unroot  you.    In  happy  time^— 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

This  man  may  help  me  to  hi^  Majedy^s  ear, 
•If  he  would  fpend  his  power.    God  fave  you.  Sir, 
Gent,  And  you. 

Bel  Sir,  I  have  feen  yon  in  the  court  of  Trance* 

Gent.  I  have  been  fometimes  there. 

HeL  I  do  prefume,  Sir,  that  you  are  not  fallen 
From  the  report  that  gees  upon  your  goodnefs ; 
And  therefore,  goaded  with  moft  lharp  occafions 
Which  lay  nice  manners  by,  I-put  you  to 
The  ufe  of  your  own  virtues,  for  the  which 
I  fhall  continue  thankful. 

Gent,  What's  your  will  ? 

Eel  That  it  will  pleafe  you 
To  give  this  pcor  petition  to  the  King ; 
And  aid  me  with  that  llore  of  power  you  have, 
To  come  into  his  prefence. 

Gent^  The  King's  not  here. 

Bel  Not  here,  Sir  f 

Gent, 
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Gent.  Not,  indeed. 
He  hence  remov'd  lad  night,  and  with,  more  hafle 
Than  is  his  ufe. 

Wid,  Lord,  how  we  lofe  our  pains  \ 

Hel.  JlPs  nvell,  that  Ends  n.veli  yet, 
Tho'  time  feem  fo  adverfe,  and  means  unlit : 
I  do  befeech  you,  whither  is  he  gone  ? 

Gen,  Marry,  as  1  take  it,  to  RouftllGny 
Whither  I'm  going. 

l}eL  I  befeech  you.  Sir, 
Since  you  are  like  to  fee  the  King  before  me,. 
Commend  this  paper  to  his  gracious  hand ; 
Which,  I  prefame,  fhall  render  you  no  blame,. 
But  rather  make  you  thank  your  pains  for  it. 
1  will  come  after  you  with  what  good  fpeed 
Our  means  will  make  us  means. 

Gent,  This  Til  do  for  you. 

Hel  And  you  fhall  find  yourfelf  to  be  well  thank'd^ 
What  e'er  falls  more.    We  mud  to  horfe  again. 
Go,  go,  provide.  {Exeunt.. 

SCENE  changes  to  Roufillon. 

Enter  Clo^ivny  and  Parolles* 

Par,  O  O  D  Mr.  Le^vatch,  give  my  Lord  Lafeu^ 
vJ"  this  letter ;  I  have  ere  now.  Sir,  been  bet- 
ter known  to  you,  when  I  have  held  familiarity  with 
frefher  cloaths  (23)  but  I  am  nov/.  Sir,  muddied  iii: 
fortune's  moat,  and  fmell  fomewhat  flrong  of  her  lirong 
difpleafure. 

Clo.. 

{1%)  But  I  am  noiVy  Sir,  muddied  in  Fortune  5  Mood,  and  fmell'' 
fomeiuhat  firong  of  her  firong  Difpleaffire.'\    Fortune'' i  Mood  is, 
without  Queflion,  good  Senfe,  and  very  proper  :  and  yet  I  vgril/' 

believe,  the  Poet  wrote  as  I  have  reftor'd  in  the  Text  j  ;« 

Fortune's  Moat :  becaufe  the  Clown  in  the  very  next  Speech 
replies,  /  nvill  henceforth  eat  no  Fi{h  of  Fortune'' s  buttering j  and: 

again,  when  he  comes  to  repeat  ParoIIes's  Petition  to  Lafeu,  

that  hath  faWn  into  the  unclean  Fiftipond  of  her  Difpleafure,  and,, 
us  he  fays,  is  muddied  wit  hat.    And  again^  ^''^y        Sir,  uf$^ 

the^ 


\ 


§4  ^^^h   i^^t  E^^^  ^^i^^* 

€h  Truly,  fortune's  difpleafure  is  but  fluttiHi,  if  it 
(mtW  fo  ftrorigly  as  thou  fpeak'ft  of :  I  will  henceforth 
ieat  no  iiih  cf  fortune  s  butt'ring.  Pr'ythee,  allow  the 
vv.'nd. 

Par,  Nay.,  you  need  not  to  flop  your  nofe,  Sir  ;  I 
fpake  but  by  a  metaphor. 

C/o.  Indeed,  Sir,  if  your  metaphor  ftink,  I  will  flop 
my  nofe  againlt  any  man's  metaphor.  Pr  ythee,  get  thee 
farther. 

Fm\  Pray  you,  Sir,  deliver  me  this  paper. 

G/o.  Foh  1  pr 'ythee,  ftand  away ;  a  paper  from  for- 
tune's clofe  flool,  to  give  to  a  Nobleman  !  look,  here  be 
ctomes  himfelf. 

Enter  Lafeu. 

Here  is  a  pur  of  fortune's.  Sir,  or  fortune's  ca?, 
(but  not  a  musk-cat ;)  that  hath  fali'n  into  the  unclean 
filhpond  of  her  difpleafure,  and,  as  he  fays,  is  muddied 
wdthal.  Pray  you,  Sir,  ufe  the  carp  as  you  may  ;  for 
hQ  looks  like  a  poor,  decayed,  ingenious,  foolilh,  raf- 
cally  knave.  (24)  I  do  pity  his  difirefs  in  my  fimiles 
of  comfort,  and  leave  him  to  your  Lordlhip. 

P^r.  My  Lord,  i  am  a  man  whom  fortune  hath  cru- 
elly fcratch'd. 

5-^^  Carp  as  you  may y  Sec,  In  all  which  Places,  *tis  obvious,  a 
Moat,  cr  Pond,  is  the  Allufion.  BtCides,  Pars/Ies  fmclling  ftrong, 
as  he  fays,  of  Fortune's  ftrong  Difpleafure,  carries  on  the  fame 
Image :  For  as  the  Moafs  round  old  Seats  v/ere  always  replenifli'd 
V/ith  Filh,  fo  the  Clown's  joke  of  holding  hi&  Nofe,  we  may 

prefume,  proceeded  from  This  becaufe  laChambre  bajj'e  was 

always  over  the  Meat:  and  therefore  the  Clown  humouroufly 
fay  s,  when  Parolies  is  prefling  him  to  deliver  his  Letter  to  Lord 

Lcfeu,  Feb  !  pr''ytheef  fand  aivay  :  A  Pa^er  from  Fortunt* s 

Clofefiool,  to  give  to  a  Nchlcman  ! 

(24)  /  do  pty  bis  Diftrefs  in  my  Smiles  of  CcTfifortj]  This  very 
humourous  Paffage  my  Friend  Mr.  JVarburton  refcued  from 
Nonfenfe  moll  happily,  by  the  Infcrtion  of  a  fingle  Letter,  in 
the  Manner  I  have  reform'd  the  Text.  Thefe  Similes  of  Com- 
fort are  ironically  meant  by  the  Clown  ;  as  much  as  to  fay, 
you  may  perceive  how  much  I  think  he  deferves  Comfort,  by 
friy  calhng  tii^  Fortune" i  Cat,  Carf,  r a Ji ally  Knave,  {kc. 
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Laf.  And  what  would  you  have  me  to  do  ?  'tis  too 
late  to  pare  her  nails  now.  Wherein  have  you  play'd 
the  knave  with  fortune,  that  (he  (hould  fcratch  you,  who 
of  her  felf  is  a  good  Lady,  and  would  not  have  knaves 
thrive  long  under  her  ?  there's  a  ^art-d'ecu  for  you :  let 
the  juftices  marke  you  and  fortune  friends ;  I  am  for  other 
bufinefs. 

Par,  I  befe^h  your  honour,  to  hear  me  one  fingle 
word . 

Laf.  You  beg  a  fmgle  penny  more :  come,  you  lhall 
ha't,  fave  your  word. 

Par.  My  name,  my  good  Lord,  is  Parolhs, 

Laf.  You  beg  more  than  one  word  then.  Cox'  my 
paflion  I  give  me  your  hand  :  how  does  your  drum  ? 

Par.  O  my  good  lord,  you  were  the  firft,  that  found 
me. 

Laf  Was  I,  infooth  f  and  I  was  the  firft,  that  loft 
thee. 

Par.  Tt  lyes  in  you,  my  Lord^  to  bring  me  in  fome 
grace,  for  you  did  bring  me  out. 

Laf  Out  upon  thee,  knave !  doll  thou  put  upon  me 
at  once  both  the  office  of  God  and  the  Devil  ?  one  brings 
thee  in  grace,  and  the  other  brings  thee  out.  [Sound 
trumpets,']  The  King's  coming,  I  know,  by  his  trum* 
pets.  Sirrah,  inquire  further  after  me,  I  had  talk  of  you 
lail  night ;  tho'  you  are  a  fool  and  a  knave,  you  lhall 
eat ;  go  to,,  follow. 

Par.  I  praife  God  for  you..  \;Exeunt^ 

flourijh.    Enter  King,  Countefs,  Lafeu,  the  two 
French  Lords,  *with  attendants. 

King.  We  loft  a  jewel  of  her,  (25)  our  efteeni: 
Was  made  much  poorer  by  it but  your  fon,„ 

As 

{25)    '  Our  Ifteem 

Wai  made  much  poorer  by  it  :  ]  Whaf  s  the  Meaning 

of  the  King-s  Efteem  being  made  poorer  by  the  Lofs  of  Helen 
J  think,  it  can  only  be  underftood  in  one  Senfe  ;  and  that  Scnfe 
won't  carry  Water  ;  i,  e,  We  fuffer'd  in  our  Eftimation  by  hep 

Lofs^ 


$6       All*s  welly  that  Ends  w^U, 


As  mad  in  folly,  lack'd  the  fenfe  to  know 
Her  eftimation  home. 

Count »  'lispaft,  ray  Liege; 
And  I  befeech  your  Majelly  to  make  it 
Natural  rebellion,  done  i'th'  blade  of  youth, 
When  oil  and  fire,  too  ftrong  for  reafon's  force^ 
O'erbears  it,  and  burns  on. 

King,  My  honoured  Lady, 
I  have  forgiven  and  forgotten  all ; 
Tho'  my  revenges  were  high  bent  upon  him^ 
And  watch'd  the  time  to  Ihoot. 

La/,  This  I  mull  fay, 
But  firfl  I  beg  my  pardon  ;  the  young  Lord 
Did  to  his  Majefty,  his  mother,  and  his  lady, 
GfFence  of  mighty  note;  but  to  himfelf 
The  greateft  wrong  of  all.  He  loft  a  wife, 
Whofe  beauty  did  aftonifh  the  furvey 
Of  richeft  eyes ;  whofe  words  all  ears  took  captive  ; 
Whofe  dear  perfedion,  hearts,  that  fcorn'd  to  ferve. 
Humbly  call'd  miflrefs. 

Kijjg,  Praifmg  what  is  loft. 
Makes  the  remembrance  dear.   Well— call  him 
hither ; 

We're  reconciPd,  and  the  firft  view  fhall  kill 
All  repetition  :  let  him  not  ask  our  pardon. 
The  nature  of  his  great  offence  is  dead. 
And  deeper  than  oblivion  we  do  bury 
Th'  incenfing  relicks  of  it.   Let  him  approach, 
A  ftranger,  no  offender  ;  and  inform  him. 
So  'tis  our  will  he  ftould. 
G/«/.  I  fhall,  my  Liege. 

Lofs.  But  how  fo  ?  Did  the  King  contribute  to  her  Misfor- 
tunes ?  Nothing  like  it.  Or  did  he  not  do  ail  in  his  Power 
to  prevent  them  ?  Yes  ?  he  married  Bertram  to  her.  We  muft 
•ertainly  read  therefore ; 

IVe  lofi  a  Jewel  of  her  ;  our  Eftate 

IVas  made  much  poorer  by  it  : 
That's  the  certain  Confcquence  of  any  one's  lofing  a  Jewel,, 
for  their  Eftate  to  be  made  proportion^bly  poorer  according  to 
10  the  Value  of  the  Lofs»  Mr.  fVarburton. 

King. 
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Kir}g.  What  fays  he  to  your  daughter?    Have  you 
fpoke  ? 

Laf.  All,  that  he  is,  hath  reference  to  your  Highnefs. 
King,  Then  fhall  we  have  a  match.    I  have  letters 
fent  me. 
That  fee  him  high  in  fame. 

Enter  Bretram* 

Laf.  He  looks  well  on't. 

King.  I'm  not  a  day  of  feafon, 
For  thou  may'ft  fee  a  fun-fhine  and  a  hail- 
In  me  at  once  ;  but  to  the  brighteil  beams 
Diftradled  clouds  give  way  ;  fo  Hand  thou  forth^. 
The  time  h  fair  again. 

Ber,  My  high  repented  blames. 
Dear  Sovereign,  pardon  to  me. 

King.  All  is  whole, 
Not  one  word  more  of  the  confumed  time. 
Let's  take  the  inftant  by  the  forward  top  ; 
For  we  are  old,  and  on  our  quick'ft  decrees 
Th'  inaudible  and  noifelefs  foot  of  time 
Steals,  ere  we  can  effedl  them.    You  remember^ 
The  daughter  of  this  Lord  ? 

Ber.  Admiringly,  my  Liege.    At  fir  ft 
I  (luck  my  choice  upon  her,  ere  my  heart 
Durft  make  too  bold  a  herald  of  my  tongue  : 
Where  the  impreffion  of  mine  eye  enfixing, 
Contempt  his  fcornful  perfpe£live  did  lend  me^, 
Which  warp'd  the  line  of  every  other  favour ; 
Scorn'd  a  fair  colour,  or  exprefs'd  it  ftoli'n  : 
Extended  or  contraded  all  proportions 
To  a  moft  hideous  objedl :  thence  it  came. 
That  fhe,  whom  all  men  prais'd,  and  whom  myfelf. 
Since  I  have  loll,  have  lov'd,  was  in  mine  eye 
The  duft  that  did  offend  it. 

King.  Well  excus'd  :   " 

That  thou  doft  love  her,  ftrikes  fome  fcores  away 
From  the  great  'compt ;  but  love,  that  comes  too  late. 
Like  a  remorfeful  pardon  ilowly  carried. 
To  the  great  fender  turns  a  fowre  offence, 

Crying; 


o 
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Crying,  that's  good  that  is  gone  :  our  rafh  faults 
Make  trivial  price  of  ferious  things  we  have. 
Not  knowing  them,  until  we  know  their  grave. 
Oft  our  difpleafures,  to  our  felves  unjuft, 
Deftroy  our  friends,  and,  after,  weep  their  duft : 
Our  own  love,  waking,  cries  to  fee  what's  done, 
"While  fhameful  hate  fleeps  out  the.afternoon. 
Be  this  fvveet  Helens  knell;  and  now,  forget  her.. 
Send  forth  your  amorous  token  for  fair  Maudlin, 
The  main  confents  are  had,  and  here  we'll  flay 
To  fee  our  widower's  fecond  marriage- day  : 

Count,  (25)   Which  better  than  the  firft,   O  dear 
heav'ii,  blefs, 
Or,  ere  they  meet,  in  me,  O  nature,  ceafe  ! 

Laf.  Come  on,  my  fon,  in  whom  my  houfe's  name. 
Muft  be  digefted  :  give  a  favour  from  you 
To  fparkle  in  the  fpirits  of  my  daughter. 
That  (he  may  quickly  come.   By  my  old  beard, . 
i'\nd  evVy  hair  that's  on't,  Helen^  that's  dead,- 
Was  a  fvveet  creature  :  fuch  a  ring  as  this, 
The  lafl  that  e'er  fhe  took  her  leave,  at  courts 
I  fa w  u  pon  he r  li  n  ger . 

Ber.  Her's  it  v/as  not. 

King.  Now,  pray  you,  let  me  fee  it :  For  mine  eye^ , 
While  I  was  fpeaking,  oft  was  faften'd  to't. 
This  ring  was  mine;  and,  when  I  gave  it  Heleny 
I  bad  her,  if  her  fortunes  ever  ^oodi 
Neceffitied  to  help,  that  by  this  token 
I  would  relieve  her.   Had  you  that  craft  to  reave  her 
Of  what  ihould  ftead  her  mofl  ? 

{25)  Wbicb  better  tban  tbe  jirfi^  0  dear  Heav^Jty  blefs, 

Oj-,  e'er  tbey  .tneet^  in  mCy  0  Nature^  ceafe  /]  I  have  ven- 
tur'd,  againft  the  Authority  of  the  printed  Copies,  to  prefix 
the  Countefs^s  Name  to  thefe  two  Lines.  The  . King  appears, 
indeed,  to  be  a  Favourer  of  Bertram:  but  if  Bertram  {hould 
make  a  bad  Husband  the  fecond  Time,  why  fliould  it  give  the 
King  fuch  mortal  Pangs  ?  A  fond  and  difappointed  Mother 
might  reafonably  not  defire  to  live  to  fee  fuch  a  Day :  and 
from  her  the  Wifh  of  dying;  rather  than  to  behold  it,  comes 
with  Propriety, 


AWs  well^  that  Ends  well.  89^ 

Ber.  My  gracious  Sovereign, 
However  it  pJeafes  you  to  take  it  fo. 
The  ring  was  never  her's. 

Count,  Son,  on  my  life, 
Tve  feen  her  wear  it,  and  flie  reckon 'd  it 
At  her  life's  rate. 

Laf,  Vm  fure,  I  favv  her  wear  rt. 

Ber,  You  are  deceived,  my  Lord,  fhe  never  faw  it} 
la  Florence  was  it  from  a  cafement  thrown  me, 
Wrap'd  in  a  paper,  which  contained  the  name 
Of  her  that  threw  it :  (26)  Noble  fhe  was,  and  thought 
I  flood  ungagM  ;  but  when  I  had  fubfcrib'd 
To  mine  own  fortune,  and  informed  her  fully, 
I  could  not  anfwer  in  that  courfe  of  honour 
As  (he  had  made  the  overture,  ftie  ceafl 
In  heavy  fatisfadion,  and  would  never 
Receive  the  ring  again. 

King.  Plutus  himfelf, 
That  knows  the  tind  and  multiplying  medicine^ 
Hath  not  in  nature's  myftery  more  fcience. 
Than  I  have  in  this  ring.  'Twas  mine,  'twas  Hehn% 
Whoever  gave  it  you  :   then  if  you  know, 
That  you  are  well  acquainted  with  yourfelf, 
Confefs  'twas  hers,  and  by  what  rough  enforcement 
You  got  it  from  her.  She  call'd  the  Saints  to  furety^ 
That  fhe  would  never  put  it  from  her  fingay 
Unlefs  Ihe  gave  it  to  yourfelf  in  bed, 
(Where  you  have  never  come)  or  fent  it  us 
Upon  her  great  difafter. 

Ber,  She  never  faw  it. 

(26)  noble  She  ivas,  and  thought 

I  Jiood  cngag'd;— ]   I  don't  underftand  this  Reading; 
if  we  are  to  underftand,   that  She  thought  Bertram  engag'd  to 
her  in  Affeftion,  infnar'd  by  her  Charms,  this  Meaning  is  too- 
obfcurely  exprefs'd.    The  Context  rather  makes  me  believe, 
that  the  Poet  wrote, 

.  ■  -  noble  She  ivas,  and  thos^gbt 

I  Jiood  ungagM  ; 
i.  e.  unengagMs,  neither  my  Hearty,  nor  Pcrfon,   difpos'd  of. 
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King.  Thou  fpeak'il  it  falfely,  as  I  love  mine  honour; 
And  mak'li  conjed'ral  fears  to  come  into  me, 
Which  I  would  fain  (hut  out ;  if  it  Hiould  prove 
That  thou  art  fo  inhuman — 'twill  not  prove  fa — • 
-And  yet  I  know  not— thou  didft  hate  her  deadly. 
And  fhe  is  dead  ;  which  nothing,  but  to  clofe 
Her  eyes  myfelf,  could  win  me  to  believe. 
More  than  to  fee  this  ring.  Take  him  away. 

\Guards  feizs  Bertram, 
My  fore- pad  proofs,  howe'er  the  matter  fall. 
Shall  tax  my  fears  of  little  vanity. 
Having  vainly  fear'd  too  little.    Away  with  him, 
We'll  fift  this  matter  further. 

Ber,  If  you  fhall  prove, 
This  ring  was  ever  hers,  you  fhall  as  eafie 
Prove  that  I  husbanded  her  bed  in  Florence^ 
Where  yet  fhe  never  was.  [Exit  Bertram  guardtd% 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

King.  I'm  wrap'd  in  difmal  thinkings. 

Qent.  Gracious  Sovereign, 
Whether  Tve  been  to  blame  or  no,  I  know  not : 
Here's  a  petition  from  a  Tlorentiney 
"Who  hath  for  four  or  five  removes  come  fhort 
To  tender  it  herfelf.    1  undertook  it, 
VanquiQi'd  thereto  by  the  fair  grace  and  fpeech 
Of  the  poor  fuppliant,  who  by  this,  I  know, 
Is  here  attending  :  her  bufmefs  looks  in  her 
With  an  importing  vifage  ;  and  (he  told  me> 
In  a  fweet  verbal  brief,  it  did  concern 
Your  Highnefs  with  herfelf. 

The  King  reads  a  letter. 

XJpon  his  many  protejlations  to  marry  me,  mjhen  his  ^wife 
ivas  dead  J  I  hlujh  to  fay  it,  he  ivon  me,  No-iv  is  the  Count 
Roufillon  a  ivido^-wery  his  <vouus  are  forfeited  to  me,  and 
my  honour  s  paid  to  hi?n.  He  flole  /ro;«  Florence,  taking 
no  league,  and  I  follo'w  him  io  this  country  for  jujiice  :  grant 
it  me,  O  King,  in  you  it  heft  lyes  ;  othernxtfe  a  feducer 
^Qurifhe5.y  and  a  poor  maid  ii  undone.        Diana  Capulet. 
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Laf.  I  will  buy  me  a  fon-in-Iaw  in  a  fair,  and  toll  for 
him.    For  this.  Til  none  of  him.^ 

King.  The  heavens  have  thought  well  on  thee,  Lafeu^ 
To  bring  forth  this  difcov'ry.    Seek  thefe  fuitors  i 
Go  fjljBedily,  and  bring  again  the  Count. 

Enter  Bertram, 
T  am  afraid,  the  life  of  Helen  (lady) 
Was  foully  fnatch'd. 

Count,  Now  juflice  on  the  doers ! 

King.  I  wonder.  Sir,  wives  are  fo  monflrous  to  yo% 
And  that  you  fly  them  as  you  fwear  to  them  ; 
Yet  you  delire  to  wed .  What  woman's  that  I 

Enter  Wido^  and  Diana. 

Dta.  I  am,  my  Lord,  a  wretched  Florentine, 
Derived  from  the  ancient  Capulet ; 
My  fuit,  as  I  do  underfland,  you  know. 
And  therefore  know  how  far  1  may  be  pitied. 

IVid.  I  am  her  mother,  Sir,  whofe  age  and  honour 
Both  fuiFer  under  this  complaint  we  bring. 
And  both  fhall  ceafe  without  your  remedy. 

Come  hither.  Count;  do  you  know  thefe  w<> 
men  ? 

Ber,  My  Lord,  I  neither  can,  nor  will,  deny 
But  that  I  know  them  ;  do  they  charge  me  further  ? 

Dia.  Why  do  you  look  fo  ftrange  upon  your  wife  ? 

Ber.  She's  none  of  mine,  my  Lord. 

Dia.  If  you  fliall  marry, 
You  give  away  this  hand,  and  that  is  mine ; 
You  give  away  heav'n's  vows,  and  thofe  are  mine ; 
You  give  away  myfelf,  which  is  known  mine 
For  I  by  vow  am  fo  embodied  yours, 
That  Ihe,  which  marries  you,  muft  marry  me. 
Either  both  or  none. 

Laf.  Your  reputation  comes  too  fliort  for  my  daugh- 
ter, you  are  no  husband  for  her.  [To  Bertram. 

Ber.  My  Lord,  this  is  a  fond  and  defp'rate  creature. 
Whom  fometime  I  have  laugh'd  with  :  let  your  High- 
nefs 

Lay 


92         AWs  welU  Jhat  Ends  well. 

l^y  a  more  noble  thought  upon  mine  honour. 
Than  for  to  think  that  1  would  fink  it  here. 

King.  Sir,  for  my  thoughts,  you  have  them  ill  to 
friend, 

'Till  your  deeds  gain  them:  fairer  prove  your  h^fpDur^ 
7'han  in  my  thought  it  lies ! 

Dia.  Good  my  lord, 
Ask  him  upon  his  oath,  if  he  does  think 
He  had  not  my  virginity. 

King,  What  fay'll  thou  to  her  ? 

Bir,  She's  impudent,  my  Lord  ; 
And  was  a  common  gamefter  to  the  camp. 

Dia,  He  does  me  wrong,  my  Lord ;  if  I  were  fOy, 
He  might  have  bought  me  at  a  common  price. 
Do  not  believe  him.  O,  behold  this  ring, 
Whofe  high  refpe^t  and  rich  validity 
Did  lack  a  parallel :  yet  for  all  that, 
He  gave  it  to  a  commoner  o'th'  camp. 
If  1  be  one. 

Count.  He  blufhcs,  and  'tis  his : 
Of  fix  preceding  anceftors,  that  gemm 
Conferr'd  by  Teftament  to  th'  fequent  iflue, 
Hath  it  been  ow'd  and  worn.    This  is  his  wifc> 
That  ring's  a  thoufand  proofs. 

King,  Methought,  you  faid, 
You  faw  one  here  in  Court  could  witnefs  it. 

Dla,  1  did,  my  Lord,  but  loth  am  to  produce 
So  bad  an  inftrument;  his  name's  Farolles, 

Laf,  I  faw  the  man  to  day,  if  man  he  be. 

King,  Find  him,  and  bring  him  hither. 

Ber,  V/ hat  of  him  ? 
He's  quoted  for  a  moft  perfidious  flave, 
With  all  the  fpots  o'th'  world  tax'd  and  debofh'd^. 
Which  nature  fickens  with  :  but  to  fpeak  truth. 
Am  I  or  that  or  this,  for  what  hell  utter, 
"[Fhat  will  fpeak  any  thing  ? 

King.  She  hath  that  ring  of  yours. 

Ber.  I  think,  flie  has ;  certain  it  is,  I  lik'd  her. 
And  boarded  her  i'th'  wanton  way  of  youth  : 
Sh^  knew  her  diflance,  and  did  angle  for  me, 

Madding; 
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Madding  my  eagernefs  with  her  retrain t ; 
As  all  impediments  in  fancy's  courfe 
Are  motives  of  more  fancy  :  and  in  £ne. 
Her  infuit  coming  with  her  modern  grace, 
Subda'd  me  to  her  rate  :  fhe  got  the  ring  ; 
And  I  had  That,  which  any  inferior  might 
At  market-price  have  bought. 

Dia,  I  muft  be  patient : 
You,  that  turn'd  ofF  a  firft  fo  noble  wife. 
May  jufily  diet  me.   I  pray  you  yet, 
(Since  you  lack  virtue,  I  will  lofe  a  husband,) 
Send  for  your  ring,  I  will  return  it  home. 
And  give  me  mine  again. 

Ber,  I  have  it  not. 

iKing.  What  ring  was  yours,  I  pray  you  ? 
Dia.  Sir,  much  like  the  fame  upon  your  finger. 
King.  Know  you  this  ring  ?  this  ring  was  his  of  late. 
Dm.  And  this  was  it  I  gave  him,  being  a-bed. 
Kiiig,  The  ftory  then  goes  falfe,  you  threw  it  him 
Out  of  a  cafement. 

Dia,  I  have  fpoke  the  truth. 

Enter  Parolles. 

Ber.  My  Lord,  I  do  confefs,  the  ring  was  hers. 
King.  You   boggle  fhrewdly,    every  feather  ftarts 

you  !  

Is  this  the  man  you  fpeak  of? 
Dia.  It  is,  my  Lord. 

King.  Tell  me.  Sirrah,  but  tell  me  true,  I  charge 
you. 

Not  fearing  the  difpleafure  of  your  mafter. 

Which  on  your  juft  proceeding  Til  keep  ofF; 

By  him  and  by  this  woman  here,  what  know  you  ? 

Par.  So  pleafe  your  Majefty,  my  mafter  hath  beea 
an  honourable  Gentleman.  Tricks  he  hath  had  in  him, 
which  Gentlemen  have. 

King,  Come,  come,  to  the  purpofe,  did  he  love  this 
Woman  ? 

Pan  'Faith,  Sir,  he  did  love  her ;  but  how  ? 
King,  How,  I  pray  you  ? 

Piir. 
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Par.  He  did  love  her.  Sir,  as  a  Gentleman  loves  a 
Woman. 

King.  How  is  that  ? 

Par.  He  lov'd  her,  Sir,  and  lovM  her  not. 

King.  As  thou  art  a  knave,  and  no  knave ;  what  an 
equivocal  companion  is  this? 

Par.  I  am  a  poor  man,  and  at  your  Majefty's  Com- 
mand. 

Laf.  He's  a  good  drum,  my  Lord,  but  a  naughty 
Orator. 

Dia.  Do  you  know,  he  promised  me  marriage  ? 

Par.  'Faith,  I  know  more  than  TJl  fpeak. 

King.  But  wilt  thou  not  fpeak  all  thou  know'ft? 

Par.  Yes,  fo  pleafe  your  Majefty.  I  did  go  between 
them,  as  I  faid  ;  but  more  than  that,  he  lov'd  her : 
for,  indeed,  he  was  mad  for  her,  and  talk'd  of  Satan, 
and  of  limbo,  and  of  furies,  and  I  know  not  what ; 
yet  I  was  in  that  credit  with  them  at  that  time,  that  I 
knew  of  their  going  to  bed,  and  of  other  motions,  as 
promifmg  'her  marriage,  and  things  that  would  derive 
me  ill  will  to  fpeak  of  j  therefore  1  will  not  fpeak  what 
I  know. 

King.  Thou  haft  fpoken  all  already,  unlefs  thou  canft 
fay  they  are  married  ;  but  thou  art  too  fine  in  thy  evi- 
dence ;  therefore  ftand  afide.  This  ring,  you  fay,  was 
yours  ? 

Dia.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

King.  Where  did  you  buy  it  ?  or  who  gave  it  you  ? 

Dia.  It  was  not  given  me,  nor  did  I  buy  it. 

King.  Who  lent  it  you  ? 

Dia.  It  was  not  lent  me  neither. 

King.  Where  did  you  find  it  then  ? 

Dia.  I  found  it  not. 

Kijtg.  If  it  were  yours  by  none  of  all  thefe  ways. 
How  could  you  give  it  him  ? 
Dia.  I  never  gave  it  him. 

Laf.  This  woman's  an  eafie  glove,  my  Lord,  flie 
goes  off  and  on  at  pleafure. 

King.  This  ring  was  mine,  Igavit  his  firfl:  wife. 
fiia.  It  might  be  yours,  or  hers,  for  aught  I  know. 

King 
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King.  Take  lier  away,  I  do  not  like  her  now ; 
To  prifon  with  her  :  and  away  with  him. 
Unlefs  thou  tell'ft  me  where  thou  hadft  this  ring. 
Thou  dieft  within  this  hour. 

Dia.  I'll  never  tell  you. 

King,  Take  her  away. 

Dia.  I'll  put  in  bail,  my  Liege. 

King,  I  think  thee  now  fome  common  cuflomer.^ 

Dia,  By  Jonje,  if  ever  I  knew  man,  'twas  you. 

King.  Wherefore  haft  thou  accus'd  him  all  this  whiles 

Dia,  Becaufe  he's  guilty,  and  he  is  not  guilty ; 
He  knows,  I  am  no  maid,  and  he'll  fwear  to't; 
I'll  fwear,  I  am  a  maid,  and  he  knows  not. 
Great  King,  I  am  no  ftrumpet,  by  my  life ; 
I'm  either  maid,  or  elfe  this  old  man's  wife. 

[Pointing  to  Lafeir; 

Kifig,  She  does  abufe  our  ears  ;  to  prifon  with  her. 

Dia,  Good  mother,  fetch  my  bail.  Stay,  royal  Sir, 

lEx.  Widow. 
The  jeweller,  that  owes  the  ring,  is  fent  for. 
And  he  fhall  furety  me.    But  for  this  Lord,     [To  Bert . 
Who  hath  abus'd  me,  as  he  knows  himfelf, 
Tho'  yet  he  never  harm'd  me,  here  I  quit  him. 
He  knows  himfelf,  my  bed  he  hath  defil'd. 
And  at  that  time  he  got  his  wife  with  child  ; 
Dead  tho'  fhe  be,  Ihe  feels  her  young  one  kick  : 
So  there's  my  riddle ;  one,  that's  dead,  is  quicks 
And  now  behold  the  meaning. 

Enter  Helena,  and  Widow. 

King,  Is  there  no  Exorcift 
Beguiles  the  truer  office  of  mine  eyes  ? 
Is't  real,  that  I  fee  ? 

Hel.  No,  my  good  Lord, 
'Tis  but  a  fliadow  of  a  wife  you  fee. 
The  name,  and  not  the  thing. 

Ber,  Both,  both  ;  oh,  pardon ! 

Hel.  Oh,  my  good  Lord,  when  I  was  like  this  maid, 
I  found  you  wond'rous  kind  ;  there  is  your  ring, 
And  look  you,  here's  your  letter  :  this  it  fays. 
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When  from  my  finger  you  can  get  this  ring. 
And  are  by  me  ^ith  child,  &c.   This  is  done. 
Will  you  be  mine,  now  you  are  doubly  won  ? 

Ber,  If  fhe,  my  Liege,    can  make  me  know  this 
clearly, 

I'll  love  her  dearly,  ever,  ever  dearly. 

HeL  If  it  appear  not  plain,  and  prove  untrue. 
Deadly  divorce  ftep  between  me  and  you  ! 
O,  my  dear  mother,  do  I  fee  you  living  ? 

[71?  the  Countefs* 

Laf.  Mine  eyes  fniell  onions,  I  fhall  weep  anon  : 
Good  Tom  Drum,  lend  me  a  handkerchief,  \To  Parolles. 
So,  I  thank  thee,  wait  on  me  home.   I'll  make  fport 
with  thee :  let  thy  courtefies  alone,    they  are  fcurvy 
ones. 

King,  Let  us  from  point  to  point  this  llory  know, 
To  make  the  even  truth  in  pleafure  flow  : 
If  thou  beeft  yet  a  freOi  uncropped  flower,     [To  Diana  I 
Chufe  thou  thy  husband,  and  I  '11  pay  thy  dower ; 
For  I  can  guefs,  that,  by  thy  honeft  aid. 
Thou  kept'fl  a  wife  her  felf,  thy  felf  a  maid. 
Of  that  and  all  the  progrefs  more  and  lefs, 
Refolvedly  more  leifure  fliall  exprefs : 
All  yet  feems  well ;  and  if  it  end  fo  meet. 
The  bitter  paft,  more  welcome  is  the  fweet.  {Exeuntl 


E  P  li 


EPILOGUE, 

Spoken  by  the  K  I  N  G. 

fTf^H  E  Ktng^s  a  heggar^  nonv  the  play  is  done  : 

All  is  well  ended,  if  this  fuit  he  ixjon. 
That  you  exprefs  content ;  wohich  nxje  fwill  pay^ 
With  ft  rife  to  pleafe  you,  day  exceeding  day ; 
Ours  he  your  patience  then,  and  yours  our  parts  i 
Tour  gentle  hands  lend  as,  and  take  our  hearts. 


Vol,  IIL 
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rjVE  L  F  TH-NI G  H  T: 

O  R, 

WHAT  YOU  WILL. 


Dramatis  Perfon^. 

OR  SI  NO,  Dukeo/mym, 

SebaSian,  a  young  Gentleman^  Brother  to  Viola. 

Antonio,  a  Sea-captain^  Friend  to  Sebaftian. 

Curio^^"^*   }  attending  on  the  Duke. 

Sir  Toby  Belch,  Unc/e  to  Olivia. 
Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheek,  a  foolijh  Knight^  pretending  t$ 
Olivia; 

.if  Sea-captain,  Friend  to  Viola. 
Fabian,  Ser'vant  to  Olivia* 
Malvolio,  a  fantajlical  Stenvard  to  Olivia. 
C/oivn,  Servant  to  Olivia. 


Olivia,  a  Lady  of  great  Beauty  and  Fortune',  beloved 

the  Duke. 
Viola,  in  love  avith  the  Duke. 
Maria,  Olivia'j  Woman. 

Frieji,  Sailor Officers ^  and  other  Attendants, 
S  C  E  N  E,  a  City  on  the  Coaft  of  Illyria. 


r^ELFTH-^NIGHT 

OR, 

WHAT  YOU  WILL. 


ACT  1. 

SCENE,    the  PALACE. 

Enter  the  Duke^  Curio,  and  Lords. 
Duke, 

F  mufick  be  the  food  of  love,  j^ay  on  j 
Give  me  excefs  of  it ;  that,  furfeiting. 
The  appetite  may  ficken,  and  fo  die. 
That  Itrain  again ;  —  it  had  a  dying  fall : 
O,  it  came  o'er  my  ear,  like  the  fweet 
fouth. 

That  breathes  upon  a  bank  of  violets, 

Stealing,  and  giving  odour.    Enough  !  no  moref 

'Tis  not  fo  fweet  now,  as  it  was  before. 

O  fpirit  of  love,  how  quick  and  frefh  art  thou  I 

That,  notwithftanding  thy  capacity 

Receiveth  as  the  fea,  nought  enters  there. 

Of  what  validity  and  pitch  foe'er. 

But  falls  into  abatement  and  low  price, 

E  3  Even 
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Even  in  a  minute ;  ( i)  fo  full  of  fhapes  in  fancy. 
That  it  alone  is  high  fantaftical. 

Car.  Will  you  go  hunt,  my  Lord? 

Duke.  What,  Curio  P 

Cur.  The  hart. 

Duke.  Why,  fo  I  do,  the  noWeft  that  I  have : 
O,  when  my  eyes  did  fee  OIi<via  firft, 
Methought,  (he  purg'd  the  air  of  peftilence ; 
That  inftant  was  I  turn'd  into  a  hart, 
And  my  defires,  like  fell  and  cruel  hounds. 
E'er  fince  purfue  me.   How  now,  what  news  from  her  ? 

Enter  Valentine. 

Val.  So  pleafe  my  Lord,  I  might  not  be  admitted. 
But  from  her  liand-maid  do  return  this  anfwer: 
The  element  itfelf,  'till  feven  years  hence. 
Shall  not  behold  her  face  at  ample  view ; 
But,  like  a  cloyftrefs,  (he  will  veiled  walk, 
And  water  once  a  day  her  chamber  round 
With  eye- offending  brine  :  all  this  to  feafon 
A  brother's  dead  love,  which  ftie  would  keep  frefh 
And  lafting  in  her  fad  remembrance. 

Duke,  O,  fhe,  that  hath  a  heart  of  that  fine  frame, 
To  pay  this  debt  of  love  but  to  a  brother. 
How  will  fhe  love,  when  the  rich  golden  fhaft 
Hath  kill'd  the  flock  of  all  afFedions  elfe 
That  live  in  her  ?  when  Hver,  brain,  and  heart, 
Thefe  fov'reign  thrones,  are  all  fupply'd.  and  fill'd,^ 
Her  fweet  perfedlions,  with  one  felf-fame  King  ! 
Away  before  me  to  fweet  beds  of  fiovvers  ; 
Love-thoughts  lye  rich,  when  canopy'd  with  bowers. 

(i)  fo  full  of  Shapes  is  Fancy y 

That  it  alone  is  high  f ant aflical'\  There  can  be  no  Reafon 
why  tke  Duke  here,  who  is  altogether  ferious,  and  moralizing 
cn  the  Qualities  of  Love,  fhould  tell  us,  that  Fancy  is  alone 
tlic  moft  fantaftital  Thing  imaginable.  I  am  perfuaded,  the 
Alteration  of  is  into  in  has  given  us  the  Poet's  genuine  Mean- 
ing 5  tliat  Lqvc  is  mod  fantafiical,  in  being  fo  variable  in  its 
Fancies^  .  Mr.  TVarburton, 

SCENE, 
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SCENE,  the  Street. 

Enter  Viola,  a  Captain^  and  Sailors,  , 

Vio,  \fiT  HAT  country,  friends,  is  this  I 
VV       Cap.  lilyria.  Lady. 

Vio.  x4nd  what  fhould  I  do  in  lllyria  ? 
My  brother  he  is  in  Elyjlum — 
Perchance,  he  is  not  drownVi  :  what  think  you,  failors 

Cap.  It  is  perchance  that  you  yoarfelf  were  fav'd. 

Fio,  O  my  poor  brother  !  (  j,  perchance,  may  he  be. 

Cap.  True,  Madam  :  and  to  comfort  you  with  chance* 
AfTure  yourfelF,  after  our  (liip  did  fplit, 
When  you,  and  that  poor  number  fav*d  with  you, 
Hung  on  our  driving  boat :  I  faw  your  brother, 
Molt  provident  in  peril,  bind  himfelf 
(Courage  and  hope  both  teaching  him  the  praftice) 
To  a  llrong  ma(^  that  iiv'd  upon  the  Tea ; 
Where,  Hlce  y^r/o«  on  the  do' phiivs  back, 
I  faw  him  hold  acquaintance  with  the  waves, 
So  Jong  as  I  could  fee. 

Fio.  For  faying  fo,  there's  gold. 
Mine  own  efcape  unfoldeth  to  my  hope,  ^ 
Whereto  thy  fpeech  ferves  for  authority, 
The  like  of  him.    Know'ft  thou  this  country  ? 

Cap.  Ay,  Madam,  well ;  for  I  was  bred  and  born^. 
Not  three  hours  travel  from  this  very  place. 

Fio.  Who  governs  here  ? 

Cap.  A  noble  Duke  in  nature,  as  in  name. 

Fio.  What  is  his  name  ? 

Cap.  Orjino. 

Fio.  Or/mo!  I  have  heard  my  father  name  him: 
He  was  a  batchelor  then. 

Cap.  And  fo  is  now,  or  was  fo  very  late  ; 
For  but  a  month  ago  [  went  from  hence. 
And  then  'twas  frePn  in  murmur  (as  you  know. 
What  Great  ones  do,  the  lefs  will  prattle  of) 
That  he  did  feek  the  love-of  fair  Oli^jla. 

Fio.  What's  fhe  ? 

Cap.  A  virtuous  maid,  the  daughter  of  a  Count, 

E  4  That 
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That  dy'd  fome  twelve  months  fince,  then  leaving  her 
In  the  protection  of  his  fon,  her  brother, 
Who  fhortly  alio  dy'd  ;  for  whofe  dear  love. 
They  fay,  Ihe  hath  abjur'd  the  fight 
And  company  of  men. 

fio,  O,  that  I  ferv'd  that  lady, 
And  might  not  be  delivered  to  the  world, 
*Till  1  had  made  mine  own  occafion  mellow 
What  my  eilate  is ! 

Cap,  That  were  hard  to  compafs ; 
Becaufe  fhe  will  admit  no  kind  of  fuit. 
No,  not  the  Duke's. 

Vio,  There  is  a  fair  behaviour  in  thee,  Captain  i 
And  tho'  that  nature  with  a  beauteous  wall 
Doth  oft  clofe  in  pollution  ;  yet  of  thee,  • 
I  will  believe,  thou  haft  a  mind  that  fuits 
With  this  thy  fair  and  outward  charadler  : 
I  pr'ythee,  and  I'll  pay  thee  bounteoufly. 
Conceal  me  what  I  am,  and  be  my  aid 
For  fuch  difguife  as,  haply,  fnall  become 
The  form  of  my  intent.    I'll  ferve  this  Duke ; 
Thou  fhalt  prefent  me  as  an  eunuch  to  him. 
It  may  be  worth  thy  pains ;  for  I  can  fing. 
And  fpeak  to  him  in  many  forts  of  mufick. 
That  will  allow  me  very  worth  his  fervice. 
What  elfe  may  hap,  to  time  I  will  commit ; 
Only  ftiape  thou  thy  filence  to  my  wit. 

Cap.  Be  thou  his  eunuch,  and  your  mute  I'll  be. 
When  my  tongue  blabs,  then  let  mine  eyes  not  fee. 
Vio,  I  thank  thee  ;  lead  me  on.  {Exeunt^ 

SCENE,  an  Apartment  in  Olivia'^  Houfe. 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  and  Maria, 

Sir  To.  \AT  H  A  T  a  plague  means  my  neice,  to  take 
V  V    the  death  of  her  brother  thus  ?  I  am  fure, 
care's  an  enemy  to  life. 

Mar.  By  my  troth,  Sir  Toij,  you  muft  come  in  ear- 
lier a-nights ;  your  neice,  my  lady,  takes  great  excep- 
tions to  your  ill  hours. 

Sir 
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Sir  To,  Why,  let  her  except,  before  excepted. 

Mar.  Ay,  but  you  mull  confine  yourfelf  within  the 
modeft  limits  of  order. 

Sir  To,  Confine?  Fll  confine  niyfelf  no  .finer  than  I 
am  ;  thefe  cloaths  are  good  enough  to  drink  in,  and  fo 
be  thefe  boots  too ;  an  they  be  not,  let  them  hang  them- 
felves  in  their  own  ftraps. 

Mar.  That  quaffing  and  drinking  will  undo  you  i  I 
heard  my  lady  talk  of  it  yefterday,  and  of  a  foolifh 
Knight  that  you  brought  in  one  night  here,  to  be  her 
wooer. 

Sir  To,  Who,       Andrew  Ague- cheek?  • 
Mar.  Ay,  he. 

Sir  To,  He's  as  tall  a  man  as  any's  in  Illyria, 

Mar.  What's  that  to  th'  purpofe  ? 

Sir  To.  Why,  he  has  three  thoufand  ducats  a  year. 

Mar.  Ay,  but  he'll  have  but  a  year  in  all  thefe  da- 
cats  :  he's  a  very  fool,  and  a  prodigal , 

Sir  To.  Fie,  that  you'll  fay  fo  !  he  plays  o'  th'  viol- 
degambo,  and  fpeaks  three  or  four  languages  word  for 
word  without  book,  and  hath  all  the  good  gifts  ol 
nature. 

Mar,  He  hath,  indeed,  almoft  natural  5  for  be- 

fides  that  he's  a  fool,  he's  a  great  quarreller  ;  and  but 
that  he  hath  the  gift  of  a  coward  to  allay  the  guft  he  hath 
in  quarrelling,  'tis  thought  among  the  prudent,  he  would 
quickly  have  the  gift  or  a  grave. 

Sir  To.  By  this  hand,  they  are  fcoundrels  and  fub- 
tradlors  that  fay  fo  of  him.    Who  are  they  ? 

Mar.  They  that  add  moreover,  he's  drunk  nightly  iij 
your  company. 

Sir  To,  With  drinking  heakhs  to  my  nelce  :  Fl! 
drink  to  her,  as  long  as  there's  a  pafTage  in  my  throat, 
and  drink  in  llljria.  He's  a  coward,  and  a  coyftril^ 
that  will  not  drink  to  my  neice  'till  his  brains  turn  o'  th' 
toe  like  a  parifh-top.  What,  wench  ?  Cnjiiliano  njulga  % 
for  here  comes  Sir  JrJre^w  Ague- cheek. 
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y  Enfer  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  And.  Sir  Tohy  Belch!  how  now.  Sir  Toly  Belch?- 

Sir  ^0.  Sweet  Sir  Andrenjo  ! 

Sir  And.  Blefs  you,  fair  (brew. 

Mar,  And  you  too,  Sir. 

Sir  To,  Accofl,  Sir^?/^;-^^,  accofl.— — 

Sir  And.  What's  that  ? 

Sir  To.  My  neice's  chamber-maid. 

Sir  Aiid.  Good  miflrefs  Accojiy  I  defire  better  ac* 
quaintance. 

Mar,  My  name  is  Mary\  Sir. 

Sir  And,  Good  miilrefs  Mary  Accofl, 

Sir  To.  You  mi  (lake,  Knight :  accoft,  is,  front  lier, 
board  her,  wooe  her,  affail  her. 

Sir  And.  By  my  troth,  I  would  not  undertake  her  in- 
this  company.    Is  that  the  meaning  of  accofi  ? 

Mar.  Fare  you  well,  gentlemen. 

Sir  To,  An  thou  let  her  part  fo,  Sir -^Wr^w,  would 
thou  might'ft  never  draw  fword  again. 

Sir  And.  An  you  part  fo,  miftrefs,  I  would  I  might 
never  draw  fword  again.  Fair  lady,  do  you  think,  you 
have  fools  in  hand  ? 

Mar.  Sir,  1  have  not  you  by  th'  hand. 

Sir  And,  Marry,  but  you  lhall  have,  and  here's  my 
hand. 

Mar.  Now,  Sir,  thought  is  free  :  I  pray  you,  bring 
yoor  hand  to  th'  buitery-bar,  and  let  it  drink. 

Sir  And,  Wlierefore,  fweet  heart  ?  what's  your  me- 
taphor ? 

M.ar.  It's  dry.  Sir. 

Sir  And.  Why;  I  think  fo  :  I  am  not  fuch  an  afs,  but 
I  can  keep  my  hand  dry.    But  what's  your  jell  ? 

Mar.  A  dry  jeft.  Sir. 

Sir  And.  Are  you  fuH  of  them  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  Sir,  I  have  them  at  my  finger's  ends  : 
marry,  now  I  let  your  hand  go,  I  am  barren. 

\^Exit  Maria, 

To.  O  Knight,  thou  lack'ft  a  cup  of  canary  :  when 
did  I.  fee.  thee  fo  put  down  ? 

Sir 
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Sir  And,  Never  in  your  life,  I  think,  unlefs  you  fee 
canary  put  me  down  :  methinks,  fometimes  I  have  no 
more  wit  than  a  chriftian,  or  an  ordinary  man  has  ;  but 
I  am  a  great  eater  of  beef,  and,  I  believe,  that  does 
harm  to  my  wit. 

5/>.  ^0,  No  queftion. 

^ir  And,  An  I  thought  that,  Td  forfwear  it.  I'll 
ride  home  to-morrow,  Sir  Tohy, 

Sir  To,  Ponrquoyy  my  dear  Kjiight  ? 

Sir  And.  What  is  pourquoy  ?  do,  or  not  do  ?  I  wouldy 
1  had  beftovved  that  time  in  the  tongues  that  I  have  in 
fencing,  dancing,  and  bear-baiting.  (2)  O,  had  I  but 
followed  the  arts  \ 

Sir  To.  Then  hadft  thou  had  an  excellent  head  of 
hair. 

And.  Why,  would  that  have  mended  my  hair  ? 
Sir  To,  Paft  queftion  ;  for  thou  feeft,  it  will  not  cur! 
by, nature. 

Sir  And,  But  it  becomes  me  well  enough,  does't 
not  ^ 

Sir  To,  Excellent !  it  hangs  like  flax  on  a  diftatF ;  and 
I  hope  to  fee  a  houfe-wife  take  thee  between  her  legs, 
and  ipin  it  off.  . 

(*)  5/>  And.  •  0,  bad  I  but  follow'' d  the  Art^  f 

Sir  To.  Then  badjl  thou  had  an  excellent  Head  of  Hair, 
Sir  And.  JVhy,  would  that  ba've  mended  my  Hair  ? 
Sir  To.  Paft  ^eftion  ;  for  thou  feeft  it  ivill  not  coo!  niy 
flature.\  Prodigious  Sagacity  !  and  yet  thus  it  has  pafs'd  down  ^ 
Jhro*  all  the  printed  Copies.    We  cannot  enough  admire  that 
happy  Indclence  of  Mr.  Popey  which  can  acquiefce  in  tianf 
mitting  to  us  fuch  Stuff  for  genuine  Senfe  and  Argument.  The 
Dialogue  is  of  a  very  light  Strain,  'tis  certain,  betwixt  two 
foolirti  Knights  :  but  yet  I  would  be  glad  to  know,  methinks^ 
■what  Sir  y^Wrc'O^'s  following  tile  y^r/*,  or  his  H^j/r  being  mended^ 
could  have  to  do  with  the  cooling,  or  not  cooling ySir  T*^v's  Na- 
ture.   But  my  Emendation  clears  up  all  this  Abfurdity  s  Ani' 
the  Context.is  an  unexceptionable  Confirmation, 

Sir  And.  But  it  Becomes  me  well  enough,  docs'^t  not  ?  ' 
SiT.Xo*.  Eiicdlenl!  it  hangi  like  Flax  or;  aDiftcf^ 

c  , 
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Sir  And.  faith,  111  home  to  morrow,  Sir  Tol^  ;  your 
neice  will  not  be  feen,  or,  if  (he  be,  it's  four  to  one  fhe'U 
none  of  me :  the  Duke  himfelf  here,  hard  by,  wooes 
her. 

Sir-  To,  She'll  none  o'  th'  Duke,  fhe'll  not  match  above 
her  degree,  neither  in  eftate,  years,  nor  wit.  I  have  heard 
her  fwear  ic.    Tut,  there's  hfe  in't,  man. 

Sir  And.  I'll  ftay  a  month  longer.  I  am  a  fellow  o' 
th'  ftrangell  mind  i'  th'  world:  I  delight  in  masks  and 
revels  fometimes  altogether. 

Sir  To,  Art  thou  good  at  thefe  kick-fnaws.  Knight? 
And,  As  any  man  in  lllyria^  whatfoevcr  he  be, 
under  the  degree  of  my  betters  j  and  yet  I  will  not  com- 
pare With  an  old  man. 

Sir  To.  What  is  thy  excellence  in  a  galliard.  Knight  ? 

Sir  And.  Faith,  I  can  cut  a  caper. 
To.  And  I  can  cut  the  mutton  to't. 

Sir  And.  And,  1  think,  I  have  the  back-trick>  lim- 
ply as  ftrong  as  any  man  in  Illyria. 

Sir  To.  Wherefore  are  thefe  things  hid  ?  wherefore 
have  thefe  gifts  a  curtain  before  them  ?  are  they  like  to 
take  dufr,  like^  miilrefs  Mali's  pidure?  why  doll  thou  not 
go  to  church  in  a  galliard,  and  come  home  in  a  coranto } 
liiy  very  walk  Ihould  be  a  jig  !  I  would  not  fo  much  as 
make  water  but  in  a  fink-a-pace  s  what  doft  thou  mean? 
is  it  a  world  to  hide  virtues  in  ?  I  did  think,  by  the  ex- 
cellent conilitution  of  thy  leg,  it  was  form'd  under  the 
ftar  of  a  galHard. 

Sir  And,  Ay,  'tis  Hrong,  and  it  does  indifferent  well 
in  a  fiame-colour'd  ftocking.  Shall  we  fet  about  fome 
revels  ? 

Sir  To.  What  fiiall  we  do  elfe  ?  were  we  not  born  un- 
der Taurus? 

Sir  And.  Taurus?  that's  fides  and  heart. 

Sir  To.  No,  Sir,  it  is  legs  and  thighs.  Let  me  fee 
thee  caper  i  ha !  higher:  ha^  ha  !— excellent. 

{Exeunt. 
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SCENE  changes  to  the  Palace. 
Enter  Valentine,  and  Viola  in  mans  attire, 

Val.  T  F  the  Duke  continue  thefe  favours  towards  you, 
X  Cefarioy  you  are  like  to  be  much  advanc'd  ;  he 
hath  known  you  but  three  days,  and  already  you  are  no 
Itranger. 

Vio.  You  either  fear  his  humour,  or  my  negligence, 
that  you  call  in  queftion  the  continuance  of  his  love.  Is 
he  inconftant.  Sir,  in  his  favours  ? 

VaL  No,  believe  me. 

Enter  Duke,  Curio,  and  Attendants* 

Vio,  I  thank  you  :  here  comes  the  Duke. 

Duke.  Who  faw  Cefarioy  hoa  ? 

Vio,  On  your  attendance,  my  Lord,  here. 

Duke.  Stand  you  a  while  aloof.  Cefario^ 

Thou  know'ft  no  lefs,  but  all :  I  have  unclafp'd 
To  thee  the  book  even  of  my  fecret  foul. 
Therefore,  good  youth,  addrefs  thy  gate  unto  her; 
Be  not  deny'd  accefs,  (land  at  her  doors. 
And  tell  them,  there  thy  fixed  foot  (hall  grow, 
'Till  thou  have  audience. 

Vio,  Sure,  my  noble  Lord, 
If  Ihe  be  fo  abandon'd  to  her  forrow 
As  it  is  fpoke,  fhe  never  will  admit  me. 

Duke.  Be  clamorous,  and  leap  all  civil  bounds. 
Rather  than  make  unprofited  return. 

Vio.  Say,  I  do  fpeak  with  her,  my  Lord  ;  what  then  ? 

Duke,  O,  then,  unfold  the  pafTion  of  my  love^ 
Surprize  her  with  difcourfe  of  my  dear  faith  ; 
It  lhall  become  thee  well  to  a6t  my  woes  5 
She  will  attend  it  better  in  thy  youth. 
Than  in  a  Nuncio  of  more  grave  afpeft, 

Vio.  I  think  not  fo,  my  Lord. 

Duke,  Dear  lad,  beheve  it :  . 
For  they  (hall  yet  belie  thy  happy  years. 
That  fay,  thou  art  a  man  :  Dianas  lip 
I5  not  more  fmooth  and  rubious  5  thy  fm^l  pipe 
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Is  as  the  maiden's  organ,  llirlll,  and  foun^ 
And  all  is  femblative  a  woman's  part. 
I  know,  thy  Conftellation  is  right  apt 
For  this  affair  :  fome  four  or  five  attend  him 
All,  if  you  will;  for  I  myfelf  am  beft 
When  leaft  in  company.    Profper  well  in  this,  , 
And  thou  (halt  live  as  freely  as  thy  Lord,. 
To  call  his  fortunes  thine. 

Vio.  ni  do  my  beft 
To  woo  your  Lady ;  yet,  a  biarrful  ftrife  f 
Who  e'er  I  woo,  myfelf  would  be  his  wife.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Olivia'^  Houfe. 

Enter  Maria  and  C/eivn, 

Mir,  jVT  A  Y,  either  tell  me  where  thou  haft  been,  or 
L\  I  will  not  open  my  Hps  fo  wide  as  a  briftle 
may  enter,  in  way  of  thy  excufe;  my  Lady  will  hang 
thee  for  thy  abfence. 

CU,  Let  her  hang  me;  he  that  is  well  hang*d  in  this 
world,  needs  fear  no  colours. 

Mar.  Make  That  good. 

C/o.  He  (hall  fee  none  to  fear.: 

Mar.  A  good  lenten  anfwer:  I  can  tell  thee  where 
that  faying  was  born,  of,  I  fear  no  colours. 

C/o.  Where,  good  miftrefs  Mary  F 

Alar.  In  the  wars,  and  that  you  may  be  bold  to  fay 
in  your  foolery. 

C/o.  Well,  God  give  them  wifdom  that  have  it ;  and 
thofe  that  are  fools,  Tet  them  ufe  their  talents. 

Mar,  Yet  you  will  be  hang'd  for  being  fo  long 
abfent,  or  be  turned  away ;  is  not  that  as  good  as  a 
hanging  to  you  ? 

C/o.  Marry,  a  good  hanging  prevents  a  bad  marriage; 
and  for  turning^  away,  let  fummer  bear  it  out. 

Mar.  You  are  refolute  then  ? 

C/o.   Not  fo  neither,  but  I  am  refolv'd  on  two 
points. 

Mar.  That  if  ©ne  break,  the  other  will  hold  ;  or  if 
Both  break,  your  gaskins  fall, 
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C!o.  Apt,  In  good  faith  ;  very  apt :  well,  go  thy  way; 
if  Sir  ^oby  would  leave  drinking,  thou  wert  as  witty  a 
piece  of  E've's  flelh  as  any  in  lllyria. 

Mar.  Peace,  you  rogue,  no  more  o'  that,  here  comes 
my  Lady  ;  make  your  excufe  wifely,  you  were  beft. 

Efjier  Oliv^ia,  a?:d  MalvoHo. 

Clo.  Wit,  and't  be  thy  will,  put  me  into  a  good  fool- 
ing !  thofe  wits,  that  think  they  have  thee,  do  very 
oft  prove  fools;  and  I,  that  am  fure  I  lack  thee,  may 
pafs  for  a  wife  man.  For  what  fays  ^inapalus.  Bet- 
ter a  witty  fool  than  a  foolifli  wit.  God  blefs  thee. 
Lady! 

Oli.  Take  the  fool  away. 

Clo.  Do  you  not  hear,  fellows  ?  take  away  the  Lady» 

Oli.  Go  to,  y'are  a  dry  fool ;  I'll  no  more  of  you  % 
befides,  you  grow  difhoneft. 

Clo.  Two  faults,  Madona,  that  drink  and  good  coun- 
fel  will  amend  ;  for  give  the  dry  fool  drink,  then  is  the 
fool  not  dry  :  Bid  the  difhoneft  man  mend  himfelf ;  if  he 
JTiend,  he  is  no  longer  difhoneft  ;  if  he  cannot,  let  the 
botcher  mend  him.  Any  thing,  that's  mended,  is  but 
patch 'd  ;  virtue,  that  tranfgrefTes,  is  but  patched  with 
iln  ;  and  fm^^  that  amends,  is  but  patch'd  with  virtue. 
If  that  this  iimpie  fyliogifm  will  ferve,  fo ;  if  it  will 
-  not,  what  remedy  ?  as  there  is  no  true  cuckold  but  ca- 
lamity, fo  beauty's  a  flower  :  the  Lady  bad  take  away 
the  fool,  therefore,  I  fay  again,,  take  her  away. 

Oli,  Sir,  I  bad  them  take  away  you. 

Clo,  Mifprifion  in  the  highell  degree.  -Lady,  Cu* 

cullus  non  facit  tnonachum ;  that's  as  much  as  to  fay,  I 
wear  not  motley  in  my  brain :  good  Madona,  give  me 
leave  to  prove  you  a  fool. 

Oli.  Can  you  do  it  ? 

Clo.  Dexteroufly,  gooA  Madona. 

Oli.  Make  your  proof. 

Clo.  1  muft  catechize  you  for  it,,  Madona  \  good  my 
moufe  of  virtue,  anfwer  me. 

Oli.  Well,  Sir,  for  want  of  other  idlenefs,  Til  bide 
your^  proof,  Qlo, 
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Clo.  Good  Madona,  why  mourn 'fl  thou  ? 

O//.  Good  fool,  for  my  brother's  death. 

C/o.  I  think,  his  foul  is  in  hell,  Madona. 

on.  I  know,  his  foul  is  in  heav'n,  fool. 

Clo,  The  more  fool  you,  Madona^  to  mourn  for  your 
brother's  foul  being  in  heav'n  :  take  away  the  fool.  Gen- 
tlemen. ,\ 

Oli,  What  think  you  of  this  fool,  MaHolio^  doth  he 
not  mend  ? 

Mai,  Yes,  and  fhall  do,  'till  the  pangs  of  death  fhake 
him.  Infirmity,  that  decays  the  wife,  doth  ever  make 
better  the  fooL 

Clo,  God  fend  you,  Sir,  a  fpeedy  infirmity,  for  the 
better  increafmg  your  folly  !  Sir  Tohy  will  be  fworn,  that 
I  am  no  fox ;  but  he  will  not  pafs  his  word  for  two 
pence,  that  you  are  no  fool. 

OH.  How  fay  you  to  that,  Maholio  ? 

MaL  I  marvel,  your  Ladyfhip  takes  deh'ght  in  fuch 
a  barren  rafcal ;  I  faw  him  put  down  the  other  day 
with  an  ordinary  fool,  that  has  no  more  brain  than  a 
ftone.  Look  you  now,  he's  out  of  his  guard  already ; 
unlefs  you  laugh  and  minifter  occafion  to  him,  he  is 
gagg'd.  I  proteft,  I  take  thefe  wife  men,  that  crow 
fo  at  thefe  fet  kind  of  fools,  no  better  than  the  fools' 
Zanies, 

OH.  O,  you  are  fick  of  felf  love,  MahoHo,  and  tafic 
with  a  diitemper'd  appetite.  To  be  generous,  guiltlefs, 
and  of  free  difpofition,  is  to  take  thofe  things  for  bird- 
bolts  that  you  deem  cannon-bullets :  there  is  no  flander 
in  an  allow'd  fool,  though  he  do  nothing  but  rail  :  nor 
no  railing  in  a  known  difcreet  man,  though  he  do  no- 
thing but  reprove. 

Clo.  Now  Mercury  indue  thee  with  leafing,  for  thou 
fpeak'ft  well  of  fools ! 

Enter  Maria. 

Mar,  Madam,  there  is  at  the  gate  a  young  Gentle^ 
man,  much  defires  to  fpeak  with  you. 
Oli*  From  the  Count  Orfino^  is  it  I 


Mar, 
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Mar,  I  know  not.  Madam,  'tis  a  fair  young  Man, 
and  well  attended, 

Oil.  Who  of  my  people  hold  him  in  delay  ? 

Mar.  Sir  ^oby^  Madam,  your  Uncle. 

Oli.  Fetch  him  off,  I  pray  you,  he  fpeaks  nothing 
but  madman :  fie  on  him !  Go  you,  Makjolio  ;  if  it  be 
a  fuit  from  the  Count,  I  am  fick,  or  not  at  home : 
What  you  will,  to  difmifs  it.  \Exit  Malvolio.]  Now  you 
fee.  Sir, .  how  your  fooling  grows  old,  and  people  dif- 
like  it. 

Clo.  Thou  haft  fpoke  for  us,  Madona,  as  if  thy  eldeft 
Son  Ihould  be  a  fool :  whofe  fcull  Jonje  cram  with  brains, 
for  here  comes  one  of  thy  Kin  has  a  mofl:  weak  Pia 
Mater  ! 

Enter  Sir  Toby. 

Oli,  By  mine  honour,  half  drunk.  What  is  heat  the 
gate,  Uncle?  « 

Sir  To,  A  Gentleman, 

Oli.  A  Gentleman  ?  what  Gentleman  ? 

Sir  To.  'Tis  a  Gentleman.    Here,  [^belches,']  A 

plague  o' thefe  pickle  herring !  how  now,  fot  ? 

Clo.  Good  Sir  Toby,  

Oli.  Uncle,  Uncle,  how  have  you  come  fo  early  by 
this  lethargy  ? 

Sir  To,  Letchery!  I  defie  letchery  :  there's  one  at 
the  gate. 

Oli.  Ay,  marry,  what  is  he  ? 

Sir  To,  Let  him  be  the  devil  and  he  Will,  I  care  not: 
give  me  faith,  fay  I.    Well,  it's  all  one.  S^^^^^ 

Oli.  What's  a  drunken  man  like,  fool  ?  ^ 

Clo.  Like  a  drown'd  man,  a  fool,  and  a  madman : 
one  draught  above  heat  makes  him  a  fool ;  the  fecond 
mads  him  ;  and  a  third  drowns  him. 

Oli.  Go  thou  and  feek  the  Coroner,  and  let  him  fit 
o'  my  Uncle  ;  for  he's  in  the  third  degree  of  drink ; 
he's  drown'd;  go,  look  after  him. 

Clo.  He  is  but  mad  yet,  Madom^  and  the  fool  fhall 
look  to  the  madman.  \^Ex,  Clouon. 


Enter 
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Enter  Malvolio. 

Mai.  Madam,  yond  young  Fellow  fwears  he  will 
fpeak  with  you.  1  told  him,  you  were  fick ;  he  takes 
on  him  to  underfiand  To  much,  and  therefore  comes  to 
fpeak  with  you.  I  told  him,  you  were  afleep;  he 
feems  to  have  a  fore-knowledge  of  that  too,  and  there- 
fore comes  to  fpeak  with  you.  What  is  to  be  faid  to 
him.  Lady  ?  he's  fortified  againfl  any  denial. 

Oil,  Tell  him,  he  fhall  not  fpeak  wkh  me. 

Mai.  He  has  been  told  fo  ;  and  he  fays,  he'll  ftarrd 
at  your  door  like  a  SherifTs  port,  and  be  the  fupporter  to 
a  tench,  but  he'll  fpeak  with  you. 

OH,  What  kind  o'  man  is  he  I 

Mai.  Why,  of  mankind. 

O//.  What  manner  of  man  ? 

Mai  Of  very  ill  manners  \  he'll  fpeak  with  yoa,  will 
you  or  no. 

°   Oli.  Of  what  perfonage  and  years  is  he  ? 

Mai.  Not  yet  old  enough  for  a  man,  nor  young 
enough  for  a  boy  ;  as  a  fqualh  is  before  'tis  a  peafcod, 
or  a  codling  when  'tis  almoft  an  apple  :  'tis  with  him 
in  ftanding  water,  between  boy  and  man.  He  is  very 
well- favour 'd,  and  he  fpeaks  very  fhrewifhiy  ;  one 
would  think,  his  mother's  milk  were  fcarce  out  of 
him. 

Oil.  Let  him  a'pproach  :  call  in  my  Gentlewoman. 
MaL  Gentlewoman,  my  Lady  calls.  {EpcU. 

Enter  Maria. 

OU,  Give  me  my  veil  :  come,  throw  it  o'er  my  face; 
We'll  once  more  hear  Orjlno's  embafiy. 

Enter  Viola. 

Vio.  The  honourable  Lady  of  the  houfe,  which  h 
Ihe? 

OH,  Speak  to  me,  1  fhall  anfwer  for  her  :  your  will  ? 

Fio.  Moil  radiant,  exquifice,  and  unmatchable  Beau- 
ty- 1  pray  you,  tell  me,  if  this  be  the  Lady  of  the 

houfe,  for  i  never  faw  her,    I  would  be  loth  to  cait 

away 
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away  my  fpeech ;  for,  befides  that  it  is  excellently  well 
penn'd,  I  have  taken  great  pains  to  con  it.  Good 
Beauties,  let  me  fuftain  no  fcorn  ;  I  am  very  comptlble, 
even  to  the  leaft  linifter  ufage. 
OIL  Whence  came  you.  Sir  ? 

F20.  I  can  fay  httle  more  than  I  have  ftudied,  and 
that  Queftion's  out  of  my  Part.  Good  gentle  One, 
give  me  modefl  afTurance,  if  you  be  the  Lady  of  the 
houfe,  that  I  may  proceed  in  my  fpeech. 

0/L  Are  you  a  Comedian  ? 

Fio.  No,  my  profound  heart;  and  yet,  by  the  very 
fangs  of  malice,  I  fwear,  I  am  not  that  I  piay.  Are 
you  the  Lady  of  the  houfe  ? 

O//.  If  I  do  not  ufurp  my  felf,  I  am. 

Fio.  Moll  certain,  if  you  are  (he,  you  do  ufurp  your 
felf;  for  what  is  yours  to  beftow,  is  not  yours  to  re- 
ferve  ;  but  this  is  from  my  Commiffion.    I  will  on  with 
my  fpeech  in  your  praife,  and  then  Ihew  you  the  heart 
of  my  meffage. 

O//.  Come  to  what  is  important  in't :  I  forgive  you 
the  praife, 

Fio.  Alas,  I  took  great  pains  to"  fludy  it,  and  'tis 
poetical. 

OU.  It  is  the  more  like  to  be  feign'd.  I  pray  you, 
keep  it  in.  I  heard,  you  were  faucy  at  my  gates ;  and 
I  allowed  your  approach,  rather  to  wonder  at  you  than 
to  hear  you.  If  you  be  not  mad,  be  gone ;  if  you  have 
reafon,  be  brief :  'tis  not  that  time  of  the  moon  with 
me,  to  make  one  in  fo  skipping  a  dialogue. 

Mar,  Will  you  hoift  fail,  Sir  ?  here  lyes  your  way. 

Fio.  No,  good  fwabber,  I  am  to  hull  here  a  little 
longer.  Some  mollification  for  your  Giant,  fweet  La- 
dy :  tell  me  your  mind,  I  am  a  Meffenger. 

OIL  Sure,  you  have  fome  hideous  matter  to  deliver, 
when  the  courtefie  of  it  is  fo  fearful.  Speak  your  of- 
fice. 

Fh  It  alone  concerns  your  ear.  I  bring  no  Over- 
ture of  war,  no  taxation  of  homage ;  I  hold  the  olive 
in  my  iiand  :  my  words  are  as  full  of  peace^,  as  matter. 
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on.  Yet  you  began  rudely.  What  are  you  ?  what 
would  you? 

Vio,  The  rudenefs,  that  hath  appeared  in  me,  have 
I  learn'd  from  my  entertainment.  What  I  am,  and  what 
I  vvould,  are  as  fecret  as  maiden-head;  to  your  ears, 
divinity  ;  to  any  other's,  prophanation. 

Oli.  Give  us  the  place  alone.  [^Exit  Maria.]  We 
will  hear  this  divinity.    Now,  Sir,  what  is  your  text  ? 

Vio.  Moll  fweet  Lady,  

Oli,  A  comfortable  Dodrine,  and  much  may  be  faid 
of  it.    Where  lyes  your  text  ? 

Via.  In  Orjino's  bofom. 

OH.  In  his  bofom  ?  in  what  chapter  of  his  bofom  ? 

Fio.  To  anfwer  by  the  method,  in  theiiril  of  his  heart. 

Oli.  O,  I  have  read  it ;  it  is  hereile.  Have  you  no 
more  to  fay  ? 

Fio.  Good  Madam,  let  me  fee  your  face. 

Oli,  Have  you  any  commiffion  from  your  Lord  to 
negotiate  with  my  face  ?  you  are  now  out  of  your 
text ;  but  we  will  draw  the  curtain,  and  fhew  you  the 
pidlure.  (3)  Look  you,  Sir,  fuch  a  one  I  wear  this 
prefent:  is't  not  well  done  ?  [Un^eili»g: 

Vio,  Excellently  done,  if  God  did  all. 

Oli.  'Tis  in  grain.  Sir  ;  'twill  endure  wind  and  weather. 

Vio,  'Tis  Beauty  truly  blent,  vvhofe  red  and  white 
Nature's  own  fweet  and  cunning  hand  laid  un  : 
Lady,  you  are  the  cruelPil  She  alive, 
If  you  will  lead  thefe  graces  to  the  Grave, 
And  leave  the  world  no  copy. 

(3)  Look  you,  Sir,  fuch  a  one  I  ivas  this  prefent :  is^t  not  *well 
done  This  is  Nonfenfe.  My  Corrc6lion,  I  think,  clears  all 
up,  and  gives  the  ExpreiTion  an  Air  of  Gallantry.  Viola 
prefles  to  fee  Olivia  s  Face  :  The  ©ther  at  length  pulls  off  her 
Veil,  and  fays  5  We  *will  draw  the  Curtain,  and  Jbew  you  tbi 
PiiSture.  I  wear  this  Complexion  to  day,  I  may  wear  another 
to  morrow?  jocularly  intimating,  that  She  painted.  The  O- 
ther,  vext  at  the  Jeft,  fays,  Excellently  done,  if  God  did 
all.'*  Perhaps,  it  may  be  true,  what  you  fay  in  Jeft  ;  other- 
wife  'tis  an  excellent  Face,    ^Tis  in  Grain,  &c.  replies  Oli'via. 

Mr.  JVarhurton. 

on. 
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Oli.  O,  Sir,  I  will  not  be  fo  hard-hearted :  I  will 
give  out  diverfe  fchedules  of  my  beauty.  It  lhall  be  in- 
ventoried, and  every  particle  and  utenfil  labell'd  to  my 
will.  .  A?,  Item,  two  lips  indifFerent  red.  Item,  two 
grey  eyes>  with  lids  to  them.  Item,  one  neck,  one  chin^ 
and  fo  forth.    Were  you  fent  hither  to  praife  me  ? 

Vio,  I  fee  you,  what  you  are ;  you  are  too  proud  ; 
But  if  you  were  the  Devil,  you  are  fair. 
My  Lord  and  Mafter  loves  you :  O,  fuch  love 
Could  be  but  recompensed,  tho'  you  were  crown 'd 
The  Non-pareil  of  Beauty  ! 

O//.  How  does  he  love  me  ? 

Vio,  With  adorations,  with  fertile  tears. 
With  groans  that  thunder  love,  with  fighs  of  fire. 

Oli.  Your  Lord  does  know  my  mind,  I  cannot  love 
him  ; 

Yet  I  fuppofe  him  virtuous,  know  him  noble. 

Of  great  eftate,  of  freHi  and  ftainlefs  youth ; 

In  voices  well  divulg'd;  free,  learnM,  and  valiant; 

And  in  dimenfion,  and  the  ihape  of  nature, 

A  gracious  perfon  ;  but  yet  I  cannot  love  him  : 

He  might  have  took  his  anfwer  long  ago. 

Vio,  if  I  did  love  you  in  my  mailer's  flame, 
With  fuch  a  fufPring,  fuch  a  deadly  life. 
In  your  denial  I  would  find  no  fenfe : 
I  would  not  underlland  it. 

Oli.  Why,  what  would  you  do  ? 

Via.  Make  me  a  willow  cabin  at  your  gat^. 
And  call  upon  my  foul  within  the  houfe  : 
Write  loyal  canto's  of  contemned  love. 
And  fmg  them  loud  even  in  the  dead  of  night : 
(4.)  Hollow  your  name  to  the  reverberant  hills. 
And  make  the  babling  gofTip  of  the  air 
Cry  out,  Olmia  /  O,  you  (hould  not  reft 
Between  the  elements  of  air  and  earth. 
But  you  fliould  pity  me. 

(4)  Hollow  your  Name  to  the  reverberate  Hills,']  I  have, 
againft  the  Authority  of  the  printed  Copies,  corrcfted^  revere 
tfrant.    The  AdJeCtivc  Paflive  makes  Nonfenfe* 

OIL 
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OH,  You  might  do  much  :  ^ 
What  is  your  parentage  ? 

Vio.  Above  my  fortunes,  yet  my  flate  is  well, 
I  am  a  gentleman. 

OH.  Go  you  to  your  Lord  ; 
J  cannot  love  him  :  let  him  fend  no  more ; 
Unlefs,  perchance,  you  come  to  me  again. 
To  tell  me  how  he  takes  it ;  fare  you  well : 
I  thank  you  for  your  pains ;  fpend  this  for  me. 

Vio.  I  am  no  fee'd  poft,  lady  ;  keep  your  purfe  : 
My  mafter,  not  my  felf ,  lacks  recompence. 
Love  makes  his  heart  of  flint,  that  you  fhall  love. 
And  let  your  fervour,  like  my  mailer's,  be 
Plac'd  in  contempt!  farewel,  fair  cruelty.  [£.v/V. 

Oli.  What  is  your  parentage  ? 
Aho<ve  my  fortunes^  yet  my  Jlate  is  "vjell:  — — * 
I  am  a  gentleman-— V\\  be  fworn  thou  art. 
Thy  tongue,  thy  face,  thy  lim.bs,  adVions  and  fpirit, 
Do  give  thee  five-fold  blazon — not  too  fall —  !  foft !  foft! 

Unlefs  the  mailer  were  the  man  How  now  ? 

Even  fo  quickly  may  one  catch  the  plague  ? 
Methinks,  I  feel  this  youth's  perfedions. 
With  an  invifible  and  fubtile  llealth. 

To  creep  in  at  mine  eyes.    Well,  let  it  bc   

What  ho,  Maholioy  

Enter  Malvolio. 

Mai.  Here,  Madam,  at  your  fervice. 

Oli.  Run  after  that  fame  peevilh  rnelfenger. 
The  Duke's  man  j  he  left  this  ring  behind  him. 
Would  I,  or  not:  tell  him,  I'll  none  of  it. 
Deflre  him  not  to  flatter  with  his  Lord, 
l^cr  hold  him  up  with  hopes ;  I  am  not  for  him  : 
If  that  the  youth  will  come  this  way  to-morrow, 
I'll  give  him  reafons  for't.    Hye  thee,  Maholio. 

Mai.  Madam,  I  will.  [E^it^ 

Oli.  I  do,  I  know  not  what ;  and  fear  to  find 
Mine  eye  too  great  a  flatterer  for  my  mind  : 
Fate,  Ihew  thy  force ;  our  felves  we  do  not  owe  ; 
W  hat  is  decreed,  muft  be;  and  be  this  fo  !  [Exit. 

ACT 
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ACT  11. 

SCENE,    the  Street. 
Enter  Antonio  and  Sebaftian. 

Antonio. 

WILL  you  ftay  no  longer  P  nor  will  you  not,  that 
I  go  with  you  ? 

Seb.  By  your  patience,  no :  my  flars  fhine 
darkly  over  me;  the  malignancy  of  my  fate  might,  per- 
haps, diflemper  yours  ;  therefore  I  lhall  crave  of  you 
your  leave,  that  I  may  bear  my  evils  alone.  It  were  a 
bad  recompence  for  your  love,  to  lay  any  of  them  on. 
yoo. 

Jnt.  Let  me  yet  know  of  you,  whither  you  are 
bound. 

Seb,  No,  footh,  Sir ;  my  determinate  voyage  is  meer 
extravagancy :  but  I  perceive  in  you  fo  excellent  a  touch 
of  modelly,  that  you  will  not  extort  from  me  what  I  am 
wilhng  to  keep  in  ;  therefore  it  charges  me  in  manners 
the  rather  to  cxprefs  myfelf :  you  mull  know  of  me  then, 
Antonio,  my  name  is  Sebaftian,  which  I  calFd  Rodorigo  ; 
my  father  was  that  Sebaftian  of  Mejfaline,  whom,  I 
know,  you  have  heard  of.  He  left  behind  him,  myfelf, 
and  a  filler,  both  born  in  one  hour ;  if  the  heav'ns  had 
been  pleas'd,  would  we  had  fo  ended  !  but  you,  Sir,  al- 
tered that ;  for,  fome  hour  before  you  took  me  from  the 
breach  of  thefea,  was  my  iiller  drown'd. 
Ant,  Alas,  the  day  ! 

Seb,  A  Lady,  Sir,  tho'  it  was  faid  fhe  much  rerem- 
bled  me,  was  yet  of  many  accounted  beautiful ;  but  tho* 
I  could  not  with  fuch  eftimable  wonder  over-far  believe 
that,  yet  thus  far  I  will  boldly  publiih  her,  fhe  bore  a 
isiind  that  envy  could  not  but  call  fair  :   Ihe  is  drown'd 

already, 
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already.  Sir,  with  fait  water,  tho'  I  fcem  to  drown  her 
remembrance  again  with  more. 

Ant,  Pardon  me.  Sir,  your  bad  entertainment. 

^eh,  O  good  Antonio,  forgive  me  your  trouble. 

Ant,  If  you  will  not  murther  me  for  my  love,  let  me 
be  your  fervant. 

heh.  If  you  will  not  undo  what  you  have  done,  that 
is,  kill  him  whom  you  have  recover'd,  defire  it  not.  Fare 
ye  well  at  once ;  my  bofom  is  full  of  kindnefs,  and  I  am 
yet  fo  near  the  manners  of  my  mother,  that  upon  the  leafl 
occafion  more,  mine  eyes  will  tell  tales  of  me :  I  am 
bound  to  the  Duke  Orjino''s  court;  farewel.  \^Exit. 

Ant.  The  gentlenefs  of  all  the  Gods  go  with  thee ! 
I  have  made  enemies  in  Orjlno'^s  court, 
Elfe  would  I  very  fhortly  fee  thee  there  : 
But  come  what  may,  I  do  adore  thee  fo. 
The  danger  fhall  feem  fport,  and  I  will  go. 

Enter  Viola  and  Malvolio,  at  fe^veral  doors. 

Mai.  Were  not  you  e'en  now  with  the  Countefs 

Olivia  ? 

Fio,  Even  now,  Sir ;  on  a  moderate  pace  I  have  lince 
arrived  but  hither. 

Ma/,  She  returns  this  ring  to  you,  Sir ;  you  might 
have  faved  me  my  pains,  to  have  taken  it  away  your 
felf.  She  adds  moreover,  that  you  fhould  put  your  Lord 
into  a  defperate  afTurance,  fhe  will  none  of  him.  And 
one  thing  more,  that  you  be  never  fo  hardy  to  come 
again  in  his  affairs,  unlefs  it  be  to  report  your  Lord's 
taking  of  this :  receive  it  fo. 

Fio,  She  took  the  ring  of  me.  Til  none  of  it. 

Mai.  Come,  Sir,  you  peevifhly  threw  it  to  her,  and 
her  will  is,  it  ihould  be  fo  return'd :  if  it  be  worth  ftoop- 
ing  for,  there  it  lyes  in  your  eye ;  if  not,  be  it  his  that 
finds  it.  [Exit. 

Fio.  I  left  no  ring  with  her ;  what  means  this  Lady  F 
Fortune  forbid,  my  outfide  have  not  charm'd  her  ! 
She  made  good  view  of  me ;  indeed,  fo  much. 
That,  fure,  methought  her  eyes  had  loft  her  tongue  5 
For  Ihe  did  fpeak  in  fiarts  diftraftedly  ; 

She 
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Slie  loves  me,  fure  ;  the  cunning  of  her  paflioii 

Invites  me  in  this  churlifh  meflenger. 

None  of  my  Lord's  ring  ?  why,  he  fent  her  none, 

I  am  the  man  If  it  be  fo,  (as,  'tis ;) 

Poor  Lady,  Ihe  were  better  love  a  dream. 

Difguife,  I  fee,  thou  art  a  wickednefs. 

Wherein  the  pregnant  enemy  does  much. 

How  eafie  is  it,  for  the  proper  falfe 

In  women's  waxen  hearts  to  fet  their  forms  \ 

Alas,  our  frailty  is  the  caufe,  not  we. 

For  fuch  as  we  are  made,  if  fuch  we  be. 

How  will  this  fadge  ?  my  mafter  loves  her  dearly. 

And  I,  poor  moniler,  fond  as  much  on  him  j 

And  fhe,  miflaken,  feems  to  dote  on  me.  , 

What  will  become  of  this  ?  as  I  am  man, 

My  ftate  is  defperate  for  my  mafter's  love ; 

As  I  am  woman,  (now,  alas  the  day  !) 

What  thriftlefs  fighs  (hall  poor  Oli^via  breathe  ? 

O  time,  thou  muft  untangle  this,  not  I  ; 

It  is  too  hard  a  knot  for  me  t'unty.  {^Exii. 

SCENE  changes  to  Olivia'^  Houfe. 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  and  Sir  Andrew, 

SirTo.  A  Pproach,  Sir  Andrenjo :  not  to  be  a  bed  after 
midnight,  is  to  be  up  betimes ;  atid  Dilucuh 
furgerey  thou  know'ft,  

Sir  And.  Nay,  by  my  troth,  I  know  not  :  but  I 
know,  to  be  up  late,  is  to  be  up  late. 

Sir  To,  A' falfe  conclufion  :  I  hate  it,  as  an  uniiird 
can ;  to  be  up  after  midnight,  and  to  go  to  bed  then» 
is  early  ;  fo  that  to  go  to  bed  after  midnight,  is  to  go 
to  bed  betimes.  Does  not  our  life  confifl  of  the  four 
elements  ? 

Sir  And,  'Faith,  fo  they  fay  ;  but,  I  think,  it  rather 
confifts  of  eating  and  drinking. 

Sir  To,  Th'art  a  fcholar,  let  us  therefore,  eat.  and 
drink.    Maria  !  I  fay  !  a  ftoop  of  wine. 


Vol.  in. 
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Enter  Clown, 

Sir  And,  Here  comes  the  fool,  i'fai'th. 

Clo,  How  now,  my  hearts  ?  did  you  never  fee  the 
|>i(5lure  of  we  three  ? 

^tr  To.  Welcome,  afs,  now  let's  have  a  catch. 

Sir  And,  By  my  troth,  the  fool  has  an  excellent  brcaft. 
I  had  rather  than  forty  fliillings  I  had  fuch  a  leg,  and  fo 
fweet  a  breath  to  fing,  as  the  fool  has.  In  footh,  thou 
waft  in  very  gracious  fooling  laft  night,  when  thou  fpok'ft 
of  Figrogrotnitusy  of  the  Vapians  pafling  the  Equino6liaI 
of  ^ubus:  'twas  very  good,  i'faith :  (  S  )  I  fent  thee 
fix- pence  for  thy  Leman,  hadft  it  ? 

Ch.  I  did  impeticos  thy  gratillity  ;  for  MahvoUo^i  nofe 
is  no  whip-ftock.  My  Lady  has  a  white  hand,  and  die 
Myrmidons  are  no  bottle-ale  houfes.  ^ 

Sir  And,  Excellent :  why,  this  is  the  beft  fooling, 
when  all  is  done.   Now,  a  Song.— 

5/V7>.  Come  on,  there's  Six-pence  for  you.  Let^ 
have  a  Song. 

Sir  And.  There's  a  tefeil  of  me  too ;  if  one  Knijjbt 
give  a ■■  * 

Ch.  Would  you  have  a  Love-fong,  or  a  Song  of  good 

life? 

Sir  7o.  A  Love-fong,  a  Love -fongv 

Sir  And.  Ay,  ay,  I  care  not  for  good  life* 

Clown  Jings. 

O  miftrefs  miniy  ^here  are  you  roamngf 
O  ftay  and  hear,  your  true  lovers  comings 

nat  can  fing  hoth  high  and  low. 
7rip  no  further 9  pretty  fiweeting  ; 
Journeys  end  in  lowers'  meetings 

E<very  wfe  mans  fin  doth  know. 

(5)  I  fent  t'bee  fx  pence  for  thy  Lemon,  badf  it?]  But  the 
Clown  was  neither  Pantler,  nor  Butler.  The  Poet's  Word  wa« 
certainly  miftaken  by  the  Ijnorance  of  the  Printers.  I  have 
rcftorM,  /man,  i.  ^.  I  fent  thee  Sixpence  to  fpend  on  thy 
Mftrefs*  ^. 
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iir  And.  Excellent  good,  iYaithi 
Sir  To.  Good,  good. 

Clo.  ff^iat  is  lo<n>e  ?  "'tis  not  hereafter  : 

Prefent  mirth  hath  prefent  laughter  : 

What^s  to  come,  is  fiill  unfure  5 
In  delay  there  lyes  no  plenty  : 
^hen  come  kifs  me^  fweet,  and  twenty  : 

Tou/h^s  a  fiuff  cwill  not  endure. 

Sir  And.  A  mellifluous  voice,  as  I  am  a  true  Knight* 

Sir  To.  A  contagious  breath. 

Sir  And.  Very  fweet  and  contagious,  Tfaith. 

Sir  To,  To  hear  by  the  nofe,  it  is  dulcet  in  contagion. 
But  fhall  we  make  the  welkin  dance,  indeed  ?  Shall  wc 
rouze  the  night-owl  in  a  catch,  that  will  draw  three  fouls 
out  of  one  weaver  \  fhall  we  do  that  ? 

Sir  And,  An  you  love  me,  let's  do't :  I  am  a  dog  at 
a  catch. 

Clo,  ByV  Lady,  Sir,  and  fome  dogs  will  catch  well. 

Sir  And.  Mod  certain ;  let  our  catch  be.  Thou  kna^e. 

Clo.  Hold  thy  peace 9  thou  kna^vty  Knight.  I  fhall  be 
COnibrainM  in't,  to  call  thee  knave.  Knight. 

Sir  And.  'Tis  not  the  firfl  time  I  have  conftfain'd  one 
to  call  me  knave.  Begin,  fool  j  it  begins.  Hold  thy 
peace. 

Clo.  I  fhall  never  begin,  if  I  hold  my  peace. 
Sir  And.  Good,  i'faith:  come,  begin. 

[They  fitig  a  catch » 

Enter  Maria. 

Mar.  What  a  cattcrwauling  do  you  keep  here  ?  if  my 
Lady  have  not  call'd  up  her  fteward,  Malvolio^  and  bid 
him  turn  you  out  of  doors,  never  truft  me. 

Sir  To.  My  Lady's  a  Catayan,  we  are  politicians, 
Malvolio^s  a  F eg-a-Ramfey ,  and  Three  merry  men  he  uue. 
Am  not  I  confanzuinious  ?  am  not  I  of  her  blood?  Tilly 
njolley.  Lady  /  tPer€  duuelt  a  man  in  Babylon,  Lady^ 
Lady.  l^i^gi^g" 

Clo.  Befhrew  me,  the  Knight's  in  admirable  fooling. 

Sir  And.  Ay,  he  does  well  enough  if  he  be  difpos'd, 

F  2  aiKt 
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and  fo  do  I  too  :  iie  does  it  with  a  better  grace,  but  I  do 
it  more  natural. 

Szr  To.  O,  f^e  t^wel/th  day  of  December,—  [Singings 

Mar.  For  the.'  love  o'God,  peace. 

Enter  Malvolio. 

MaL  My  maflers,  are  you  mad  ?  or  what  are  you  ? 
have  you  no  wit,  manners,  nor  honefty,  but  to  gabble 
like  tinkers  at  this  time  of  night  ?  do  ye  make  an  ale- 
houfe  of  my  Lady's  houfe,  that  ye  fqueak  out  your  co- 
piers' catches  without  any  mitigation  or  remorfe  of  voice? 
is  there  no  refpedl  of  place,  perfons,  nor  time  in  you  ? 

Sir  To.  Wjc  did  keep  time.  Sir,  in  our  catches.  Sneck 
up!   [Hiccough. 

Mai.  Sir  Tiohyy  I  muft  be  round  with  you.  My  Lady 
bade  me  tell  you,  that  tho'  Ihe  harbours  you  as  her  Uncle, 
Ihe's  nothing  ally'd  to  your  diforders.  If  you  can  fepa- 
rate  yourfelf  and  your  mifdemeanors,  you  are  welcom^ 
to  the  Houfe  :  if  not,  an  it  would  pleafe  you  to  take 
leave  of  her,  Ihe  is  very  vvilHng  to  bid  you  farewel. 

Sir  To.  Fare^ely  dear  heart,  Jince  I  tmjl  needs  he  gone. 

Mai.  Nay,  good  Sir  Tohy. 

Clo.  His  eyes  do  Jhe'iVy  his  days  are  almofi  done, 

Mai.  Is' t  even  fo  ? 

Sir  To.  But  I  will  never  die. 

Clo.  Sir  Tohy,  there  you  lie. 
.  MaL  This  is  much  credit  to  you. 

Sir  To.  Shall  I  hid  him  go  ?  l^i^^g^ng. 

Clo.  What  an  if  you  do  ? 

Sir  T^o.  Shall  I  hid  him  go,  and  fpare  not  P 

Clo.  O  no,  720,  no,  you  dare  not. 

Sir  To.  Out  o'  time,  Sir  ?  ye  lie  :  art  thou  any  more 
than  a  fteward  ?  doll  thou  think,  becaufe  thou  art  virtu- 
ous, there  fhall  be  no  more  cakes  and  ale? 

Clo.  Yes,  by  Saint  J72ne  ;  and  ginger  lhall  be  hot 
r  th'  mouth  too. 

Sir  To.  ThouVt  i'  th' right.    Go,  Sir,  rub  your  chain 
%vith  crums.    A  Itoop  of  wine,  Af-s-r/^.  ^  

Mai.  Miftrefs  Mary,  if  you  priz  d  iny  Lady's  favour 
at  any  thing  more  than  contempt,*  you  would  not  give 

means 
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means  for  this  uncivil  rule  j  fhe  (hall  know  of  it,  by  tbi's 
hand.  [ExU. 
Mar,  Go  (hake  your  ears. 

Sir  And,  'Twere  as  good  a  deed  as  to  drink  v/hen  a 
man's  a  hungry,  to  challenge  him  to  the  field,  and  then 
to  break  promife  with  him,  and  make  a  fool  of  him. 

SirTo,  Do't,  Knight,  I'll  write  thee  a  challenge:  or 
I'll  deHver  thy  indignation  to  him  by  word  of  mouth. 

Mar,  Sweet  Sir  'Tohy,  be  patient  for  to  night  ;  fince 
the  youth  of  the  Duke^s  was  to  day  with  my  Lady,  fhe 
is  much  out  of  quiet.  For  Moniieur  Maholio,  let  me 
alone  with  him  :  if  I  do  not  gull  him  into  a  nay-word, 
and  make  him  a  common  recreation,  do  not  think,.  I 
have  wit  enough  to  lie  flraight  in  my  bed  :  I  know,  I 
can  do  it. 

Sir  To,  PofTefs  us,  pofiefs  us,  tell  us  fomething  of  him* 
Mar.  Marry,  Sir,  fometimes  he  is  a  kind  of  a  Pu- 
ritan. • 

Sir  And,  O,  if  I  thought  that,  I'd  beat  him  like  a 
dog. 

Sir  To,  What,  for  being  a  Puritan?^  thy  exquifite  rea- 
fan,  dear  Knight. 

Sir  And,  I  have  no  cxquifite  reafon  for't,  but  I  have 
reafon  good  enougih. 

Mar,  The  devil  a  Puritan  that  he  is,  or  any  thing 
conftantly  but  a  time  pleafer;  an  afFedion'd  afs,  that 
€ons  ilate  without  book,  and  utters  it  by  great  fwarths : 
the  beft  perfuaded  of  himfelf :  fo  cram'd,  as  he  thinks, 
with  excellencies,  that  it  is  his  ground  of  faith,  that  all 
that  look  on  him,  love  him ;  and  on  that  vice  in  him 
will  my  revenge  find  notable  caufe  to  work. 

Sir  To.  What  wilt  thou  do  ? 

Mar,  I  will  drop  in  his  way  fome  obfcure  epiftles  of 
love,  wherein,  by  the  colour  of  his  beard,  the  fhape  of 
his  leg,  the  manner  of  his  gate,  the  exprefTure  of  his 
eye,  forehead,  and  complexion,  he  fhall  find  himfelf 
moft  feelingly  perfonated.  I  can  write  very  like  my 
Lady  your  Neice  ;  on  a  forg^^ten  matter  we  can  hardly 
make  diftindlion  of  our  hands. 

Sir  To.  Excellent,  I  fmell  a  device, 

F  3  Sir 
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Sir  And.  I  have't  in  my  nofe  too. 

Sir  To,  He  fhall  think  by  the  letters,  that  thou  wift 
drop,  that  they  come  from  my  Neke,  and  that  Ihe  is 
in  love  with  him. 

Mar,  My  purpofe  is,  indeed,  a  horfe  of  that  colour. 

Sir  And,  And  your  horfe  now  would  make  him  an  afeV 

Mar,  Afs,  I  doubt  not. 

Sir  And,  O,  'twill  be  admirable. 

Mar.  Sport  royal,  I  warrant  you :  I  know,  my  phy- 
fick  will  work  with  him.  1  will  plant  you  two,  and  let 
the  fool  make  a  third,  where  he  fhall  find  the  letter  : 
obferve  his  conftrudion  of  it :  for  this  night  to  bed,  and 
dream  on  the  event.    Farewel.  ^Exit. 

Sir  7o,  Gcod  night,  FenthifJea, 

Sir  And,  Before  me,  file's  a  good  wench. 

Sir  7o,  She's  a  beagle,  true-bred,  and  one  that  adores 
me  9  what  o'  that? 

Sir  And,  I  was  adorM  once  too. 

Sir  To.  Let's  to  bed,  Knight:  thou  hadft  need  fend 
for  more  mony. 

Sir  And,  If  I  cannot  recover  your  Neice,  I  am  a  foul 
ivay  out. 

Sir  To.  Send  for  mony.  Knight ;  if  thou  haft  her  not 
i'  th'  end,  call  me  cut. 

Sir  And.  If  I  do  not,  never  truft  me,  take  it  how  you 
will. 

Sir  To.  Come,  come,  I'll  go  burn  fome  fack,  'tisi 
too  late  to  go  to  bed  now :  come.  Knight ;  come. 
Knight.  l^Exeunti 
SCENE  changes  to  ihe.  Palace. 
Enter  Duke,  Viola,  Curio,  and  others. 

Dske.       I V  E  me  fome  mufick ;  now,  good  morrow 
friends : 

Kow,  good  Cefarioy  but  that  piece  of  fong; 
That  old  and  antique  fong,  we  heard  laft  night  if 
Mcthought,  it  did  reli^^ve  my  paflion  much  ; 
More  than  light  airs,  ar^trecolledled  terms 
Of  thefe  moft  brisk  and  giddy-paced  timcst 
Come,  but  one  verfe. 
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Cur.  He  is  not  here,  fo  pleafe  your  Lordflilp,  that 
fliould  fing  it. 

Duke.  Who  was  it? 

Cur.  Fepy  the  jefter,  my  Lord,  a  fool  that  the  Lady 
Oli<vlcC^  father  took  much  delight  in.  He  is  about  the 
houfe. 

Duke.  Seek  hhn  out,  and  play  the  tune  the  whife. 


Come  hither,  boy  ;  if  ever  thou  ftialt  love. 
In  the  fweet  pangs  of  it,  remember  me ; 
For  fuch  as  I  am,  all  true  lovers  are  ; 
tJnftaid  and  skrttifh  in  all  motions  elfe, 
Save  in  the  conftant  image  of  the  creature- 
That  is  belov'd.    How  doft  thou  like  this  tune  \ 

Vio.  It  gives  a  very  echo  to  the  feat 
Where  love  is  thron'd. 

Duke,  Thou  doft  fpeak  mafterly. 
My  life  upon't,  young  tho'  thou  art,  thine  eye 
Hath  ftaid  upon  fome  favour  that  it  loves ; 
Hath  it  not,  boy  ? 

Vio.  A  litde,  by  your  favour* 
Duke,  What  kind  of  woman  is't  ? 
Fio.  Of  your  complexipn.  ^ 
Duke,  She  is  not  worth  thee  then.  WlfiP^ears,  I'faith  } 
Vio,  About  your  years,  my  Lord. 
Duke,  Too  old,  by  heav'n  ;  let  ftill  the  woman  take 
An  elder  than  herfelf,  fo  wears  ftie  to  him ; 
So  fvvays  fhe  level  in  her  husband's  heart. 
For,  boy,  however  we  do  praife  ourfelves. 
Our  fancies  are  more  giddy  and  unfirm. 
More  longing,  wavering,  fooner  loft  and  won. 
Than  women's  are. 

Fio,  I  think  it  well,  my  lord. 
Duke,  Then  let  thy  love  be  younger  than  thyfelf. 
Or  thy  afFcdion  cannot  hold  the  bent : 
For  women  are  as  rofes,  whcfe  fair  flower. 
Being  once  difplay'd,  doth  fall  that  very  hour. 
Fio.  And  fo  they  are  :  alas,  that  they  are  fo. 


lExit  Curio.  {M^JicL 


Enter 


128  ,  Twelfth-Night:  Or, 


Enter  Curio  and  Clown. 

T>uh,  O  fellow,  come  ;  the  fong  we  had  laft  night>-^ 
Mark  it,  Cefarw,  it  is  old  and  plain  ; 
The  fpinfters  and  the  knitters  in  the  fun, 
And  the  free  maids  that  wave  their  thread  with  bones, 
Do  ufe  to  chant  it :  it  is  filly  footh, 
And  dallies  with  the  innocence  of  love> 
Like  the  old  age. 

Clo.  Are  you  ready,  Sir  ? 

Duke.  Ay  ;  pr'ythee,  fmg.  [Mujiek^ 

SONG. 

Come  amjay,  come  anvay^  death j 

And  in  fad  cyprefs  let  me  he  laid  ; 
Fly  awoay^  fly  aiAjay,  breathy 

I  am  flain  by  a  fair  cruel  maid. 
My  fhro^d  of  nJohitBi  fuck  all  wtb  j/w^ 

Q,  prepare  it. 
My  part  of  death  no  one  fo  tru$ 

Did fhare  it, 

l^ot  a  flonjjer^^oi  a  floiver  f^weet^ 

On  my  bXm  coffin  let  there  be  flro^jun  ; 
Not  a  friend^  not  a  friend  greet 

My  poor  corps,  uohere  my  hones  Jhall  he  thrown* 
A  thoufand  thoufand  fighs  to  fanje. 

Lay  me,  0  /  ^here 
True  lo^er  nenjer  find  my  gra^ve^ 

To  iveep  there. 

Duke,  There's  for  thy  pains. 
Clo,  No  pains,  Sir  ;  I  take  pleafure  In  Cnging,  Sir. 
Duke.  I'll  pay  thy  plcafure  then. 
Clo,  Truly,  Sir,  and  pleafure  will  be  paid  one  time  or 
other. 

Duke,  Give  me  now  leave  to  leave  thee. 

Clo,  Now  the  melancholy  God  proteft  thee,  and  the 
taylor  make  thy  doublet  of  changeable  tafFata,  for  thy 
Blind  is  a  very  opal !  I  would  have  men  of  fuch  conftancy 

put 
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put  to  fea,  that  their  bufinefs  might  be  every  thing,  and 
their  intent  every  where  ;  for  that's  it,  that  always 
makes  a  good  v  oyage  of  nothing.    Farewel.  [Exit, 
Duke.  Let  all  the  reft  give  place.   Once  more,  Ce- 

fartOy 

Get  thee  to  yond  fame  fovereign  cruelty  : 

Tell  her,  my  love,  more  noble  than  the  world. 

Prizes  not  quantity  of  dirty  lands ; 

The  parts,  that  fortune  hath  beftow'd  upon  her. 

Tell  her,  I  hold  as  giddily  as  fortune  : 

But  'tis  that  miracle,  and  Queen  of  Gems, 

That  nature  pranks  her  in,  attradls  my  foul. 

Vio.  But  if  Ihe  cannot  love  you.  Sir  • 

Duke.  It  cannot  be  fo  anfwer'di 

Vio.  Sooth,  but  you  muft. 
Say,  that  fome  Lady,  as,  perhaps,  there  is, 
Hath  for  your  love  as  great  a  pang  of  heart 
As  you  have  for  Olivia  :  you  cannot  love  her ; 
You  tell  her  fo  ;  muft  Ihe  not  then  be  anfwer'd  ? 

Duke.  There  is  no  woman's  fides 
Gan  bide  the  beating  of  fo  ftrong  a  pafTion, 
As  love  doth  give  my  heart :  no  woman's  heart 
So  big  to  hold  fo  much  ;  they  lack  retention. 
Alas,  their  love  may  be  call'd  appetite  : 
No  motion  of  the  liver,  but  the  palate. 
That  fufFers  furfeit,  cloyment,  and  revolt  j 
But  mine  is  all  as  hungry  as  the  Tea, 
And  can  digeft  as  much ;  make  no  compare 
Between  that  love  a  woman  can  bear  me. 
And  that  I  owe  Olivia, 

Vio.  Ay,  but  I  know  ■ 

Duke.  What  doft  thou  know  ? 

Vio.  Too  well  what  love  women  to  men  may  owe  j  ' 
In  faith,  they  are  as  true  of  heart,  as  we. 
My  father  had  a  daughter  lov'd  a  man. 
As  it  might  be,  perhaps,  were  I  a  woman,' 
I  fhould  your  Lordihip. 

Duke.  And  what's  her  hiftory  ? 

Vio.  A  blank,  my  Lord  :  (he  never  told  her  loVe, 
But  let  concealment,  like  a  worm  i'  th'  bud, 

F  5  Feed 
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Feed  on  her  damask  cheek  :  (he  pin'd  in  thought  i 
And,  with  a  green  and  yellow  melancholy. 
She  fat  like  Patience  on  a  monument. 
Smiling  at  grief.    Was  not  this  love,  indeed  ? 
We  men  may  fay  more,  fwear  more,  but,  indeed. 
Our  Ihews  are  more  than  will ;  for  ftill  we  prove 
Much  in  our  vows,  but  little  in  our  love. 

Duke.  But  dy'd  thy  fitter  of  her  love,  my  boy  ? 

Vio.  I'm  all  the  daughters  of  my  father's  houfe. 
And  all  the  brothers  too — and  yet  1  know  not  — — 
Sir,  ihall  I  to  this  Lady  ? 

Duke,  Ay^  that's  the  theam. 
To  her  in  hafte ;  give  her  this  jewel :  fay. 
My  love  can  give  no  place,  bide  no  denay.  [^ExeuHft 

SCENE  changes  to  OliviaV  Gardm. 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  Sir  Andrew,  and  Fabian. 

Sir  7o.       O  M  E  thy  ways,  Signior  Fabian. 

Fab.  Nay,  TH  come ;  if  I  lofe  a  fcruple 
of  this  fport,  let  me  be  boil'd  to  death  with  melan» 
choly. 

Sir  To.  Would'H  thou  not  be  glad  to  have  the  nig- 
gardly rafcally  fheep-biter  come  by  fome  notable  fhame? 

Fab.  I  would  exult,  man  ;  you  know,  he  brought 
me  out  of  favour  with  my  Lady,  about  a  bear-baiting 
here. 

Sir  To,  To  anger  him,  we'll  have  the  bear  again ; 
and  we  will  fool  him  black  and  blue,  (hail  we  not,  Sir 
AndreiA)  ? 

Sir  And.  An  we  do  not,  it's  pity  of  our  lives. 
Enter  Maria. 

Sir  To.  Here  comes  the  little  villain :  how  now,  my 
nettle  of  India  ?  ' 

Mar.  Get  y^  all  three  into  the  box- tree ;  Maholio^^ 
coming  down  this  walk,  he  has  been  yonder  i'  th'  fun 
pra6tihng  behaviour  to  his  own  fliadow  this  half  hour,' 
Obferve  him,  for  the  love  of  mockery;  for,  I  know, 

this 
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this  letter  will  make  a  contemplative  Ideot  of  him. 
Ciofe,  in  the  name  of  jeiling !  lye  thou  there  ;  for  here 
comes  the  trout  that  muft  be  caught  with  tickling. 

[T/i^rouus  do^n  a  Letter^  and  Exit. 

mi  Enter  Malvolio. 

Mat.  'Tis  but  fortune,  all  is  fortune.  Maria  once 
told  me,  (he  did  afFe(^  me  ;  and  I  have  heard  herfelf 
come  thus  near,  that  ihould  fhe  fancy,  it  Ihould  be  one 
of  my  complexion.  Befides,  (he  ufes  me  with  a  more 
exalted  refped,  than  any  one  elfe  that  follows  her.  What 
fhould  I  think  on't  ? 

Sir  To.  Here's  an  over-weaning  rogue.  i  «  

Fab.  O,  peace  :  contemplation  makes  a  rare  Tur- 
key-cock of  him;  how  he  jets  under  hi^  advanced 
plumes  I 

Sir  And.  'Slife,  I  could  fo  beat  the  rogue. 

Sir  To.  Peace,  I  fay. 

Mai.  To  be  Count  Maholio^ 

Sir  To.  Ah,  rogue  ! 

Sir  And.  Piftol  him,  piftol  hint 

Sir  To.  Peace,  peace. 

Mai.  There's  example  for't :  the  Lady  of  the  Strachj 
married  the  yeoman  of  the  wardrobe. 

Sir  And.  Fie  on  him,  j€%ebel  / 

Fab.  O,  peace,  now  he's  deeply  in  ;  look,  how  Ima- 
gination blows  him. 

Mai.  Having  been  three  months  married  to  her,  fitting 
in  my  ftate  

Sir  To.  O  for  a  ftone-bow,  to  hit  him  in  the  eye  !  — — * 

Mai.  Calling  my  officers  about  me,  in  my  branch 'd 
velvet  gown ;  having  come  down  from  a  day-bed,  where 
I  have  left  Olivia  fleeping. 

Sir  To.  Fire  and  brimeilone  ! 

Fab,  O,  peace,  peace. 

Mai.  And  then  to  have  the  humour  of  ftate ;  and  after 
a  demure  travel  of  regard,  telling  them,  I  know  my 
place,  as  I  would  they  Ihould  do  theirs  — ~  to  ask  for 
my  uncle  Toby  -  ■    ■  — 

Sir  To.  Bolts  and  ihackles! 

Fat; 
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FaL  Oh,  peace,  peace,  peace ;  now,  now. 

Ma/.  Seven  of  my  people  with  an  obedient  flart  make 
©ut  for  him  :  I  frown  the  while,  and,  perchance,  wind 
up  my  watch,  or  play  with  feme  rich  jewel.  Toty  ap- 
proaches, curtfies  tnere  to  me* 

Sir  To,  Shall  this  Fellow  live  ? 

Fab.  Tho'  our  filence  be  drawn  from  us  with  cares, 
yet,  peace. 

Mai  I  extend  my  hand  to  him  thus;  quenching  my 
femiliar  fniile  with  an  auftere  regard  of  controul. 
'  Sir  To,  And  does  not  Toby  take  you  a  blow  o'  th'  lips- 
then  ? 

MaL  Saying,  uncle  Tohy,  my  fortunes  having  call  me 
^n  your  Neice.  give  me  this  prerogative  of  fpeech — 
Sir  To.  What,  what  ? 
Mai.  You  mull  amend  your  drunkennefs. 
Sir  To.  Out,  fcab  f 

Fab.  Nay,  patience,  or  we  break  the  finews  of  our 
plot. 

Mlal,  Befides,  you  wafte  the  treafure  of  your  time  witk 
a  foohlh  Knight  

Sir  And.  \  hat's  me,  I  warrant  you. 

Mai'.  Ofit  SiT  Andrenv  

Sir  And,  I  knew,  '^twas  I  ;  for  many  do  call  me 
fool. 

Mai.  What  employment  have  we  here 

[Taking  up  the  Letter, 

Fah:  Now  is  the  woodcock  near  the  gin. 

Sir  To.  Oh  peace  !  now  the  fpirit  of  humours  intimate- 
reading  alcud  to  him ! 

Mai.  By  my  life,  this  is  my  Lady'is  hand:  thefe  be 
her  very  C's,  her  i/'s,  and  her  T's,  and  thus  makes 
fhe  her  great  P's.  It  is,  in  contempt  of  queftion>  her 
hand. 

Sir  And.  Her  C's,  her  C7's,  and  her  T's  :  why  that  ? 

Mai.  To  the  urknonxjn  beloved,  this,  and  my  good  uoijhes  ; 
her  very  phrafes :  By  your  leave,  wax.  Soft  I  and  the- 
impreffure  her  Lz^rr^r^,  with  which  (he  ufes  to  fealj  'tis^ 
Biy  Lady  :  to  whom  fhould  this  be  ? 

Fah.  This  wins  him,  liver  and  all. 

MaL 
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Mai.  Jove  know  I  lo^ve^  but  <who^  lips  do  not  mo've, 
no  man  muft  kno^.    No  man  muft  know  what  fol- 
lows? the  number's  alterM-'— no  man  muft  know 
if  this  ftiould  be  thee,  Maholk  P 

Sir  To.  Marry,  hang  thee.  Brock! 

Mai.  J  may  command  <where  I  adore ,  but  Jllence^  like  a 
Lucrece  knife^ 

^  With  bloodlefs  [troke  my  heart  doth  gore^    M.  O.  A.  I.» 
doth  fway  my.  life. 
Fab,  A  fuftian  riddle. 
Sir  To.  Excellent  wench,  fay  L 
Mai.  M.  O.  A.  L  doth  fvvay  my  life  ■  ■     nay^  but 

firft,  let  me  fee  let  me  fee  

Fah.  What  a  difh  of  poifon  has  fhe  drefs'd  him  ? 
Sir  To,  And  with  what  wing  the  ftallion  checks  at 
it  ? 

MaL  I  may  command  ^here  I  adore.  Why,  fhe  may 
command  me :  I  ferve  her,  ftie  is  my  Lady.  Why,  this 
is  evident  to  any  formal  capacity.  There  is  no  obftrudioa 

in  this  and  the  end  whatftiouJd  that  alphabetical 

pofition  portend?  if  I  could  make  that  refenible  fome^ 
thing  in  me  ?  foftly  M.  O.  A.  1. 

Sir  Toi  O,  ay  !  make  up  that ;  he  is  now  at  a  cold 
fcent. 

Fab,  Sowter  will  cry  upon' t  for  all  this,  tho' it  be  as 
rank  as  a  fox. 

MaL  M.  MaJ^olio^  M.^  why,  that  begins 

my  name. 

Fab,  Did  not  I  fay,  he- would  work  it  out  I  the  cur  is 
excellent  at  faults. 

Mai.  M.  But  then  there  is  no  confonancy  in  the  fe- 
quel ;  That  fufFer-s  under  probation  :  A  ftiould.  follow, 
but  O  does. 

Fob.  And  O  ftiall  end,  I  hope. 

Sir  To.  Ay,  or  I'll,  cudgel  him,  and  make  him  cryJ 

O. 

Mai,  And  then  /comes  behind. 

Fab.  Ay,  and  you  had  any  eye  behind  you,,  you 
might  fee  more  detraftion  at  your  heels  than  fortunes 
before  you.  : 

MaL 
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Mai  M,  0.^'  /.— 'this  fimulation  is  not  as  the 
former —  and  yet  to  crufli  this  a  little,  it  would  bow  to 
me,  for  every  one  of  thefe  letters  is  in  my  name.  Soft, 

here  follows  profe  If  this  fall  into  thy  hand^  reuol^e. 

In  tny  ftars  I  am  abo<ve  thee^  but  be  not  afraid  of  great- 
fiefs  ;  feme  are  born  great,  fime  atchie^ve  greatnefs,  and 
fome  ha*ve  greatnefs  thruft  upon  them*   7hy  fates  open  their 
handsi  let  thy  hlood  and/pirit  embrace  them  ;  and  to  inure 
thy  felf  to  ivhat  thou  art  like  to  be,  caft  thy  humble  Jlough^ 
und  appear  frejh.   Be  oppofite  nvith  a  kinfman,  furly  wth 
fer^ants :  let  thy  tongue  tang  arguments  of  ftate  ;  put  thy 
felf  into  the  trick  of  fingularity.  She  thus  ad'vi/es  thee, 
that  ftghs  for  thee.    Remember  n^ho  commended  thy  yellouj 
fockings,  and  <wijh'd  to  fee  thee  €*ver  crofs- garter" d,  1 
fayy  remember  5  go  to^  thou  art  made,  if  thou  dejtrefl  to  be 
fo    if  not,  let  me  fee  thee  a  fie^ard  fiill,  the  felloe  of 
fervants,  and  not  worthy  to  touch  fortunes'"  fingers,  Fare^ 
*iveL    She,  that  njuould  alter  fer'vices  nvith  thee.  The 
fortunate  and  happy  day-light  and  champian  difcovers  no 
more  :  this  is  open.  I  will  be  proud,  I  will  read  politick 
authors,  I  will  baffle  Sir  Toby,  I  will  wa(h  olF  grofs  ac- 
quaintance, I  will  be  point  devife,  the  very  man.   I  do 
not  now  fool  myfelf,   to  let  imagination  jade  me  j  for 
every  reafon  excites  to  this,  that  my  Lady  loves  me. 
She  did  commend  my  yellow  (lockings  of  late,   fhe  did 
praife  my  legs,  being  crofs-garter'd,  and  in  this  (he  ma- 
nifefts  her  felf  to  my  love,  and  wich  a  kind  of  injunftion 
drives  me  to  thefe  habits  of  her  liking.  I  thank  my  ftars, 
I  am  happy  :   I  will  be  ftrange,  flout,  in  yellow  ftock- 
ings,  and  crofs-garter'd,    even  with  the  fwiftnefs  of 

putting  on.    Jo've,  and  my  Itars  be  praifed  !  Here  is 

yet  a  poftfcript.    Thou  canft  not  chufe  but  knoiv  uuho  I 
am  ;  if  thou  entertainefi  my  love,  let  it  appear  in  thy  fmiU 
ing ;  thy  fmiles  become  thee  ^elL    Therefore  in  my  prefence 

ftill  fmile,  dear  my  f^eet,  Ipr'ythee,  Jo^,  I  thank 

thee  \  I  will  fmile,  T  vTill  do  every  thing  that  thou  wilt 
have  me.  .  \^Exit. 

Fab,  I  will  not  give  my  part  of  this  fport  for  apenfion 
of  thoufands  to  be  paid  from  tke  Sophy. 


Sit 
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Sir  To,  I  could  marry  this  wench  for  this  device, 
Sir  And,  So  could  I  too. 

To  And  ask  no  other  dof,Ty  with  her,  but  fucJi 
another  jeft. 

Enter  Maria. 

Sir  And,  Nor  I  neither. 
Fab,  Here  comes  my  noble  gull-catcher. 
Sir  To,  Wilt  thou  fet  thy  foot  o'  my  neck  ? 
Sir  And.  Or  o'  mine  either  ? 

Sir  To,  Shall  I  play  my  freedom  at  tray-trip,  and  be* 
come  thy  bond-flave  ? 

Sir  And,  I'faith,  or  I  either? 

Sir  To,  Why,  thou  haft  put  him  in  fuch  a  dream," 
that  when  the  image  of  it  leaves  him,  he  muft  rua 
mad. 

Mar,  Nay,  but  fay  true,  does  it  work  upon  him  ? 

Sir  To.  Like  Aqua  <vita  with  a  midwife. 

Mar,  If  you  will  then  fee  the  fruits  of  the  iport,  mark 
his  firft  approach  before  my  Lady :  he  will  come  to  her 
in  yellow  ftockings,  and  'tis  a  colour  flie  abhors ;  and 
crofs-garter'd,  a  fafhion  (he  detefts ;  and  he  will  fmile 
upon  her,  which  will  now  be  fo  unfuitable  to  her  difpo- 
fition,  being  addidled  to  a  melancholy,  as  fhe  is,  that  ic 
cannot  but  turn  him  into  a  notable  contempt :  if  you  will 
fee  it,  follow  me. 

Sir  To.  To  the  gates  of  Tartar ;  thou  moil  excellent 
devil  of  wit ! 

Sir  And.  Til  make  one  too.  [Exeunt, 
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ACT  III. 

S  C  E  N        Ollvia'x  Garden. 
Enter  Viola,  and  Clown^ 
Viola, 

SAVE  thee,  Friend,  and  thy  mufick  :  doft  thoii 
live  by  thy  Tabor  I 
do.  No,  Sir,  I  live  by  the  Church. 
Fio.  Art  thou  a  Churchman  ? 

Clo.  No  fuch  matter,  Sir ;  I  do  live  by  the  Church  i 
for  I  do  live  at  my  Houfe,  and  my  Houfe  doth  fland  by 
the  Church. 

Vio.  So  thou  may'ft  fay,  the  King  lyes  by  a  Beggar, 
if  a  Beggar  dwell  near  him:  or  the  Church  ftands  by 
thy  Tabor,  if  thy  Tabor  (land  by  ihe  Church. 

Clo.  You  have  faid,  Sir:  to  fee  this  age   A  fen- 

tence  is  but  a  chev'nl  glove  to  a  i,ood  witi  how  quickly 
the  wrong  fide  may  be  turned  outward  ? 

Vio.  Nay,  that's  certain;  they,  that  dally  nicely' 
with  words,  may  quickly  make  them  wanton. 

Clo.  I  would,  therefore,  my  Sifter  had  had  no  Name, . 
Sin 

Vh.  Why,  Man? 

Clo.  Why,  Sir,  her  Name's  a  word  ;  and  to  dally 
with  that  word,  might  make  my  Siller  wanton ;  but, 
indeed,  words  are  very  rafcals,  fmce  bonds  difgrac'd 
them. 

Vio.  Thy  reafon,  Man? 

C^.  Troth,  Sir,  I  can  yield  you  norie  without  words ; 
and  words  are  grown  fo  falfe,  I  am  loth  to  prove  rea- 
fon with  them. 

Vio.  I  warrant,  thou  art  a  merry  Fellow,  and  careft 
for  notliing* 

€Iq* 
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do.  Not  fo.  Sir,  I  do  care  for  fomething  ;  but, 
my  confcience,  Sir,  T  do  not  care  for  you  :  if  that  b 
to  care  for  nothing,  Sir,  I  would,  it  would  make  you 
invifible. 

Fio.  Art  not  thou  the  Lady  OU'vlas  Fool? 

Clo.  No,  indeed.  Sir ;  the  Lady  Olinjia  has  no  folly  ; 
Cie  will  keep  no  Fool,  Sir,  'tiil  ftie  be  married ;  and 
Fools  are  as  like  Husbands,  as  Pilchers  are  to  Herrings, 
the  Husband^s  the  bigger  :  I  am,  indeed,  not  her  Fool, 
but  her  Corrupter  of  Words. 

'Fio.  I  faw  thee  late  at  the  Duke  Orfino's, 

Clo.  Foolery,  Sir,  does  walk  about  the  Orb  like  the 
Sun ;  it  Ihines  every  where.  I  would  be  forry.  Sir, 
but  the  fool  fhould  be  as  oft  with  your  Mafter,  as  with 
tny  Miftrefs :  I  think,  I  faw  your  wifdom  there. 

Fio.  Nay,  an  thou  pafs  upon  me.  Til  no  more  with 
thee.    Hold,  there's  expences  for  thee. 

Clo,  Now  yo^e,  in  his  next  commodity  of  hair,  fend 
thee  a  beard  ! 

Vio.  By  my  troth.  Til  tell  thee,  I  am  almofl  fick  fof 
one,  though  I  would  not  have  it  grow  on  my  chin.  Is 
thy  lady  within  ? 

Clo,  Would  not  a  pair  of  thefe  have  bred,  Sir } 

Fio.  Yes,  being  kept  together,  and  put  to  ufe. 

Clo,  I  would  play  lord  Fandarus  of  Phrygiuy  Sir,  to 
bring  a  Crejftda  to  this  Troylus, 

Fio,  I  underftand  you.  Sir,  'tis  well  begg'd. 

Clo,  The  matter,  I  hope,  is  not  great.  Sir ;  begging 
but  a  beggar :  Crejpda  was  a  beggar.  My  lady  is 
within.  Sir,  I  will  confler  to  them  whence  you  come ; 
who  you  are,  and  what  you  would,  is'  out  of  my  wel- 
kin j  I  might  fay,  element ;  but  the  word  is  over-worn. 

Vio,  This  fellow  is  wife  enough  to  play  the  fool. 
And,  to  do  that  well,  craves  a  kind  of  wit : 
He  muft  obferve  their  mood  on  whom  he  jells. 
The  quality  of  the  perfons,  and  the  time; 
And,  like  the  haggard,  check  at  every  feather 
That  comes  before  his  eye.    This  is  a  pradlice. 
As  full  of  labour  as  a  wife-man's  art : 

For 
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For  folly,  that  he  wifely  fhews,  is  fit ; 

But  wife  men's,  folly  faH'n,  quite  taints  their  wit. 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  and  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  And,  Save  you,  gentlemag.  (6) 

Vio,  And  you.  Sir. 

Sir  To,  Dieu  wous  guarde^  Monfieur. 

Vio,  Et  'VQus  aujjt  J  *voftre  fsr^viteur. 

Sir  To,  I  hope,  Sir,  yoti  are  5  and  I  am  yours  

Will  you  encounter  the  Houfe?  my  Neice  is  defirous 
you  ftiould  enter,  if  your  trade  be  to  her. 

Fio,  I  am  bound  to  your  Neice,  Sir,  I  mean,  (he  i& 
the  lift  of  my  voyage. 

5/>      Tafte  }  our  legs,  Sir,  put  them  to  motion. 

Vio,  My  legs  do  better  underlknd  me.  Sir,  than  1^ 
underJdand  what  you  mean  by  bidding  me  tafte  my 
legs. 

Sir  To,  I  mean,  to  go,  Sir,  to  enter. 
Fio,  I  will  anfwer  you  with  gate  and  entrance;  bttt 
live  are  prevented. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Maria. 

Moft  excellent  acccmipUfh'd  lady,  the  heav*ns  rala 
odours  on  you! 

Sir  And.  That  youth^s  a  rare  Courtier  f  rain  odours  V 
well. 

Fio,  My  matter  hath  no  voice,  lady,  but  to  your 
©wn  moll  pregnant  and  vouchfafed  ear. 

(6)  Sir  Tobr  Save  youy  Gintkman, 

Vio.  And  you y  Sir, 

Sir  And.  £>ieu  vous  guard'e,  Monfieur • 

Vio.  Et  *vou5  auJJt  5  voire  Serviteur, 

Sir  And,  I  hope.  Sir,  you  are;  and  I  am  yours,] 
1  have  venturM  to  make  the  two  Knights  change  Speeches  J* 
this  Dialogue  with  Viola  5  and,  I  think,  not  without  good 
Rcafons.  It  were  a  prepofterous  Forgetfulnefs  in  the  Poet,  and 
out  of  all  Probability,  to  make  Sir  Andrew  not  only  fpeak 
French,  but  underftand  what  is  faid  to  him  in  it,  who  in  the 
ftpft       did  not  know  the  ET^UJb  of  Four^uoy. 
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And.  Odours,  pregnant,  and  vouclifafcd  :— — I'll 
get  'em  all  three  ready. 

Oli.  Let  the  garden  door  be  ftiut,  and  leave  me  to  my 
hearing.  [^Exeunt  Sir  Toby,  Sir  Andrew,  andMmd,^ 
Give  me  your  hand,  Sir. 

Fio.  My  duty.  Madam,  and  moft  humble  fervice. 

OH,  What  is  your  name  ? 

Vio,  Cefario  is  your  fervant's  name,  fair  Princefs. 

Oli,  My  fervant.  Sir?  *Twas  never  merry  world. 
Since  lowly  feigning  was  call'd  compliment: 
Y'are  fervant  to  the  Duke  Orjind,  youth. 

Vio.  And  he  is  yours,  and  he  muft  needs  be  yours  t 
Your  fervant's  fervant  is  your  fervant,  Madam. 

Oli.  For  him,  X  think  not  on  him :  for  his  thought^ 
Wou'd  they  were  blanks,  rather  than  filFd  with  me  \ 

Vio.  Madam,  I  come  to  whet  your  gentle  thoughts^ 
On  his  behalf. 

O//.  O,  by  your  leave,  I  pray  you;— 
I  bade  you  never  fpeak  again  of  him. 
But  would  you  undertake  another  fuit, 
I'd  rather  hear  you  to  follicit  That, 
Than  mufick  from  the  fpheres. 

Vio,  Dear  lady,— — 

Oli.  Give  me  leave,  I  befeech  you :  I  did  fen<I> 
After  the  laft  enchantment,  you  did  hear, 
A  ring  in  chafe  of  you.    So  did  I  abufe 
Myfelf,  my  fervant,  and,  I  fear  me,  you ; 
Under  your  hard  conftrudion  muft  I  fit. 
To  force  that  on  you  in  a  lhameful  cunning. 
Which  you  knew  none  of  yours.    What  might  yoti 
think  ? 

Have  you  not  fet  mine  honour  at  the  ftake. 
And  baited  it  with  all  th'  unmuzzled  thoughts 
That  tyrannous  heart  can  think?  to  one  ©f  your 
ceiving 

Enough  is  ihewnj  a  Cyprus,  not  abofom. 
Hides  my  poor  heart.    So  let  us  hear  you  fpeak. 

Vio,  I  pity  you. 

Oil,  That's  a  degree  to  lovc^ 
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Vio,  No,  not  a  grice  :  for  'tis  a  vulgar  proof. 
That  very  oft  we  pity  enemies. 

O//.  Why  then,  methinks,  'tis  time  to  fmile  again  ; 

0  world,  how  apt  the  poor  are  to  be  proud  \ 
If  one  Ihould  be  a  prey,  how  much  the  better 

To  fall  before  the  lion,  than  the  wolf!       [Clock  Jlrikes. 
The  clock  upbraids  me  with  the  wafte  of  time. 
Be  not  afraid,  good  youth,  I  will  not  have  you ; 
And  yet  when  wit  and  youth  are  come  to  harvcft. 
Your  wife  is  like  to  reap  a  proper  man  : 
There  lies  your  way,  due  weft. 

Vio,  Then  weftward  hoe  : 
Grace  und  good  difpofition  attend  your  lady  (hip  f 
You'll  nothing,  Madam,  to  my  Lord  by  me! 

Oli,  Stay  ;  pr'ythee  tell  me,  what  thou  think'ft  of 
me  ? 

V20.  That  you  do  think,  you  are  not  what  you  arc* 
Oli.  If  I  think  fo,  I  think  the  fame  of  you. 
Fio,  Then  think  you  right,  I  am  not  what  I  am. 
O//.  I  would  you  were,  as  I  would  have  you  be  f 
Vio.  Would  it  be  better,  Madam,  than  I  am  ? 

1  wifh  it  might,  for  now  I  am  your  fool. 

OH,  O,  what  a  deal  of  fcorn  looks  beautiful 
In  the  contempt  and  anger  of  his  lip  ! 
A  murderous  guilt  (hews  not  itfelf  more  foon, 
Than  love  that  would  feem  hid  :  love's  night  is  noon, 
Cefarioy  by  the  rofes  of  the  fpring, 
By  maid  hood,  honour,  truth,  and  every  thing, 
1  love  thee  fo,  that  maugre  all  thy  pride. 
Nor  wit,  nor  reafon^  can  my  paflion  hide. 
Do  not  extort  thy  reafons  from  this  claufe, 
For  that  I  woo,  thou  therefore  haft  no  caufe : 
But  rather  reafon  thus  with  reafon  fetter ; 
Love  fought  is  good ;  but  given,  unfought,  is  better* 

Vio.  By  innocence  I  fwear,  and  by  my  youth, 
I  have  one  heart,  one  bofom,  and  one  truth. 
And  that  no  woman  has  ;  nor  never  none 
Shall  miftrefs  be  of  it,  fave  I  alone. 
And  fo  adieu,  good  Madam  ;  never  more 
yiiW  I  my  malter's  tears  to  you  deplore. 
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on.  Yet  come  again ;  for  thou,  perhaps/may'ft  move 
That  heart,  which  now  abhors,  to  like  his  love. 

[^Exeunt, 

SCENE  changes  to  an  Apartment  In  OliviaV 


Enter  Sir  Toby,  Sir  Andrew,  and  Fabian. 

^.S/V T^T  O,  faith,  111  not  (lay  a  jot  longer.  ■ 

Sir  To»  Thy  reafon,  dear  venom,  give 

thy  reafon. 

Fab.  You  mlii^  needs  yield  your  reafon,  Sir  Andrew, 
Sir  And.  Marry  I  faw  your  neice  do  more  favours  to 

»  the  Duke's  ferving-mkn,  than  ever  ftie  beftow'd  on  me. 
I  faw't,  i*th'  orchard. 

Sir  To,  Did  fhe  fee  thee  the  while,  old  boy,  tell  me 

'that? 

Sir  A?id.  As  plain  as  I  fee  you  now. 
J     Fab. '  This  was  a  great  argument  of  love  in  her  to- 
r^ardsyou. 

Sir  And.  \Sligbt !  will  you  make  an  afs  o' me  ? 
Fab.  I  will  prove  it  legitimate.  Sir,  upon  the  oaths  of 
judgment  and  reafon. 

Sir  To.  And  they  have  been  Grand  Jury- men  fince 
before  iVd?^^  was  k  fail  or. 

Fab.  She  did  {hew  favour  to  the  youth  in  your  fight, 
only  to  exafperate  you,  to  awake  your  /doraioufe  va- 
^  lour,  to  put  fire  in  your  heart,'' and  brirallone  in  your 
J  liver.  You  fliould  tKen  have  accofled  her,  with  fome 
excellent  jefts,  iire-new  from  the  mint ;  you  fhould  have 
.  bang'd  the  youth  in^o  dumbnefs.    This  was  lo.ok'd  for 
.  at  your  hand,  ^  and  ithis  was  baulkt.    The  double  gilt  of 
this  opportunity  you  let  time  wa(h  off,  and  you  ar.e  now 
faird  into  the  north  of  my  lady's  opinion;  where  you 
»  will  hang  like  ran  Jficle  on  a  Dutchman  %  beard,  unlefs 
'  you  do  redeem  .it  iby  fome  Jaudable  attempt,  either  of 
valour  or  polity.'^ ■        .  . 

Sir  And,  AnTd-t^er  ati^y  way,  it  tnuft  be  with  valour  ; 
for  policy  I  haiV  r  I  had  as  lief  be  a  Brovjnift^  as  a  pc- 
litician,  .  * 

Sit 
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Sir  To.  Why  then,  build  me  thy  fortunes  upon  the  ba* 
lis  of  valour  1  challenge  me  the  Duke's  youth  to  fight 
with  him ;  hurt  him  in  eleven  places ;  Jmy  neice  fhall 
take  note  of  it ;  and  affure  thyfelf,  there  is  no  love- 
broker  in  the  world  can  more  prevail  in  man's  commen- 
<lation  with  woman  than  report  of  valour. 
FaL  There  is  no  way  but  this.  Sir  ^ndremj,  ^ 
Sir  And.  Will  either  of  you  bear  me^  a  challenge  to 
him  ? 

Sir  To.  Go,  write  in  a  martial  hands  be  corft  and 
brief :  it  is  no  matter  how  witty,  ib  it  be  eloquent,  and 
full  of  invention ;  {7)  taunt  him  with  the  licence  of  ink ; 
if  thou  thou  ft  him  fome  thrice,  it  (hall  not  be  amifs ; 
and  as  many  lies  as  will  lye  in  thy  ftieet  of  paper,  al- 
though the  flieet  were  big  enough  for  the  bed  of  Wart 
in  England  I  fet  'em  down,  go  about  it.  Let  there  be 
gall  enough  in  thy  ink,  tho*  thou  write  with  a  goofe-t 
pen,  no  matter  :  about  it. 

(7)  l^aunt  him  vsith  tjfe  Lhenci  of  Ink  ^  if  thou  thou'ft  him 
fame  thrice.'}  There  is  no  Doubt,  I  think,  but  this  Paflage  is 
One  ©f  thofe,  in  which  our  Author  intended  to  (hew  his  Rc- 
fpcd  for  Sir  Walter  JRaleighy  and  a  lDet«ilation  of  the  Virulence 
of  his  Profecutors,   The  Words  quoted,  feemed  to  mc  directly 
leveli'd  at  the  Attorney-General  Coke,  who,  in  the  Trial  of 
Sir  fValter,  attacked  him  with  all  the  following  indecent  Ex- 
preffions.— "  All  that  he  did  was  by  thy  Inftigation,  thott 
Viper  5  for  1  thou  thee,  thou  Tr^yfor  ! "  (Here,  by  the  way, 
are  the  Poet'j  three  thou'f .)      Tou  are  an  odious  Man,^*  — 
Is  he  bafe  f  1  return  it  into  thy  Throat,  on  his  behalf  —  "  O 
damnable  Atheifi  /'*  ■    ■"         Thou  art  a  Monfier  5  thou  hafi  an 
Englifti  Face,  hut  a  Spanifti  Hf^r/.'*— "  *JhoH  haft  a  Spanifli 
Heart,  and  thyfelf  art  a  Spider  of  Hell.''--^     Go  to,  I  wilt 
lay  thee  on  thy  Back  for  the  confident"* fi  Tray  tor  that  ever  camt 
«<  at  a  Bar,  &c.*'  Is  not  here  all  the  Licence  of  Tongue,  which 
the  Pcet  fatyrically  prefcribes  to  Sir  Andrrtv's  Ink  ?   And  how 
mean  an  Opinion  Shakefpeare  had  of  thefe  petulant  InveAives, 
is  pretty  evident  from  his  Clofe  of  this  Speech  ;  Let  there  be  Gall 
enough  in  thy  Ink,  tho^  thou  write  it  with  a  Goofe>pen,  no  matter, 

 A  keener  La(h  at  the  Attorney  for  a  Fool,  than  all  the 

Contumelies  the  Attorney  threw  at  the  Prifonerj  as  «  fuppos*d 
Traytor  I 

5r> 
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Sir  And.  Where  fhall  I  find  you  ? 

7(7.  We'll  call  thee  at  the  Cubicuk :  go. 

{Exit  Sir  Andrew. 
Fab.  This  is  a  dear  manikin  to  you.  Sir  7oby. 
^  Sir  To.  I  have  been  dear  to  him,  lad,  fome  two  thou- 
land  ftrong  or  fo. 

Fab.  We  (hall  have  a  rare  letter  from  him  i  but  you'll 
Dot  deliver't. 

Sir  To.  Never  truft  me  thai ;  and  by  all  means  flir  on 
the  youth  to  an  anfwer.  I  think,  oxen  and  wainropes 
cannot  hale  them  together.  For  Andrenjo,  if  he  were 
openM,  and  you  find  fo  much  blood  in  his  liver  as  will 
clog  the  foot  of  a  flea,  I'll  eat  the  reft  of  th'  anatomy. 

Fab.  And  his  oppofite,  the  youth,  bears  in  his  vifage 
no  great  prtfage  of  cruelty. 

Enter  Maria. 

Sir  To.  Look,  where  the  youngeft  wren  of  nine  comes.' 

A/tfr.  If  you  deiire  the  fpleen,  and  will  Jaugh  your- 
felves  into  flitches,  follow  me  :  yond  gull  MahoHo  k 
turned  Heathen,  a  very  Renegado;  for  there  is  no 
Chriftian,  that  means  to  be  fav'd  by  believing  rightly, 
can  ever  believe  fuch  impoflible  paffagcs  of  groflhefs. 
He's  in  yellow  ftockings . 

Sir  To.  And  crofs-garter'd? 

Mar.  Moft  villainoufly  ;  like  a  pedant  that  keeps  a 
fchool  i'th'  church  :  I  have  dogg'd  him,  like  his  mur- 
therer.  He  does  obey  every  point  of  the  letter,  that  I 
dropt  to  betray  him ;  he  does  fmile  his  face  into  more 
lines  than  is  in  the  new  map,  with  the  augmentation  of 
^  the  Indies ;  you  have  not  feen  fuch  a  thing,  as  'tis ;  I 
can  hardly  forbear  hurling  things  at  him.  I  know,  my 
lady  will  flrike  him  ;  if  ftie  do,  he'll  fmile,  and  take't 
for  a  great  favour. 

Sir  To.  Come,  bring  us,  bring  us  where  he  is. 

[^Exeunt, 
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SCENE  changes  to  the  Street. 
Enter  Sebaftian  and  Anthonio. 

Seb,  T  Would  not  by  my  will  have  troubled  you. 

X  But  fince  you  make  your  pleafure  of  your  painSj; 
I  will  no  further  chide  you. 

Jnt.  I  could  not  ftay  behind  you  ;  my  defire, 
(More  fharp  than  filed  Heel,)  did  fpur  me  forth  ; 
And  not  all  love  to  fee  you,  (tho'  fo  much, 
As  might  have  drawn  one  to  a  longer  voyage.) 
But  jealoufie  what  might  befal  your  travel, 
Being  skillefs  in  thefe  parts ;  which  to  a  ftranger, 
Unguided  and  unfriended,  often  prove 
Rough  and  unhofpitable.  My  willing  love. 
The  rather  by  thefe  arguments  of  fear. 
Set  forth  in  your  purfuit. 

Seb.  My  kind  Anthonio, 
(8)  I  can  no  other  anfwer  raake>  but  thanks ; 
And  thanks,  and  ever  thanks;  arid  oft  good  turns 
•Are  (hufHed  off  with  fuchun  current  pay  j 
But  \yere  my  worth,  as  is  my  confcience,  firm. 
You  ftiould  find  better  dciling  :  what'^  to  do  ? 
Shall  we  go  fee  the  relicks  of  this  town? 

(8)  I  can  no  other  Anfiver  make  but  Thanks, 
j^rd  Thanks  :  and  ever- oft  good  Turns 

Are  Jhuffied  off  <with  fucb  uncurrent  Pay  ;  ]  It  muft  be  ob* 
Lvious  to  every  Reader,  who  has  the  leaft  Knowledge  in  Veri- 
fication, that  the  fecond  Line  is  too  fhort  by  a  whole  Foot  5 
however  the  Editors  have  indolently  pafsM  it  over  without  Suf- 
picion.  Then,,  who  ever  heard  of  this  goodly  double  Adver^), 
.  eij.er-ofty  which  feems  to  have  as  much  Propriety  as,  altvays- 
fometimes  ?'  As  I  have  reftor'd  the  Paflage,  it  is  very  much  in 
our  Author's  Manner,  and  Mode  of  Expreflion.  So,  in  Cyw- 
,hetine  ;  ^ 

 Since  when  I  have  been  Debtor  to  Tsu  for  Courtejies,  which 

J  ivill  be  ever  to  pay,  and  yet  pay  ftill. 
And  in  All's  lueii,  that  Ends  ivelL 

And  let  me  buy  your  friendly  Help  thus  far. 
Which  Iivill  over- pay,  and  pay  again 
Wken  I  have  found  it* 

Ant. 
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Jnt,  To-morrow,  Sir  j  bed,  firft,  go  fee  your  lodg- 
ing- 

Seb.  I  am  not  weary,  and  *tis  long  to  night ; 
T  pray  yoa,  let  us  fatislie  our  eyes 
With  the  memorials,  and  the  things  of  fame, 
That  dp  renown  this  city. 

jint,  'Would,  you'd  pardon  me  : 
I  do  not  without  danger  walk  thefe  ftreets. 
Once  in  afea-fight  'gainft  the  Duke  his  gah^ies, 
J  did  fome  fervice,  of  fuch  note,  indeed, 
That  were  I  ta'en  here,  it  would  fcarce  be  anfwer'd. 

Seb.  Belike,  you  flew  great  number  of  his  people. 

Ant.  Th'  offence  is  not  of  fuch  a  bloody  nature, 
Albeit  the  quality  of  the  time  and  quarrel 
Might  well  have  given  us  bloody  argument : 
It  might  have  fmce  been  ^ufwe^'d  in  repaying 
What  we  took  from  them,  which,  for  traffick's  fake. 
Moil  of  our  city  did.    Only  myfelf  ftood  out ; 
For  which,  if  1  be  lapfed  in  this  place, 
I  (hall  pay  dear. 

Seb.  Do  not  then  walk  too  open. 

Ant,  It  doih  not  fit  me  :  hold,  Sir,  here's  my  purfc. 
In  the  fouth  fuburbs  at  the  Elephant 
Is  bed  to  lodge  :  I  will  befpeak  our  diet. 
Whiles  you  beguile  your  time,  and  feed  your  knowledge 
With  viewing  of  the  town ;  there  (hall  you  have  me. 

Seb,  Why  I  your  purfe? 

Ant.  Haply,  your  eye  (hall  light  upon  fome  toy 
You  have  defire  to  purchafe  ;  and  your  flore, 
I  think,  is  not  for  idle  markets.  Sir. 

Seb.  I'll  be  your  purfe-  bearer,  and  leave  you  for 
An  hour. 
•  Ant.  To  th'  Elephant, 

Seb.  I  do  remember.  {Exeuftt. 
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SCENE  changes  to  Olivia'^  Houfe. 

Enter  Olivia,  and  Maria. 

on.  (9)  T  Have  fent  after  him ;  fay,  he  will  come ; 

X  How  fhall  I  feaft  him?  what  beftow  oni 
him  ? 

For  youth  is  bought  more  oft,  than  begg'd  or  bor- 
rowed. 

I  fpeak  too  loud.  

"Where  is  MaholioP  he  is  fad  and  civil. 

And  fuits  well  for  a  fervant  with  my  fortunes. 

Where  is  Maholio  ? 

Mar.  He's  coming,  Madam ;  but  in  very  ftrange 
manner. 
He  is  fure  polTeft,  Madam. 

OIL  Why,  what's  the  matter,  does  he  rave? 

I^ar.  No,  Madam,  he  does  nothing  but  fmile  ;  your 
ladyfhip  were  beft  to  have  fome  guard  about  you,  if  he 
come  ;  for,  fure,  the  man  is  tainted  in  his  wits. 

Oli.  Go  call  him  hither. 

Enter  Malvolio. 

I'm  as  mad  as  he, 

If  fad  and  merry  madnefi  equal  be. 

How  now,  Maholio? 

Mai,  Sweet  lady,  ha,  ha.  [Smiles  fantafiically, 

Oli,  Smil'fl:  thou  ?   I  fent  for  thee  upon  a  fad 

occafion. 

(9)  J  have  fent  after  bim',  he  fays  he'll  come.]  But  Who  did 
he  fay  fo  to  ?  Or  from  Whom  could  my  Lady  have  any  fuch 
Intelligence  ?  Her  Servant  employed  upon  this  Errand,  was 
not  yet  returned  5  and,  when  he  does  return,  he  brings  Word, 
that  the  Youth  would  hardly  be  intreated  back.  I  am  per-| 
fuaded,  She  was  intended  rather  to  be  in  Sufpenfe,  and  deli- 
berating with  Herfelf  :  putting  the  Suppofition  that  he  would 
come:  and  asking  Herfelf,  in  that  Cafe,  how  She  ihould  en- J 
tertain  him.  j 

Ma/.l 
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MaL  Sad,  lady  ?  I  could  be  fad ;  this  does  makefomc 
obftrudlion  in  the  blood  i  this  crofs- gartering  ;  but  what 
of  it  ?  if  it  pleafe  the  eye  of  One,  it  is  with  me  as  the 
very  true  fonnet  is :  Pleafe  one,  and  pleafe  alL 

Oil.  Why  ?  how  doft  thou,  man  ?  what  is  the  matter 
with  thee. 

Mai  Not  black  in  my  mind,  tho'  yellow  in  my  legs : 
it  did  come  to  his  hands,  and  commands  fhall  be  exe- 
cuted.  I  think,  we  do  know,  that  fweet  Roman  hand. 

Oil.  Wilt  thou  go  to  bed,  Maholio? 

Mai.  To  bed?  ay,  fweet  heart;  and  I'll  come  to 
thee. 

O//.  God  comfort  thee  !  why  doft  thou  fmile  fo,  and 
kifs  thy  hand  fo  oft  ? 

Mar,  How  do  you,  Maholio  P 

Mai.  At  your  requeft  ? 
Yes,  nightingales  anfwer  daws  ! 

Mar,  Why  appear  you  with  this  ridiculous  boldnefs 
before  my  lady  ? 

MaL  Be  not  afraid  of  Greatnefs ; — 'twas  well  writ. 

O//.  What  meaneft  thou  by  that,  Maholio  F 

MaL  Some  are  born  Great  

OIL  Ha? 

MaL  Some  atchieve  Greatnefs  — — 
on.  What  fay'ft  thou  ? 

MaL  And  fome  have  Greatnefs  thruft  upon  them  — 
OH,  Heaven  reftore  thee! 

MaL  Remember  ,  who  commended  thy  yellow  flock- 

ings.   

Oli.  Thy  yellow  ftockings  ? 

MaL  And  wi(h'd  to  fee  thee  crofs-garter'd  — — 

Oli,  Crofs  garter'd? 

MaL  Go  to,  thou  art  made,  if  thou  defireft  to  be 

fo  

Oli,  Am  I  made? 

MaL  If  not,  let  me  fee  thee  a  fervant  ftill. 
Oli,  Why,  this  is  a  very  midfummer  madnefs. 

G  2  Enter 
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Enter  Servant. 

Ser,  Madam,  the  young  gentleman  of  the  Duke  Or* 
fmo\  is  returned  i  I  could  hardly  entreat  him  back ;  he 
attends  your  ladyfliip's  pleafure. 

Oli  I'll  come  to  him.  Good  Maria,  let  this  fellow 
be  look'd  to.  Where's  my  uncle  To6y  ?  let  Tome  of  my 
people  have  a  fpccial  care  of  him ;  1  would  not  have 
him  mifcarry  for  half  of  my  dowry.  {Exit, 
MaL  Oh,  oh  !  do  you  come  near  me  now  ?  no  worfe 
man  than  Sir  T^ohy  to  look  to  me  !  this  concurs  diredly 
with  the  letter  ;  fhc  fends  him  on  purpofe  that  I  may 
appear  ftubborn  to  him  ;  for  flie  incites  me  to  that  in  the 
letter.    Caft  thy  humble  ilough,  fays  Ihe      be  oppofite 

with  a  kinfman, — furly  with  fervants,  let  thy  tongue 

tang  with  arguments  of  flate, — — put  thyfelf  into  the 

trick  of  fingularity  ;  and  confequently  fets  down  the 

manner  how  ;  as  a  fad  face,  a  reverend  carriage,  a  flow 
toiigue,  in  the  habit  of  fome  Sir  of  note,  and  fo  forth. 
I  have  lim'd  her,  but  it  is  Jove\  doing,  and  Jo^e  make 
me  thankful !    and  when  Qie  went  a.vay  now,   let  this 
fellow  be  look'd  to  :  Fellow  !  not  Maholio,  nor  after  my 
degree,  but  fellow.  Why,  every  thing  adheres  together, 
that  no  dram  of  a  fcruple,  no  fcruple  of  a  fcruple,  no. 
obftacle,  no  incredulous  or  unfafe  circumilance  —  what 
can.  be  faid  ?  Nothing,  that  can  be,  can  come  between 
me  and  the  full  prolped  of  my  hopes.  Well,  Jo'Viy  not 
J,  is  the  doer  of  this,  and  he  is  to  be  thanked. 
Enter  Sir  Tohy,  Fabian,  W  Maria. 

"  Sir  To.  Which  way  is  he,  in  the  name  of  fandity  ?  if 
all  the  devils  in  hell  be  drawn  in  little,  and  Legion  him- 
felf  poiTefc  him,  yet  Til  fpeak  to  him.  ^ 

Fab.  Here  he  is,  here  he  is ;  how  is  t  with  you.  Sir  > 
how  is't  with  you,  man  ?  ^  • 

MaL  Go  off;  I  difcard  you;  let  me  enjoy  my  pri- 

vacv  *.  CjO  off. 

Mar  ho,  how  hollow  the  fiend  fpeaks  wichin  him  I 
did  not  I  teli  you  I  Sir  Toby,  my  laxly  prays  you  to  have 
A  care  of  him. 

MaL 
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Mai.  Aha       does  Ihe  fo  ? 

Sir  To,  Go  to,  go  to;  peace,  peace,  wc  muft  deal 
gently  with  him  :  let  me  alone.  How  do  you,  MahoHo? 
how  is't  with  you  ?  what !  man,  defie  the  devil ;  conli- 
der,  he's  an  enemy  to  mankind. 

MaL  Do  you  know  what  you  fay  ? 

Mar.  Lq.j  yon  I  if  you  fpeak  ill  of  the  devil,  how  he 

takes  it  at  heart,  Pray  God,  he  be  riot  be- 

witch'd. 

Fa^.  Carry  his  water  to  th'  wife  woman. 

Mar,  Marry,  and  it  (hall  be  done  to-morrow  morning 
jf  I  live.  My  lady  would  not  lofe  him  for  more  than 
I'll  fay. 

MaL  How  now,  miftrefs  ? 

Mar,  O  lord  !  

Sir  To,  Pr'ythee,  hold  thy  peace  ;  that  is  not  the 
way  :  do  you  not  fee,  you  move  him  ?  let  me  alone 
with  him. 

Fab,  No  way  but  gentlenefs,  gently,  gently  ;  the  fiend 
is  rough,  and  will  not  be  roughly  us'd. 

Sir  To.  Why,  how  now,  my  bawcock  ?  how  dofl 
thou,  chuck  ? 

MaL  Sir?  

Sir  To,  Ay,  biddy,  come  with  me.  What  !  man,  'tis 
not  for  gravity  to  play  at  cherry-pit  with  fatan.  Hang 
him,  foul  collier. 

Mar.  Get  him  to  fay  his  prayers,  good  Sir  Tohy  ;  get 
him  to  pray. 

MaL  My  prayers,  minx  I 

Mar.  No,  I  warrant  you,  he  will  not  hear  ofgodlinefs. 

MaL  Go  hang  yourfelves  all :  you  are  idle  lhallow 
things;  I  am  not  of  your  element,  you  fhali  know  more 
hereafter.  [Exit, 

Sir  To,  Is't  pofTible  ? 

Fab.  If  this  were  plaid  upon  a  (lage  now,  I  could 
condemn  it  as  an  improbable  fidion. 

Sir  To.  His  very  genius  hath  taken  the  infedlion  of 
the  device,  man. 

Mar,  Nay,  purfue  him  now,  lell  the  device  take  air, 
and  taint. 

G  3  i^i. 
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Fah.  Why,  we  fhall  make  him  mad,  indeed, 
^      Mar.  The  houfe  will  be  the  quieter. 

Sir  To.  Come,  we'll  have  him  in  a  dark  room  and 
bound.  My  neice  is  already  in  the  belief  that  he's  mad ; 
we  may  carry  it  thus  for  our  pleafure  and  his  penance, 
'till  our  very  paftime,  tired  out  of  breath,  prompt  us  to 
have  mercy  on  him  ;  at  which  time  we  will  bring  the 
device  to  the  bar,  and  crown  thee  for  a  finder  of  mad- 
men ;  but  fee,  but  fee. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew. 

Fab.  More  matter  for  a  May  morning. 
Sir  And.  Here's  the  challenge,  read  it :  I  warrant, 
there's  vinegar  and  pepper  in't. 
Fah.  Is't  fo  fancy  ? 

Sir  And.  Ay,  is't  ?  I  warrant  him :  do  but  read. 
Sir  To.  Give  me.  {Sir  Toby  reads. 

Touthy  ivhatfoe'ver  thou  art,  thou  art  but  a  fcurvy 
/ellonv. 

Fab.  Good  and  valiant* 

Sir  To.  IVcftder  not,  nor  £idmtre  not  in  thy  mindivhy  I  da 
tall  thee  fo  ;  for  I  njoill  Jhenjj  thee  no  reafon  fort. 

Fab.  A  good  note ;  That  keeps  you  from  the  blow  of 
the  law. 

Sir  To.  Thou  conif  to  the  Lady  01ivi«,  and  in  my  fight 
fhe  ufes  thee  kindly  ;  but  thou  liefi  in  thy  throaty  that  u  not 
the  matter  I  challenge  thee  for. 

Fab.  Very  brief,  and  exceeding  good  fenfe-lefs. 

Sir  To.  1  nvill  <way  lay  thee  going  homey  ^here  if  it  bi 
thy  chance  to  kill  me  

Fab.  Good. 

Sir  To.  Thou  kiirfi  me  like  a  rogue  and  a  'villain. 
Fab.  Still  you  keep  o'  th'  windy  fide  of  the  law : 
good. 

Sir  To.  Fare  thee  *welly  and  God  ha^ve  mercy  upon  one  of 
cur  fouls  :  he  may  ha^ue  mercy  upon  mine,  but  my  hope  is 
better,  and  fo  look  to  thyfelf.  Thy  friend  as  thou  ufejl  himy 
and  thy  pixorn  enemy,  Andrew  Ague-cheek. 

Sir  To.  If  this  letter  move  him  not,  his  legs  cannot: 
ril  dve  t  him. 

Mar. 
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Mar.  You  may  have  very  fit  occafion  for't :  he  is 
now  in  fome  commerce  with  my  lady,  and  will  by-and- 

Sir  To  Go,  Sir  Jndreiv,  fcout  me  for  him  at  the  cor- 
ner of  the  orchard  Hke  a  bum-bailiff  ;  fo  foon  as  ever- 
thou  feelt  him.  draw  ;  and,  as  thou  drawft,  fwear  hor- 
ribly ;  for  it  comes  to  pafs  oft,  that  a  terrible  oath,  with 
a  fwaggering  accent  (harply  twang'd  off  gives  manhood 
more  approbation  than  ever  proof  itfelf  would  have 

earn'd  him.    Away.  . 

Sir  And.  Nay,  let  me  alone  for  fwearing.  ibxit. 

Sir  To.  Now  will  not  I  deliver  his  letter  ;  for  the  be- 
haviour of  the  young  gentleman  gives  him  out  to  be  ot 
good  capacity  and  breedmg  ;  his  employment  betweea 
his  lord  and  my  neicc  confirms  no  lefs ;  therefore  this 
letter,  being  fo  excellently  ignorant,  will  breed  no  terror 
in  the  youth  ;  he  will  find,  that  it  comes  from  a  clod- 
pole.  But,  Sir,  I  will  deliver  his  challenge  by  word  of 
inouth  ;  fet  upon  Ague-  cheek  a  notable  report  of  valour  ; 
and  drive  the  gentleman,  (as,  I  know,  his  youth  will 
aptly  receive  it,)  into  a  moft  hideous  opinion  of  his  rage, 
skill,  fury,  and  impetuofity.  This  will  fo  fnght  the« 
both,  that  they  will  kill  one  another  by  the  look,  like 
cockatrices. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Viola. 

Tab.  Here  he  comes  with  yourneice;  give  them  way, 
'till  he  take  leave,  and  prefently  after  him. 

Sir  To.  I  will  meditate  the  while  upon  fome  horrid 
melTage  for  a  challenge.  [E^ieunU 
Oli.  Tve  faid  too  much  unto  a  heart  of  ftone, 
'  And  laid  mine  honour  too  unchary  out. 
There's  fomething  in  me,  that  reproves  my  fault ; 
But  fuch  a  head  ilrong  potent  fault  it  is. 
That  it  but  mocks  reproof. 

Vio.  With  the  fame>'haviour  that  your  paffion  bears. 
Goes  on  ray  mailer's  grief. 

Oti.  Here,  wear  this  jewel  for  me, 'tis  my  pitlure ; 
Refufe  it  not,  it  hath  no  tongue  to  vex  you  : 
And,  I  befeecU  you,  come  agaui  to  morrow.  , 

G  4  What 
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What  ftiall  you  ask  of  me  that  Til  deny, 
That  hon'^  ur  fav'd  may  upon  asking  give  ? 

Fio,  Nothing  but  this,*your  true  love  for  my  maRer, 
O//.  How  with  mine  honour  may  I  give  him  that. 
Which  I  have  given  to  you  ? 
Fio.  I  will  acquit  you. 

on.  Well,  come  again  to-morrow  :  fare  thee  well. 
A  fiend,  like  thee,  might  bear  my  foul  to  hell.  \^Exit, 

Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Fabian, 

Sir  To.  Gentleman,  God  fave  thee, 
Vio,  And  you.  Sir. 

Sir  To.  That  defence  thou  haft,  betake  thee  to*t  ;  of 
what  nature  the  wrongs  are  thou  haft  done  him,  I  know 
not ;  but  thy  intercepter,  full  of  defpight,  bloody  as  the 
hunter,  attends  thee  at  the  orchard  end  i  difmount  thy 
tuck,  be  yare  in  thy  preparation,  for  thy  aftailant  is 
quick,  skilful,  and  deadly. 

Fio,  Ycu  miftake,  Sir ;  I  am  fure,  no  man  hath  any 
quarrel  to  me  ;  my  remembrance  is  very  free  and  clear 
from  any  im»ge  of  ofFence  done  to  any  man. 

Sir  To.  You'll  find  it  otherwife,  I  afiure  you  ;  there- 
fore, if  you  hold  your  life  at  any  price,  betake  you  to  your 
guard  ;  for  your  oppofite  hath  in  him,  what  youth, 
iirength,  skill,  and  wrath  can  furnifti  man  withal. 

Fio.  I  pray  you.  Sir,  what  is  he  ? 

Sir  To.  He  is  Knight,  dubb'd  with  unhack'd  rapier, 
and  on  carpet  confideration  ;  but  he  is  a  devil  in  private 
brawls ;  fouls  and  bodies  hath  he  divorc'd  three  ;  and  his 
incenfement  at  this  moment  is  fo  implacable,  that  fatif- 
fadion  can  be  none  but  by  pangs  of  death  and  fepul- 
cher  :  hob,  nob,  is  his  word  ;  give't,  or  take't. 

Fio.  I  will  return  again  into  the  houfe,  and  defire  fomc 
ccndud  of  the  lady.  J  am  no  fighter.  I  have  h^rd 
of  fome  kind  of  men,  that  put  quarrels  purpofely  on 
others  to  tafte  their  valour  :  belike/  this  is  a  man  of  that 
quirk. 

Sir  To.  Sir,  no  :  his  indignation  derives  itfelf  out  of  a 
very  competent  injury  ;  therefore  get  you  on,  and  give 
him  his  defire.    Back  you  lhall  not  to  the  houfe,  unlefs 

you 
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you  undertake  that  with  me,  which  with  as  much  fafety 
you  might  anfwer  him  i  therefore,  on,  or  (trip  your 
fword  ftark  naked  ;  for  meddle  you  mud,  that's  certain, 
I    or  forfwear  to  wear  iron  about  you. 

Vio.  This  is  as  uncivil,  as  ftrange.  I  befeech  you,  do 
me  this  courteous  office,  as  to  know  of  the  Knight  what 
my  ofFence  to  him  is :  it  is  fomething  of  my  negligence, 
nothing  of  my  purpofe. 

Sir  To,  I  will  do  fo.  Signior  Fabian^  Iky  you  by  this 
gentleman  'till  my  return.  [^Exit  Sir  Toby, 

Vio.  Pray  you.  Sir,  do  you  know  of  this  matter  ? 

Fab.  I  know,  the  Knight  is  incensed  againfl:  you,  even 
to  a  mortal  arbitrement  \  but  nothing  of  the  circumftance 
more. 

Vio,  I  befeech  you,  what  manner  of  man  is  he  ?  ^ 
Fab,  Nothing  of  that  wonderful  promife  to  read  him 
by  his  form,  as  you  are  like  to  find  in  the  proof  of  his 
valour.  He  is,  indeed,  Sir,  the  moll  skilful,  bloody, 
and  fatal  oppofite  that  you  could  poffibly  have  found  in 
any  part  of  Illyria :  will  you  walk  towards  him  ?  I  will 
make  your  peace  with  him,  if  I  can. 

Vio,  1  fhall  be  much  bound  to  you  for^t :  I  am  one, 
fliat  had  rather  go  with  Sir  Pried  than  Sir  Knight :  I 
care  not  who  knows  fo  much  of  my  mettle.  [Exeunt^ 

EntiT  Sir  Toby,  and  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  To.  Why,  man,  he's  a  very  devil ;  I  have  not 
fcen  fuch  a  virago  :  I  had  a  pafs  with  him,  rapier, 
fcabbard  and  all ;  and  he  gives  me  the  ftuck  in  with 
fuch  a  mortal  motion,  that  it  is  inevitable  ;  and  on  the 
anfwer,  he  pays  you  as  furely  as  your  feet  hit  the 
ground  they  lUp  on.  They  fay,  he  has  been  fencer  to 
the  Sophy. 

Sir  Jnd.  Pox  on't,  Til  not  meddle  with  him. 

SirT$,  Ay,  but  he  will  not  now  be  pacified  : 
Fabian  can  fcarce  hold  him  yonder. 

Sir  And.  Plague  on't,  an  I  thought  he  had  been  valr- 
ant,  and  fo  cunning  in  fence,  Td  have  feen  him  damn'd 
ere  Td  have  challenged  him.  Let  him  let  the  matter 
flip,  and  V\\  give  him  my  horfe,  grey  Ca^ilet. 

G  s  Sh^ 
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Sir       I'll  make  the  motion ;  (land  here,  make  a 

good  ftew  on't ;  This  (hall  end  without  the  perdi- 

tion  of  fouls  ,*  marry.  Til  ride  your  horfe  as  well  as  I 
ride  you.  {^Afide. 
Enter  Fabian  and  Viola. 

I  have  his  horfe  to  take  up  the  quarrel :  I  have  perfuaded 
him,  the  youth's  a  devil.  [To  Fabian. 

Fab.  He  is  as  horribly  conceited  of  him ;  and  pants 
and  looks  pale,  as  if  a  bear  were  at  his  heels. 

Sir  To  There's  no  remedy.  Sir,  he  will  fight  with  yoil 
for's  oath  fake  :  marry,  he  hath  better  bethought  him  of 
his  quarrel,  and  he  finds  That  now  fcarce  to  be  worth 
talking  of ;  therefore  draw  for  the  fupportance  of  his 
vow,  he  protefts  he  will  not  hurt  you. 

Fio.  Pray  God  defend  me  !  a  little  thing  would  make 
me  tell  them  how  much  T  lack  of  a  man. 

Fah.  Give  ground,  if  you  fee  him  furious. 

Sir  To.  Come,  ^ir  Jndrenv,  there's  no  remedy;  the 
gentleman  will  for  his  honour's  fake  have  one  bout  with 
you  ;  he  cannot  by  ihe  duello  avoid  it ;  but  he  has  pro- 
mis'd  me,  as  he  is  a  gentleman  and  a  foldier,  he  will  not 
hurt  you.    Come  on,  to't.  \^They  dra^. 

Sir  And.  Pray  God,  he  keep  his  oath! 

Enter  Anthonio. 

Vio.  I  do  affure  you,  'tis  againft  my  will. 

Ant,  Put  up  your  fword ;  if  this  young  gentleman 
Have  done  offence,  I  take  the  fault  on  me  ; 
If  you  offend  him,  I  for  him  defie  you.  {Dra'^ing, 

Sir  To,  You,  Sir  ?  Why,  what  are  you? 

Ant.  One,  Sir,  that  for  his  love  dares  yet  do  more 
Ti>an  you  have  heard  him  brag  to  you  he  will. 

Sir  To.  Nay,  if  you  be  an  undertaker,  I  am  for  you. 

[Drains, 

Enter  Officers. 

Fah,  O  good  ^wTohy,  hold  ;  here  come  the  ofEcers. 

Sir  To  ril  be  with  you  anon. 

Vio.  Pray,  Sir,  put  your  fword  up  if  you  pleafe. 

\Tq  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir 
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Sir  And.  Marry,  will  I,  Sir  ;  and  for  that  I  promised 
you,  ril  be  as  good  as  my  word.  He  will  bear  yoa 
cafily,  and  reins  well. 

1  Off.  This  is  the  man  ;  do  thy  office. 

2  Off.  Anthonio,  I  arreft  thee  at  the  fuit  of  Duke 
Orjino. 

Ant,  You  do  miftake  me,  Sir. 

I  Off.  No,  Sir,  no  jot :  I  know  your  favour  well ; 
Tho'  now  you  have  no  fea-cap  on  your  head. 
Take  him  away  ;  he  knows,  I  know  him  well. 

Ant,  I  muft  obey.    This  comes  with  feeking  you  ; 
But  there's  no  remedy.   I  lhall  anfwer  it. 
What  will  you  do?  now  my  pLecelTity 
Makes  me  to  a:  k  you  for  my  purfe.    It  grieves  me 
Much  more,  for  what  I  cannot  do  for  you, 
Than  what  befals  myfelf :  you  Hand  amaz'd. 
But  be  of  comfort. 

zOff.  Come,  Sir,  away. 

Ant.  I  mull  intreat  of  you  fome  of  that  mony, 

Vio,  What  mony,  Sir  ? 
For  the  fair  kindnefs  you  have  fliewM  me  here. 
And  part  being  prompted  by  your  prefent  trouble^ 
Out  of  my  lean  and  low  ability 
I'll  lend  you  fomething  ;  my  Having  is  not  much  j 
I'll  make  divifion  of  my  prefeat  witli  you ; 
Hold,  there's  half  my  coffer. 

Ant.  Will  you  deny  me  now  ? 
Is't  poifiblc,  that  my  deferts  to  you 
Can  lack  perfuafion  ?  do  not  tempt  my  mifery^ 
Left  that  it  make  me  fo  unfound  a  man. 
As  to  upbraid  you  with  thofe  kindnefTes 
That  I  have  done  for  you. 

Via,  I  know  of  none, 
Nor  know  I )  ou  by  voice,  or  any  feature : 
I  hate  ingratitude  more  in  a  man. 
Than  lying,  vainnefs,  babling  drunkennefs, 
Or  any  taint  of  vice,  whofe  ftrong  corruption 
Inhabits  our  frail  blood. 

Ant.  Oh,  heav'ns  themfclves  !  • 

z  Off,  Come,  Sir,  I  pray  you,  go. 


i§6      Twelfth-Night:  Or, 

Jnf.  Let  me  fpeak  a  little.    This  youth  that  you  fee 
here, 

I  fnatch'd  one  half  out  of  the  jaws  of  death ; 
RelievM  him  with  fuch  fandity  of  love, 
-And  to  his  image,  which,  methought,  did  promlfe 
Moit  venerable  wt  rch,  did  I  devotion. 

I  Off,  What's  that  to  us?  the  time  goes  by  ;  away. 
j^fit.  But  oh,  how  vile  an  idol  proves  this  God  ! 
Thou  hail,  Seb^^fiian,  done  good  feature  fhame. 
In  nature  there's  no  blemifh  but  the  mind  : 
None  can  be  caird  deform'd,  but  the  unkind. 
Virtue  is  beauty  ;  but  the  beauteous  evil 
Are  empty  trunks,  o'erflourini'd  by  the  devil. 

I  Of.  The  man  grows  mad,  away  with  him  : 
Come,  come,  Sir. 

Jnt,  Lead  me  on.        [Exit  Anthonio  wuith  Officers. 
Vio,  Methinks,  his  words  do  from  fuch  paifion  tiy. 
That  he  believes  himfelf ;  fo  do  not  I : 
Prove  true,  imagination,  oh,  prove  true. 
That  I,  dear  brother,  be  now  ta'en  for  you  I 

Sir  To.  Come  hither.  Knight ;  come  hither,  Fahian  ; 
we'll  whifper  o'er  a  couplet  or  two  of  molt  fage  faws^ 

Vio,  He  nam'd  Sebaftian  ;  I  my  brother  know 
Yet  living  in  my  glafs ;  even  fuch,  and  fo 
Jn  favour  was  my  brother  ;  and  he  went 
Still  in  this  fafhion,  colour,  ornament ; 
For  him  I  imitate  :  oh,  if  it  prove. 
Tempers  are  kind,  and  fait  waves  frefh  in  love.  [Extt. 

Sir  To.  A  very  diftionell  paltry  boy,  and  more  a  cow- 
ard than  a  hare  5  his  difhonefty  appears  in  leaving  his 
friend  here  in  necellity,  and  denying  him  ;  and  for  his 
covvardfhip,  a,sk  Fabian. 

Fab.  A  coward,  a  moft  devout  coward,  religious  in  it. 

Sir  j^nd.  'Slid,  I'll  after  him  again,  and  beat  him. 

Sir  To.  Do,  cuff  him  foundly,  but  never  draw  thy  fword. 

Sir  Aid.  An  I  do  not,   [Exit  *S/>  Andrew. 

Frh,  Come,  let's  fee  the  event. 

Sir  To.  J  dare  lay  any  i^ony,  'twill  be  nothing  yet. 

\Exeunt. 
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ACT 


IV. 


SCENE,   the  Stretf: 


Enter  Sebaftian,  and  Clown. 


Clow  n. 


WILL  you  make  mc  believe,  that  I  am  not  fent 
for  you  ? 

Seb.  Go  to,  go  to,  thou  art  a  foolifh  fellow. 
Let  me  be  clear  of  thee. 

C/o.  Well  held  out,  i'faith :  no,  I  do  not  know  you, 
nor  I  am  not  fent  to  you  by  my  Lady,  to  bid  you  come 
fpeak  with  her ;  nor  your  name  is  not  mafter  Cefario^ 
nor  this  is  not  my  nofe  neither ;  nothing,  that  is  fo,  is 
fo.  0 

Seh.  I  pr'ythee,  vent  thy  folly  fomewhere  elfe ;  thoa 
know'ft  not  me. 

Clo.  Vent  my  folly  !  he  has  heard  that  word  of 

feme  great  man,  and  now  applies  it  to  a  fool.  Vent  ray 
folly  I  r  am  afraid,  this  great  lubber  the  world  will  prove 
a  cockney  :  I  pr'ythee  now,  ungird  thy  ftrangenefs  and 
tell  me  what  I  lhall  vent  to  my  Lady  ;  lhall  1  vent  to 
her,  that  thou  art  coming  ? 

Seb.  I  pr'ythee,  foolifh  Gr£^i,  depart  from  me  ;  there^s 
mony  for  thee.  If  you  tarry  longej/,  I  fhali  give  worfc 
payment. 

Clo,  By  my  troth,  thou  haft  an  open  hand  ;  thefe 
wife  men,  that  give  fools  mony,  get  themfelves  a  good 
report  after  fourteen  years'  purchafe. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew,  Sir  Toby,  and  Fabian. 
Sir  And,  N0W3  Sir,  have  I  met  you  again  ?  there's 


for  you. 


[Striking  Sebaftian. 
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Seb,  Why,  there's  for  thee,  and  there,  and  there: 
are  all  the  people  mad  ?  [Beating  Sir  Andrew. 

Si.  To,  Hold,  Sir,  or  I'll  throw  your  dagger  o'er  the 
houfe. 

Clo,  This  will  I  tell  my  Lady  ftrait:  I  would  not  be 
in  fome  of  your  coats  for  two  pence.         [Exit  Clown. 

Sir  To.  Come  on.  Sir  ;  hold.         [Holding  Sebaftian. 

Sir  And,  Nay,  let  him  alone,  I'll  go  another  way  to 
work  with  him :  I'll  have  an  adion  of  battery  againft 
him,  if  there  be  any  law  in  lllyria ;  tho*  I  ftruck  him 
firft,  yet  it's  no  matter  for  that. 

Seb.  Let  go  thy  kand. 

To,  Come,  Sir,  I  will  not  let  you  go.  Come,  my 
young  foldier,  put  up  your  iron  5  you  are  well  flelh'd  : 
come  on. 

Seb.  I  will  be  free  from  thee.  What  wouldft  thou  now  > 
If  thou  dar'ft  tempt  me  further,  draw  thy  fword. 

Sir  To.  What,  what  ?  nay,  then,  I  muft  have  an 
ounce  or  two  of  this  malapert  blood  from  you. 

[They  dra^  andjight. 

Enter  Olivia. 

O//.  Hold,  Tobyi  on  thy  life,  I  charge  thee,  hold. 
Sir  To.  Madam? 

Oli,  Will  it  be  ever  thus  ?  ungracious  wretch^ 
Fit  for  the  mountains  and  the  barbarous  caves. 
Where  manners  ne'er  were  preach'd  :  out  of  my  fight  J 

Be  not  offended,  dear  Cejario  :  

Rudesby,  be  gone  !  I  pr'ythee,  gentle  friend, 

[Exeunt  Sir  Toby,  and  Sir  Andrew. 
Let  thy  fair  wifdom,  not  thy  paffion,  fway 
In  this  uncivil  and  unjuil  extent 
Againft  thy  peace.    Go  with  me  to  my  houfe. 
And  hear  thou  there,  how  many  fruitlefs  pranks 
This  ruffian  hath  botch'd  up,  that  thou  thereby 
May 'It  (mile  at  this :  thou  (halt  not  chufe  but  go : 
Do  not  deny  ;  beflirew  his  foul  for  me. 
He  flarted  one  poor  heart  of  mine  in  thee. 

Seb.  What  relifh  is  in  this  ?  how  runs  the  ftream  ? 
Or  I  am  mad,  or  elfe  this  is  a  dream. 

Let 
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Let  fancy  ftill  my  fenfe  in  Lethe  ileep, 
If  it  be  thus  to  dream,  ftill  let  me  fleep. 

OH,  Nay,  come,  I  pray  :  'would^  thou'dft  be  ruPd 
by  me. 

Seb,  Madam,  I  will. 

Oli,  O,  fay  fo,  and  fo  be  ?  [^Exeunt. 
SCENE,  aji  Apartment  in  Olivia'j  Houfe. 

Enter  Maria,  and  Clown. 

Mar.  "VT  AY,!  pr'ythee,  put  on  this  gown,  and  this 
beard  ;  make  him  believe,  thou  art  Sir  Topas 
the  curate  ;  do  it  quickly.    I'll  call  Sir  Tohy  the  whilft. 

{Exit  Maria. 

Clo.  Well,  I'll  put  it  on,  and  I  will  diffemble  myfelf 
in't ;  and  I  would,  I  were  the  firft  that  ever  diffembled  in  * 
fuch  a  gown.  I  am  not  tall  enough  to  become  the  fundi- 
on  well,  nor  lean  enough  to  be  thought  a  good  ftudent; 
but  to  be  faid  an  honeft  man,  and  a  good  houfekeeper, 
goes  as  fairly,  as  to  fay,  a  careful  man  and  a  great 
icholar.    The  competitors  enter. 

Enter  Sir  Tohy ^  and  Maxh. 

Sir  To.  Joqje  blefs  thee,  Mr.  Parfon. 

Clo,  Bonos  dies,  Sir  Toby  \  for  as  the  old  hermit  of 
Prague  J  that  never  faw  pen  and  ink,  very  wittily  faid  to 
a  neice  of  King  Gorboduck,  that  that  is,  is :  fo  I  being 
Mr  Parfon,  am  Mr.  Parfon  ;  for  what  is  that,  but  that  ? 
and  is,  but  is  ? 

Sir  To,  To  him,  Sir  Topas, 

Clo.  What,  hoa,  J  fay,  -peace  in  this  prifon  ? 

Sir  To,  The  knave  counterfeits  well ;  a  good  knave. 

[iVlalvolio  nvithin, 

Mai.  Who  calls  there  ? 

Clo.  Sir  Topas  the  curate,  who  comes  to  vifit  MahoHo 
the  lunatick. 

Mai.  ill  Topas  y  Shiepas,  good  Sir  Top  as  y  go  to  my 
lady, 

Clo. 
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C/o.  Out,  hyperbolical  fiend,  how  vexed  thou  this 
man  ? 

Talkefl  thou  of  nothing  but  ladies  ? 

Sir  To.  Wellfaid,  malter  Parfon. 

Ma/.  Sir  Topas,  never  was  man  thus  wrong'd ;  good 
Sir  Topas,  do  not  think,  I  am  mad,  they  have  laid  me 
here  in  hideous  darknefs. 

CJo,  Fie,  thou  dilhoneft  fathan ;  I  call  thee  by  the 
moft  modell  terms^  for  I  am  one  of  thofe  gentle  ones, 
that  will  ufe  the  devil  himfelf  with  curtefie :  fay'ft  thou, 
that  houfe  is  dark? 

Ma/.  As  hell  Sir  Topas, 

C/o,  Why.  it  hath  bay-windows  tranfparent  as  bari- 
cadoes,  and  the  clear  (tones  towards  the  fouth-north 
are  as  luftrous  as  ebony  ;  and  yet  complainell  thou  of 
obHrudlion  ? 

Ma/.  I  am  not  mad.  Sir  Topas  ;  I  fay  to  you,  this 
houfe  is  dark. 

C/o.  Madmen,  thou  errefl: ;  I  fay,  there  is  no  darknefs 
but  ignorance  in  which  thou  art  more  puzzled  than  the 
Egyptians  in  their  fog. 

Ma/.  I  fay,  this  houfe  is  as  dark  as  ignorance,  though 
ignorance  were  as  dark  as  hell ;  and  I  fay,  there  was 
never  man  thus  abus'd ;  I  am  no  more  mad  than  you  are, 
make  the  tryal  of  it  in  any  conftant  queflion. 

C/o,  What  is  the  opinion  of  Pythagorasy  concerning 
wild -fowl  ? 

Ma/.  That  the  foul  of  our  grandam  might  happily  in- 
habit a  bird. 

C/o.  What  think'fl:  thou  of  his  opinion  ? 

Ma/.  I  think  nobly  of  the  foul,  and  no  way  approve 
his  opinion. 

C/o.  Fare  thee  well  :  remain  thou  ftill  in  darknefs ; 
thou  {halt  hold  th'  opinion  of  Fytloagoras,  ere  I  will  allow 
of  thy  wits  ;  and  fear  to  kill  a  woodcock,  left  thou  dif- 
poffefs  the  foul  of  thy  grandam.    Fare  thee  well. 

Ma/.  Sir  Topas,       Topas  !  

Sir  To.  My  moft  cxquifite  Sir  Topas! 

C/o.  Nay,  I  am  for  all  waters. 


Mar. 
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Mar,  Thou  might'H  have  done  this  without  thy  beard 
and  gown  ;  he  fees  thee  not. 

Sir  To.  To  him  in  thine  own  voice,  and  bring  me 
word  how  thou  findTt  him  :  I  would,  we  were  all  rid  of 
this  knavery.  If  he  may  be  conveniently  delivered,  I 
would,  he  were ;  for  I  am  now  fo  far  in  offence  with  my 
neice,  that  I  cannot  purUie  with  any  fafety  this  fport  to 
the  upfhot.    Come  by  and  by  to  my  chamber. 

[Exit  uuith  Maria. 

Clo,  Hey  Robin,  jolly  Robin,   tell  me  howj  my  lady 
does,  [Singing. 

Mai.  Fool,  

Clo.  My  lady  is  unkind y  perdie. 

Mai.  Fool,  

Clo.  Alas,  njuhy  isjhe  fat 

Mai.  Fool,  I  fay; — ~- 

Clo.  She  lo<ves  another  —who  calls,  ha  ? 

Mai.  Good  Fool,  as  ever  thou  wilt  deferve  well  at  my 
hand,  help  me  to  a  candle,  and  pen,  ink,  and  paper ; 
as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  will  live  to  be  thankful  to  thee 
for't. 

Clo.  Mr.  Maholiof 
Mai.  Ay,  good  fool. 

Clo,  Alas,  Sir,  how  fell  you  befides  your  five  wits  ? 

Mai.  Fool,  there  was  never  man  fo  notorioufly  abus'd ; 
I  am  as  well  in  my  wits,  fool,  as  thou  art. 

Clo.  But  as  well !  then  thou  art  mad,  indeed,  if  you 
be  no  better  in  your  wits  than  a  fool. 

MaL  They  have  here  propertied  me  ;  keep  me  in 
darknefs,  fend  minifters  to  me,  affes,  and  do  all  they 
can  to  face  me  out  of  my  wits. 

Clo.  Advife  you  what  you  fay  :  the  minifter  is  here. 
Mal^olio,  Mahjolio,  thy  wits  the  heav'ns  reftore  ;  endea- 
vour thy  felf  to  fleep,  and  leave  thy  vain  bibble  babble. 

MaL  Sir  Topas,  

Clo.  Maintain  no  words  with  him,  good  fellow. 
Who,   J,  Sir  ?   not  I,  Sir.    God  b'w'you,  good  Sir 
Tofas  ■ 

Marry,  amen.^  1  will.  Sir,  I  will, 

Mai.  Fool,  .fool,  fool,  I  fay, 

C/o,, 
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C/o,  Alas,  Sir,  be  patient.  What  fay  you.  Sir  ?  I  am 
Ihent  for  fpeaking  to  you. 

MaL  Good  fool,  help  me  to  fome  light,  and  fome 
paper  ;  I  tell  thee,  I  am  as  well  in  my  wits,  as  any  man 
in  lllyria, 

Clo,  Well-a-day,  that  you  were,  Sir ! 

Mai.  By  this  hand,  I  am  :  good  fool,  fome  ink,  pa- 
per and  light;  and  convey  what  1  fet  down  to  my  Lady  : 
It  fhall  advantage  thee  more  than  ever  the  bearing  of 
letter  did. 

Qlo.  I  will  help  you  to't.  But  tell  me  true,  are  yoa 
not  mad,  indeed,  or  do  you  but  counterfeit  ? 

MaL  Believe  me,  I  am  not :    I  tell  thee  true. 

Clo,  Nay.  Pil  ne'er  believe  a  mad  man,  'till  I  fee  hi§ 
brains.    I  will  fetch  you  light,  and  paper,  and  ink. 

MaL  Fool,  ril  requite  it  in  the  higheil  degree  i 
I  pr'ythee,  be  gone. 

Clo.  lam  gone  ^  Sir,  and  anon,  Sir  ^  [Singmg. 

///  be  nvithyou  again 
In  a  trice ^  like  to  the  old  ^vice,  ( lo) 

Tour  need  to  fujiain  : 
Who  ^ith  dagger  of  lath,  in  his  rage,  and  his  mrath. 

Cries y  ah,  ha  /  to  the  de^vil: 
Like  a  mad  lad,  pare  thy  nails,  dad. 

Adieu,  good  man  drivel,  [^Exiti 

S  C  E  N  E    changes  to  another  Jparitnent  in 
Olivia'^  Houfe. 

Enter  Sebaflian. 

.  Seh, j^HI  S  is  the  air,  that  is  the  glorious  fun  ; 

X    This  pearl  (he  gave  me,  I  do  feel't  and  fee't 
And  though  'tis  wonder  that  enwraps  me  thus. 
Yet  'tis  not  madnefs,    Where's  Anthonio  then  ? 

(lo)  Like  to  th£  old  VlcQ,]  I  have  explainM  this  IVord,  and 
the  Cbara&er  meant  by  it,  in  a  Note  upon  this  Line  of  King 
RicbardlU^, 

Thus,  like  tbefamal  Vice,  Iniquity,  ho,  ^ 
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I  could  net  find  him  at  the  Elephant ; 

Yet  there  he  was,  and  there  I  found  this  credit,  (i  i) 

That  he  did  range  the  town  to  feck  me  out. 

His  counlel  now  might  do  m«  golden  fervice;— »— • 

For  tho'  my  foul  difputes  well  with  my  fenfe. 

That  this  may  be  fome  error,  but  no  madnefs ; 

Yot  doth  this  accident  and  flood  of  fortune 

So  far  exceed  all  inilance,  all  difcourfe  ; 

That  I  am  ready  to  diftruft  mine  eyes,  • 

And  wrangle  with  my  reafon  tnat  perfuades  me 

To  any  other  truft»  but  that  I'm  mad  ; 

Or  elfe  the  Lady's  mad  ;  yet  if  'twere  fo. 

She  could  not  fway  her  houfe,  command  her  followers. 

Take,  and  give  back  affairs,  and  their  difpatch, 

With  fuch  a  fmooth,  difcreet,  and  ftable  bearing. 

As,  I  perceive,  (he  does :  there's  fomething  in't, 

That  is  deceivable.   But  here  fhe  comes. 

Enter  Olivia  Priejt. 

Oil,  Blame  not  this  hafte  of  mine ;  if  yon  mean  well. 
Now  go  with  me,  and  with  this  holy  man. 
Into  the  chantry  by  ;  there  before  him, 
And  underneath  that  confecrated  roof. 
Plight  me  the  full  afTurance  of  your  faith ; 
That  my  moft  jealous  and  too  doubtful  foul 
May  live  at  peace.    He  fhall  conceal  it, 
Whiles  you  are  willing  it  (hall  come  to  note  j 
What  time  we  will  our  celebration  keep 
According  to  my  birth.    What  do  you  fay  ? 

• 

(11)  Tet  there  he  ivasy  and  there  I  found  this  Credit, 

I'hat  he  did  range,  i.  e.   I  found  it  juftified,  cre- 

dibly vouch'd.  Whether  the  Word  Credit  will  eafily  carry  this 
Meaning,  I  ann  doubtful :  The  Expreflion  feems  obfcure  j  and 
tho'  I  have  not  difturb'd  the  Text,  I  very  much  fufpedl  that  the 
Poet  wrote  ; 

■'  there  I  found  this  credent. 

He  ufes  the  fame  Term  again  in  the  very  fame  Senfe  in  ns 
Winter''^,  Tale. 

"       '   '   Then  'tis  'very  credent. 

Ti>otf  maffi  co-pin  luith  fimetbing,  and  thou  doji^  ^c. 

Set. 
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Se6.  ril  follow  this  good  man,  and  go  with  you  ; 
And  having  fworn  truth,  ever  will  be  true. 
O/i.  Then  lead  the  way,  good  father ;  and  heav'ns  fo 
Ihine, 

That  they  may  fairly  note  this  aft  of  mine  !  [Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 


S  C  E  N  E,  Street. 

Enter  Clown,  and  Fabian, 

F  A    B    I    A  K. 

NOW,  as  thou  lov'ft  me,  let  me  fee  his  ktter. 
CIo,   Good  Mr.  Fabiany   grant  me  another 
requeft. 
Tab.  Any  thing. 

Clo.  Do  not  defire  to  fee  this  letter. 
Tab,  This  is  to  give  a  dog,  and  in  recompence  defiri? 
my  dog  again. 

Enter  Duke,  Viola,  Curio,  and  Lords. 

Duke,  Belong  you  to  the  lady  Olinjia,  friends  ? 
CIo.  Ay,  Sir,  we  are  fome  of  her  trappings. 
Duke,  I  know  thee  well;  how  doft  thou,  my  ffood 
fellow? 

CIo,  Truly,  Sir,  the  better  for  my  foes,  and  the  worfe, 
for  my  friends. 

Duke,  Jull  the  contrary;   the  better  for  thy  friends. 
CIo.  No,  Sir,  the  worfe. 
Duke.  How  can  that  be  ? 

Ck  Marry,  Sir,  they  praife  me,  and  make  an  afs  of 
me  ;  now,  my  foes  tell  me  plainly,  I  am  an  afs ;  fo  that 
by  my  foes,  Sir,  1  profit  in  the  knowledge  of  myfelf ; 
and  by  my  friends  I  am  abufcd  :  fo  that,  conclufion  to. 

be 
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be  asked,  is,  {12)  if  your  four  negatives  make  your  two 
affirmatives,  why,  thc^i  the  worfe  for  my  friends,  and 
the  better  for  my  foes. 

Duke.  Why,  this  is  excellent. 

Clo,  By  my  troth,  Sir,  no  ;  tho'  it  pleafe  you  to  be 
one  of  my  friends. 

DuJie.  Thou  (halt  not  be  the  worfe  for  me,  there's 
gold. 

Clo.  But  that  it  would  be  double  dealing.  Sir,  I  would, 
you  could  make  it  another. 

Duke.  O,  you  give  me  ill  counfel. 

Clo.  Put  your  grace  in  your  pocket,  Sir,  for  this  once, 
and  let  your  flefh  and  blood  obey  it. 

Duke.  Well,  I  will  be  fo  much  a  fmner  to  be  a  double- 
dealer  :  there's  another. 

Clo,  PrimOy  fecundo^  te^tioy  is  a  good  Play,  and  the 
old  faying  is,  the  third  pays  for  all :  the  triplex.  Sir,  is 
a  good  tripping  meafure  ;  or  the  bells  of  St.  Bennett  Sir, 
may  put  you  in  mind,  one,  two,  three. 

Duke.  You  can  fool  no  more  mony  out  of  me  at  this 
throw  ;  if  you  will  let  your  Lady  know,  1  am  here  to 
fpeak  with  her,  and  bring  her  along  with  you,  ic  may- 
awake  my  bounty  further. 

Clo.  Marry,  Sir,  lullaby  to  your  bounty  'till  I  come 
again.    I  go.  Sir  ;  but  I  would  not  have  you  to  think, 

(12)    S<t  that  Cvncluji'sns   td   be  as  kiffeS,  -]   Tho'  it 

miglit  be  unreafonablc  to  call  our  Poet's  Fools  and  Knaves 
every  where  to  Account  j  yet,  if  we  did,  for  tfre  Generality 
we  Ihouldfind  them  refponfible.  But  what  monftrous  Abfurdity 
havb  we  here  ?  To  fuppofe  the  Text  genuine,  we  muffc  ac- 
knowledge it  too  wild  to  have  any  known  Meaning  ;  and  what 
has  no  known  Meaning,  cannot  be  allow'd  to  have  either  Wit 
or  Humour.  Befides,  the  Cloivn  is  afFefting  to  argue  ferieuHy 
and  in  Form.    X  imagine,  the  Poet  wrote  5 

So  thatf  Conclujion  to  be  asked,  is 
i.  e.  So  that  the  Conclufion  I  have  to  demand  of  You  is  this,  if 
your  Four,  &c.  He  had  in  the  preceding  Words  been  inferring 
fome  Prem'JfeSf  and  now  comes  to  the  Ccnchifion  very  logically ; 
You  grant  Me,  fays  He,  tbe  Premifleg  j  1  now  ask  you  to  grant 
the  Conclufion,  Mr.  H-^arburton. 

that 
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that  my  defire  of  having  is  the  fin  of  covetoufncfs ;  but, 
as  you  fay,  Sir,  let  your  bounty  take  a  nap,  I  will  awake 
it  anon.  [Exit  Clown. 

£;//^r  Antonio,  and  Officers » 

Vio.  Here  comes  the  man,  Sir,  that  did  refcue  me, 

Duke,  That  face  of  his  I  do  remember  well ; 
Yet  when  I  faw  it  laft,  it  was  befmear'd 
As  black  a$  Vulcan^  in  the  fmoak  of  war  : 
A  bawbling  vefiel  was  he  captain  of. 
For  fhallow  draught  and  bulk  unprizable, 
With  which  fuch  fcathful  grapple  did  he  make 
With  the  moft  noble  bottom  of  our  fleet. 
That  very  envy  and  the  tongue  of  lofs 
Cry'd  fame  and  honour  on  him.    What's  the  matter? 

I  Ofi,  Orji.:o,  this  is  that  Antonio^ 
That  took  the  Phoenix  and  her  fraught  from  Candy  ; 
And  this  is  he,  that  did  the  Tyger  board. 
When  your  young  nephew  Titus  loft  his  leg : 
Here  in  the  ftreets,  defperate  of  fhame  and  ftate. 
In  private  brabble  did  we  apprehend  him. 

Vio,  He  did  me  kindnefs,  Sir ;  drew  on  my  fide ; 
But  in  conclufion  put  ftrange  fpeech  upon  me, 
I  know  not  what  'twas,  but  diftradlion. 

Duke,  Notable  pirate  I  thou  fait  water  thief  f 
What  foolilh  boldnefs  brought  thee  to  their  mercies* 
Whom  thou  in  terms  fo  bloody,  and  fo  dear. 
Haft  made  thine  enemies  ? 

Jnt,  Orfino,  noble  Sir, 
Be  pleas'd  that  I  fhakeoff  thefe  names  you  give  me  : 
Antonio  never  yet  was  thief,  or  pirate  ; 
Though  I  confefs,  on  bafe  and  ground  enough, 
Crfino\  enemy.    A  witchcraft  drew  me  hither : 
That  moft  ungrateful  boy  there,  by  your  fide. 
From  the  rude  fea's  enrag'd  and  foamy  mouth 
Did  I  redeem  ;  a  wreck  paft  hope  he  was  : 
His  life  I  gave  him,  and  did  thereto  add 
My  love  without  retention  or  reftraint; 
All  his  in  dedication.    For  his  fake. 
Did  1  expofe  my  felf  (pure,  for  his  love) 

Into 
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Into  the  danger  of  this  adverfe  town  ; 
Drew  to  defend  him,  when  he  was  befet ; 
Where  being  apprehended,  his  falfe  cunning 
(Not  meaning  to  partake  with  me  in  danger) 
Taught  him  to  face  me  out  of  his  acquaintance  ; 
And  grew  a  twenty  years  removed  thing. 
While  one  would  wink  :  deny'd  me  mine  own  purfe, 
Which  I  had  recommended  to  his  ufe 
Not  half  an  hour  before. 

Fio,  How  can  this  be  ? 

Duie,  When  came  he  to  this  town  ? 

j^nf.  To  day,  my  lord  ;  and  for  three  months  before 
(No  Interim^  not  a  minute's  vacancy,) 
Both  day  and  night  did  we  keep  company. 

Enter  Olivia,  and  Attendants, 

Duke,  Here  comes  the  countefs ;  now  heav'n  walks  on 
earth. 

But  for  thee,  fellow,  fellow,    thy  words  are  madnefs : 
Three  months  this  youth  hath  tended  upon  me; 
But  more  of  that  anon  Fake  him  afide.  ■      ■  ■ 

Oli.  What  would  my  lord,  but  that  he  may  not  have. 
Wherein  Olvvia  may  feem  ferviceable  ? 
Cefarioy  y  ou  do  not  keep  promife  with  me. 

Fio,  Madam  ! 

Duke,  G  rac ;  ous  Oli*viay  • 

Oli.  What  do  you  fay,  Ce/ario  P  Good  my  lord— • 

Vio,  My  lord  would  fpeak,  my  duty  hufhes  me. 

Oli,  If  it  be  aught  to  the  old  tune,  my  lord. 
It  is  as  fat  and  fulfome  to  mine  ear. 
As  howling  after  mufick. 

Duke.  Still  fo  cruel  ? 

Oli,  Still  fo  conftant,  lord. 

Duke.  What,  to  perverfenefs  ?  you  uncivil  lady. 
To  whofe  ingrate  and  unaufpicious  altars 
My  foul  the  faithfuUMt  offerings  has  breath'd  out. 
That  e'er  devotion  tendered.    What  lhall  I  do  ? 

Oli.  Ev'n  what  it  pleafe  my  lord,  that  fliall  become 
him. 


Duke. 
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Duke,  Why  (hould  1  not,  had  I  the  heart  to  do*t,  (13} 
Like  to  th'  Egyptian  thief,  at  point  of  death 
Kill  what  I  love  ?  (a  favage  jealoufie. 
That  fometimes  favours  nobly ;)  but  hear  me  this  : 
Since  you  to  non-regardancecaft  my  faith. 
And  that  1  partly  know  the  inlirument, 
That  fcrews  me  from  my  true  place  in  your  favour  : 
Live  you  the  marble-breafted  tyrant  Hill. 
But  this  your  minion,  whom,  J  khow,  you  love. 
And  whom,  by  heav'n,  I  fwear,  J  tender  dearly. 
Him  will  I  tear  out  of  that  cruel  eye. 
Where  he  fits  crowned  in  his  mafter's  Tpight. 
Come,  boy,  with  me  ;  my  thoughts  are  ripe  inmifchief: 
I'll  facrifice  the  lamb  that  I  do  love. 
To  fpight  a  raven's  heart  within  a  dove.       [Duke going, 

Vio,  And  I  moft  jocund,  apt,  and  willingly. 
To  do  you  reft,  a  thoufand  deaths  would  die.  \_follo^ipg. 

(13)  JVhy  Jhould  1  noty  had  I  the  Heart  to  do  it. 

Like  to  tb^  Egyptian  Thief,  at  point  of  Death 
Kill  what  I  hvef^  In  this  Simile,  a  particular  Story  is 
prefuppos'd  j  which  ought  to  be  known,  to  (hew  the  Juftnefs 
and  Propriety  of  the  Comparifon.  It  is  taken  from  Heiiodorus's 
ty£thiopics,  to  which  our  Author  was  indebted  for  the  Allufion, 
This  Egyptian  Thief  was  Thyamisy  who  was  a  Native  of  Memphis, 
and  at  the  Head  of  a  Band  of  Robbers.  ^Iheagenes  and  Chariclea 
falling  into  their  Hands,  Thy  amis  fell  defperately  in  Love  with 
the  Lady,  and  would  have  married  her.  Soon  after,  a  ftrongcr 
Body  of  Robbers  coming  down  upon  Thyamii%  Party,  He  was 
in  fuch  fears  for  his  Miltrefs,  that  he  had  fliut  her  into  a  Cave 
with  his  Treafure.  It  was  cuftomary  with  thofe  Barbarians, 
Hvhen  they  despair  d  of  their  6wn  Safety ,  firfl  to  make  aivay  uritb 
Thofe  Kjhom  they  held  dear,  and  delired  for  Companions  in  the 
next  Life.  Thyamisy  therefore,  benctted  round  with  his  Ene- 
mies, raging  with  Love,  Jealoufy,  and  Anger,  went  to  his 
Cave  J  and  calling  aloud  in  the  Egyptian  Tongue,  fo  foon  as 
He  heard  himfelf  anfwer'd  towards  the  Cave's  Mouth  by  a 
Grecian,  making  to  the  Perfon  by  the  Diredion  of  her  Voice, 
he  caught  her  by  the  Hair  with  his  left  Hand,  and  (Tuppofing 
her  to  be  CharicUa)  with  his  right  Hand  plungM  hib  Sword  into 
her  Breail.  . 


OIL 


U^at  you  will. 


OH,  Where  goes  Cefario  ? 

Vio.  After  him  I  love. 
More  than  I  love  thefe  eyes,  more  than  my  life  i 
More,  by  all  mores,  than  e'er  I  fhall  love  wife. 
If  I  do  feign,  you  witnefles  above 
Punifii  my  life,  for  tainting  of  my  love  f 

O//.  Ay  me,  detefted  !  how  am  I  beguil'd  ? 

Vio.  Who  does  beguile  you  ?  who  does  do  you  wrong? 

Oil,  Hall:  thou  forgot  thyfelf  ?  is  it  fo  long  ? 
Call  forth  the  holy  father. 

Duke,  Come,  away,  [To  Viola. 

Oli  Whither,  my  lord  ?  Cefario,  husband,  flay. 

Duke,  Husband  ? 

Oli,  Ay,  husband.  Can  he  that  deny  ? 

Duke.  Her  husband,  firrah  ? 

Vio,  No,  my  lord,  not  I. 

OH,  Alas,  it  is  the  bafenefs  of  thy  fear. 
That  makes  thee  flrangle  thy  propriety  : 
Fear  not,  Cefario^  take  thy  fortunes  up  : 
Be  that,  thou  know'fl,  thou  art,  and  then  thou  art 
As  great,  as  that  thou  fear'ii. 


0  welcome,  father. 

Father,  I  charge  thee  by  thy  reverence 
Here  to  unfold,  (tho'  lately  we  intended 
To  keep  in  darknefs,  what  occafion  now 
R-eveals  before  'tis  ripe)  what,  thou  doft  know. 
Hath  newly  pad  between  this  youth  and  me. 

Prieft.  A  contrad  of  eternal  bond  of  love. 
Confirmed  by  mutual  joinder  of  your  han^s, 
Attefted  by  the  holy  clofe  of  lips, 
Strengthned  by  enterchangement  of  your  rings ; 
And  all  the  ceremony  of  this  compact 
SeaPd  in  my  fundion,  by  my  teflimony  : 
Since  when,  my  watch  hath  told  me,  tow'rd  my  grave 

1  have  traveird  but  two  hours. 

Duke,  O  thou  diffembling  cub  !  what  wilt  thou  be. 
When  time  hath  fow'd  a  grizzel  on  thy  cafci 


Enter  Prieft. 
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Of  will  not  elfe  thy  craft  fo  quickly  grow, 
That  thine  own  trip  (hall  be  thine  overthrow  ? 
Farewel,  and  take  her;  but  direCl  thy  feet, 
Where  thou  and  I  henceforth  may  never  meet. 

Vio.  My  lord,  1  doproteft— — 

Oil,  O,  do  not  fwear ; 
Hold  little  faith,  tho'  thou  ball  too  much  fear  ! 

Enter  Sir  Andrew,  njoith  his  head  broke. ' 

Sir  And,  For  the  love  of  God  a  furgeon,  and  fend  one 

prefently  to  Sir  l^oby. 
Oli,  What's  the  matter  ? 

Sir  And,  H'as  brc  ke  my  head  a-crofs,  and  given  Sir 
l^ohy  a  bloody  coxcomb  too  :  for  the  love  of  God,  your 
help.    I  had  rather  than  forty  pound,  I  were  at  home. 

O//,  Who  has  done  this,  Sir  Jndreiv  F 

Sir  And,  The  count's  gentleman,  one  Cefario  %  we 
took  him  for  a  coward,  but  he's  the  very  devil  incardi- 
nate. 

Duke.  My  gentleman,  Cefario  ? 

SW-  'And  Od's  lifelings,  here  he  is  :  you  broke  my 
head  for  nothing ;  and  that  that  I  did,  I  was  fet  on  to 
do't  by  Sir  T^oly. 

Vio.  Why  do  you  fpeak  to  me  ?  I  never  hurt  you  : 
You  drew  your  fv/ord  upon  me,  without  caufe ; 
But  I  befpake  you  fair,  and  hurt  you  not. 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  and  C/o^wn. 

Sir  And,  If  a  bloody  coxcomb  be  a  hurt,  you  have 
hurt  me :  I  think,  you  fet  nothing  by  a  bloody  cox* 
comb.  Here  comes  Sir  l^ohy  halting,  you  (hall  hear 
more ;  but  if  he  had  not  been  in  drink,  he  would  have 
tickled  you  other- gates  than  he  did. 

Duke,  How  nuw,  gentleman  ?  how  is't  with  you  ? 

Sir  To,  That's  all  one,  he  has  hurt  me,  and  there's  an 
end  on't ;  fot,  didll  fee  Dick  Surgeon,  fot  ? 

CIo.  O  he's  drunk,  Sir  Toby,  above  an  hour  agone  i 
his  eyes  were  fet  at  eight  i'th'  morning. 

Sir.  To,  Thenhe'sarogue,  andapaft-meafurejP^/»/>, 
I  hate  a  drunken  rogue« 

0//V 
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O//.  Away  with  him:  who  hath  made  this  havock 
with  them  ? 

Sir  And,  I'll  help  you,  Sir  ^ohy^  becaufe  we'll  be  dreft 
•together. 

Sir  To,  Will  you  help  an  afs-head,  and  a  coxcomb, 
and  a  knave,  a  thin-fac'd  knave,  a  gull  ? 

[^Exeunt  Clo.  To.  and  And. 
OH,  Get  him  to  bed,  and  let  his  hurt  be  looked  to. 

Enter  Sebaftian. 

Seh.  1  am  forry.  Madam,  I  have  hurt  your  kinfman : 
But  had  it  been  the  brother  of  my  blood, 
I  muft  have  done  no  lefs  with  wit  and  fafety.  - 

[_All  ftand  in  amaze. 
You  throw  a  ftrange  regard  on  me,  by  which, 
I  do  perceive,  it  hath  offended  you ; 
Pardon  me,  fweet  one,  even  for  the  vows 
We  made  each  other,  but  fo  late  ago. 

Duke,  One  face,  one  voice,  one  habit,  and  two  per- 
fons  5 

A  natVal  perfpe£live,  that  is,  and  is  not ! 

Seb,  Antonio,  O  my  dear  Antonio  ! 
How  have  the  hours  rack'd  and  tortur'd  me. 
Since  I  have  loft  thee  ? 

Ant,  Sebaftian  arc  you  ? 

Seb,  Fear'ft  thou  that,  Antonio ! 

Ant.  How  have  you  made  divifion  of  your  felf? 
An  apple,  cleft  in  two,  is  not  more  twin 
Than  thefe  two  creatures.    Which  is  Sebaftian  ?l 

OH.  Moft  wonderful ! 

Seb.  Do  I  ftand  there?   I  never  had  a  brother : 
Nor  can  there  be  that  deity  in  my  nature, 
Of  here  and  every  where.    I  had  a  fifter, 
Whom  the  blind  waves  and  furges  have  devour 'd : 
Of  charity,  what  kin  are  you  to  me  ?  \To  Viola, 

What  countryman  ?  what  name  ?  what  parentage  ? 

Fio.  Of  Mejfaline ;  Sebaftian  was  my  father ; 
Such  a  Sebaftian  was  my  brother  too : 
So  went  he  fuited  to  his  wat'ry  tomb. 
If  fpirits  can  affume  both  form  and  fuit, 

H  z  yo« 
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Y ou  come  to  fright  us. 

6"^^.  A  fpirit  I  am,  indeed  ; 
But  am  in  that  dimenfion  grofsly  clad. 
Which  from  the  womb  I  did  participate. 
Were  you  a  woman,  as  the  reft  goes  even, 
I  fhould  my  tears  let  fall  upon  your  cheek. 
And  fay,     Thrice  welcome,  drowned  ^to/a  f 

Vio.  My  father  had  a  mole  upon  his  brow. 

Seh.  x^nd  fo  had  mine. 

Vio.  And  dy'd  that  day,  vih^n  Viola  from  her  birth 
Had  numbred  thirteen  years. 

Seb.  O,  that  record  is  lively  in  my  foul-i 
He  finilhed,  -indeed,  his  mortal  adl, 
That  day  that  made  my  fifter  thirteen  years. 

Vio.  If  nothing  lets  to  make  us  happy  both. 
But  this  my  makuiine  ufurp'd  attire  i 
Do  not  embrace  me,  'till  each  circumftanc<e 
Of  place,  time,  fortune,  do  cohere  and  jump. 
That  I- am  Viola-,  which  to  confirm, 
I'll  bring  you  to  a  captain  in  this  town 
Where  lye  my  maids  weeds  ;  (14)  by  whofe  gentle  help 
I  was  preferred  to  ferve  this  noble  Duke. 
All  the  occuyr^nce  of  my  fortune  fmce 
Hath  been  between  this  Lady,  and  this  Lord. 
'  Seb,  So  comes  it,  Lady,  you  have  been  millook : 

[To  Olivia. 

But  nature  to  her  bias  drew  in  that. 

You  would  have  been  contraded  to  a  maid, 

(14)    "  hy  ivboje  gentle  Help 

I  ivas  preferv'd  to  jcwe  this  noble  Duke.']  Tho'  this  be 
Senfe,'  and  pofleffcs  all  the  printed  Copies,  yet  1  fufpeft,  from 
the  Similitude  in  the  two  Words  prejern/'d  znd  fer've  (a  Same- 
ncfs  of  Sound,  ^^hich  Sbakefpeare  would,  probably,  have  avoid- 
ed 5)  the  Copyifts,  or  Men  at  Prefs,  committed  a  flight  Miftake. 
"When  the  Captain  and  FjoJa  firft  appear  upon  the  Stage,  She 
fays  to  hirn ; 

 .  Til  ferve  this  Duke  5 

Tbcu  Jhah  prefent  me,  h-c, 
I  therefore  believe,  the  Author  v»rrotc,  as  I  have  reform'd  the 
Text, 

Nor 
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Nor  are  you  therein,  by  my  life,  deceiv'd  ; 
You  are  betroth'd  both  to  a  maid,  and  man. 

Duke,  Be  not  amaz'd  :  right-noble  is  his  blood : 
If  this  be  fo,  as  yet  the  glafs  feems  true, 
I  fhall  have  lliare  in  this  moft  happy  wreck. 
Boy,  thou  haft  faid  to  me  a  thoufand  times,       \_To  Vio*; 
Thou  never  fhould'A  love  woman  like  to  me, 

Vio,  And  all  thofe  fayings  will  I  over-fvvear. 
And  all  thofe  fwearings  keep  as  true  in  foul  > 
-As  doth  that  orbed  continent  the  fire. 
That  fevers  day  from  night. 

Duke.  Give  me  thy  hand, 
And  let  me  fee  thee  in  thy  woman's  weeds. 

Fio,  The  captain,  that  did  bring  me  firft  on  fhore. 
Hath  my  maids  garments :  he  upon  fome  adion 
Is  now  in  durance,  at  Maholio\  fuit, 
A  gentleman  and  follower  of  my  lady*s. 

Oli.  He  ihali  enlarge  him  :  fetch  Maholio  hither. 
And  yet,  alas,  now  I  remember  me. 
They  fay,  poor  gentleman  !  he's  much  diftraft. 

E7iter  the  Clown  wijtth  a  Letter^  and  Fabian. 

A  moft  extrafling  frenzy  of  mine  o.wo 
From  my  remembrance  clearly  banifh'd  hh. 
How  does  he,  lirrah  ? 

Clo.  Truly,  Madam,  he  holds  Behehub  at  the  flave's 
end,  as  well  as  a  man  in  his  cafe  may  do :  h'as  here  writ 
a  letter  to  you,  I  fhould  have  given't  you  to  day  morning. 
But  as  a  mad-man's  epift'esare  no  gofpcls,  fo  it  skills  not 
much,  when  they  are  delivered. 

Oil.  Open't,  and  read  it. 

Clo,  Look  then  to  be  well  edify 'd,  when  the  fool  d- 
livers  the  mad-man— -J^y  the  Lord,  Madam,— ^  [Reads 
on.  How  now,  art  mad  ? 

Clo,  No,  Madam,  I  do  but  read  madnefs  :  an  your 
Ladyfhip  will  have  it  as  it  ought  to  be,  you  muft  allow 
Vox. 

Oli.  Pr'ythee,  read  it,  i'thy  right  wits. 
Clo,  So  I  do,  Madona ;  but  to  read  his  right  wits,  15  to 
read  thus :  therefore  perpend,  my  princefs,  and  give  ear. 

H  3  on. 
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OH,  Read  it  you,  Sirrah.  [To  Fabian; 

Fah.  [Reads.]  By  the  LorJy  Madam,  ycu  njorong  me, 
and  the  iMorld  Jhall  knoiv  it :  though  you  hanje  put  me  into 
darknejs^  and  gi^ en  your  drunken  Vnde  rule  o^er  me^  yet 
han)e  I  the  benefit  of  my  fenfes  as  <vueU  as  your  Ladyjhip^  I 
ha've  your  oiajk  Letter,  that  induced  me  to  the  femhlance  I 
pit  on  ;  fwith  the  'which  I  doubt  ?iot,  but  to  do  myfelf  much 
right,  or  ycu  much  Jhame  :  think  of  me^  as  you  pleafe  :  I 
lea<ve  my  duty  a  little  unth ought  of,  and  fpeak  out  of  my 
injury.  The  madly  us'd  Malvolio. 

Oli*  Did  he  write  this  ? 

Clo.  Ay,  Madam. 

Duke.  This  favours  not  much  of  diflraftion, 

O//.  See  him  delivered,  Fabian  ;  bring  him  hither. 
My  Lord,  fo  pleafe  you,  thefe  things  further  thought  on, 
To  think  me  as  well  a  fifter,  as  a  wife  ; 
One  day  (hall  crown  th'  alliance  on't,  fo  pleafe  you. 
Here  at  my  houfe,  and  at  my  proper  coft. 

Duke.  Madam,  1  am  moft  apt  t'embrace  your  offer. 
YouT  mafter  quits  you ;  and  for  your  fervice  done  him, 
So  much  againft  the  metal  of  your  fex,  \f[Q  Viola. 

So  far  beneath  your  foft  and  tender  breeding ; 
(Anu  fmce  you  call'd  me  mafter  for  fo  long,) 
Here  is  my  hand,  you  (hall  from  this  time  be 
Your  matter's  miftrefs. 

OH.  A  filler,  you  are  fhe. 

Enter  Malvolio, 
Duke*  Is  this  the  mad  man  ? 

Oli.  Ay,  my  Lord,  this  fame:  how  now,  Maholio? 
Mai  Madam,  you  have  done  me  wrong,  notorious 
wrong. 

O//.  Have  I,  Maholio  ?  no. 

Mai.  Lady,  you  have ;  pray  you,  perufe  that  Letter, 
You  muft  not  now  deny  it  is  your  hand. 
Write  from  it  if  you  can,  in  hand  or  phrafe ; 
Or  fay,  'tis  not  your  feal,  nor  your  invention  ; 
You  can  fay  none  of  this.    Well,  grant  it  then; 
And  tell  me  in  the  modefty  of  honour, 
Why  you  have  given  me  fuch  clear  lights  of  favour, 
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Bad  me  come  fmiling,  and  crofs-garter'd  to  you. 
To  put  on  yellow  ftockings,  and  to  frown 
Upon  Sir  Tcby^  and  the  lighter  people  : 
And  ailing  this  in  an  obedient  hope. 
Why  have  you  fufFer'd  me  to  be  imprifon'd. 
Kept  in  a  dark  houfe,  vifited  by  the  prieft. 
And  made  themoft  notorious  geek,  and  gulf. 
That  e'er  invention  plaid  on?  tell  me,  why  ? 

Oli,  Alas,  Maholio,  this  is  not  my  writing, 
Tho%  I  confefs,  much  like  the  charader : 
But,  out  of  quellion,  'tis  A/^xr/Vs  hand.. 
And  now  I  do  bethink  me,  it  was  Ihe 
Firft  told  me,  thou  waft  mad  ;  then  cam'ft  thou  fmlHng, 
And  in  fuch  forms  which  here  were  prefuppos^d 
Upon  thee  in  the  letter :  pr'ythee  be  content ; 
This  pradice  hath  moft  fhrewdly  paft  upon  thee ; 
But  when  we  know  the  grounds,  and  authors  of  it. 
Thou  fhalt  be  both  the  plaintifr  and  the  judge 
Of  thine  own  caufe. 

Fab,  Good  Madam,  hear  me  fpeak  ; 
And  let  no  quarrel,  nor  no  brawl  to  come. 
Taint  the  condition  of  this  prefent  hour, 
Which  I  have  wondred  at.    In  hope  it  fcali  not, 
Moft  freely  I  confefs,  myfelf  and  Sir  Toby 
Set  this  device  againft  Maholio  here, 
Upon  fome  ftubborn  and  uncourteous  parts 
We  had  conceived  againft  him.    Maria  writ 
The  letter,  at  Sir  7oby\  great  importance : 
In  recompence  whereof,  he  hath  married  her* 
How  with  a  fportfiil  malice  it  was  followM, 
May  rather  pluck  on  laughter  than  revenge ; 
If  that  the  injuries  be  juilly  weigh'd. 
That  have  on  both  fides  paft. 

O//.  Alas,  poor  fool !  how  have  they  balHed  thee  ? 

C/(3.  Why,  fome  are  born  greats  fome  atchie^ve  great- 
nefsy  and  fome  ha^e  greatnefs  thruft  upon  them.  I  was 
one,  Sir,  in  this  interlude ;  one  Sir  Topas^  Sir ;  but 
that's  all  one  ;  ^  ~»by  the  Lordyfooly  I  am  not  madi 

but  do  you  remember.  Madam,  ~  nxhy  laugh 

H  4  you 
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you  at  fuch  a  barren  rafcal  ?  an  you  f mile  not,  he  s  gag^d  : 
and  thus  the  whirl  gigg  of  time  brings  in  his  revenges. 
AJai.  ni  bereveng'don  the  whole  pack  of  you.  [^Epcit> 
OH.  He  hath  been  mofl  notorioufly  abus'd. 
Duke.  Purfue  him,  and  intreat  him  to  a  peace  : 
He  hath  not  told  us  of  the  captain  yet ; 
When  that  is  known,  and  golden  time  convents, 
A  folemn  combination  {hall  be  made 
Of  our  dear  fouls.    Mean  time,  fweet  fifter. 
We  will  not  part  from  hence, —  Cefario^  come ; 
(For  fo  you  (hall  be,  while  you  are  a  man ;) 
But  when  in  oth^r  habits  you  are  feen, 
Orjino\  miftrefs,  and  his  fancy's  Queen.  {^xeunt. 

Clown  Jings, 

When  that  1  ivas  a  little  tiny  hoy^ 

H'^ith  hey^  ho,  the  wnd  and  the  rain : 
A  foolijh  thing  nvas  hut  a  toy^ 

For  the  rain  it  raineth  enjery  day. 
But  uohen  I  came  to  man's  ejlate^ 

With  hey^  hoy  Sec 
""Gainft  knaves  and  thieves  men  Jhut  their  gat 

For  the  rain,  8cc, 
But /when  I  came,  alas!  to  ov/'z;^, 

With  hey,  ho,  Sec, 
By  fwaggering  could  I  never  thrive^ 

For  the  rain,  SiC 
But  njuhen  I  came  unto  my  beds. 

With  hey,  ho,  Sec. 
With  tofs-pots  fiill  had  drunken  heads, 

For  the  rain,  &C. 
A  great  'while  ago  the  ivorld  begun, 

With  hey,  ho.  Sec. 
.  Biit  that's  all  one,  on  ^  flay, is  done ; 

And  w'll  ftri've  to  f  leaf e you  e'very  day.  [Exit. 
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Dramatis  Perfonse. 

S  A  L I N  U  S,  Duke  of  Ephefus. 
^geon,  a  Merchant  of  Syxaxiuk. 

AntiphoHs  ./Ephefus,  >  '^'win- Brothers,  and  Sons  to  M- 
A  ,.•  u  V  r  r  Keen  and  Jhmiha,  but  unknovin 

Antiphohs./Syracufe,  J  %  each  other. 

Dromio     Ephefus,  ^Tivin- Brothers,  and  Slaves  to  the 
Dromio  ^j/'Syracufe,  3  ^w<7  AntiphoIis\ 
Balthazar,  a  Merchant. 
Angelo,  a  Goldfmith, 

A  Merchant,  Friend  to  Antipholis  ^Syracufe. 
Dr.  Pinch,  a  School  majier,  and  a  Conjurer. 

Emilia,  Wife  to  ^geon,  an  Abhefs  at  Ephefus, 
Adriana,  ^T//^ /i?  Antipholis  Ephefus. 
Luciana,  SiJIer  to  Adriana. 
Luce,  Sern^ant  to  A^xidiXidL^  ^ 

Jailor^  Offcers^  and  other  Attendants* 
SCENE,  Ephefus, 
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A    c    T  I. 

S  CE1<1  E,  Tbe  Duke's  Palace. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Ephefus,  iEgeon,  Jailor^  and 
other  Attendants, 

JE  G  E   O  V. 

ROCEED,  Salinus,  to  procure  my  fall 
And  by  the  doom  of  death  end  woes  and 
all. 

Duke.  Merchant  of  Syracufe^  plead  no 
more; 

I  am  not  partial  to  infringe  our  laws  : 
The  enmity,  and  difcord,  which  of  late 
Sprung  from  the  ranc'rous  outrage  of  your  Duke, 
To  merchants,  our  well-dealing  countrymen, 
{Who,  wanting  gilders  to  redeem  their  lives, 
Have  feal'd  his  rigorous  ftatutes  with  their  bloods) 
Excludes  all  pity  from  our  threatning  locks* 
For,  fince  the  mortal  and  inteftine  jars 
'Twixt  thy  feditiou:  countrymen  and  u*. 
It  hath  in  folemn  fynods  been  decreed. 
Both  by  the  Syracujtans  and  ourfclves, 
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T'admit  no  traffick  to  our  adverfe  towns* 
Nay,  more  ;  if  any  born  at  Ephefus 
Be  feen  at  Syraeufan  marts  and  fairs. 
Again,  if  any  Syraeufan  born 
Come  to  the  bay  of  Ephefus,  he  dies ; 
His  goods  confifcate  to  the  Duke's  difpofe, 
Unlefs  a  thoufand  marks  be  levied 
To  quit  the  penalty,  and  ranfom  him. 
Thy  fubftance,  valuM  at  the  highefl  rate. 
Cannot  amount  unto  a  hundred  marks ; 
Therefore,  by  law  thou  art  condemn 'd  to  die. 

JEgeon.  Yet  this  my  comfort,  when  your  words  arc 
done, 

My  woes  end  likewife  with  the  evening  fun. 

Duke,  Well,  Syraeufan,  fay  in  brief,  the  caufe. 
Why  thou  departed'!!  from  thy  native  home; 
And  for  what  caiife  thou  cam'it  to  Ephefus. 

jEgeon.  A  heavier  task  could  not  have  been  impos'd. 
Than  I  to  fpeak  my  grief  unlpeakable  : 
Yet  that  the  world  may  witnefs,  that  my  end 
Was  wrought  by  nature,  not  by  vile  offence, 
111  utter  what  my  forrcv/  gives  me  leave. 
In  Syracufa  was  1  born,  and  v/ed 
Unto  a  woman,  happy  but  for  me ; 
And  by  mc  too.  had  not  our  hap  been  bad  : 
With  her  I  liv'd  in  joy  ;  our  wealth  increas'd. 
By  profperous  voyages  I  often  made 
To  Epidamnum  ;  'till  my  fador's  death. 
And  the  great  care  of  goods  at  random  left. 
Drew  me  from  kind  embracements  of  my  fpaufe; 
From  whom  my  abfence  was  not  fix  months  old^ 
Before  herfelf  (aimoft  at  fainting  under 
The  pleafuig  puniihment  that  women  be^r) 
Had  made  provifion  for  her  following  me. 
And  foon,  and  fafe,  arrived  where  I  was. 
There  (he  had  not  been  long,  but  Ihe  became 
A  joyful  mother  of  two  goodly  fons ; 
And,  which  was  llrange,  the  one  fo  like  the  other> 
As  could  not  be  diftinguifh'd  but  by  names, 
l  hat  verv  hourj,  and  in  the  felf  fame  inn^ 
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A  poor  mean  woman  was  delivered 
Of  fuch  a  burthen,  male-twins  both  alike : 
Thofe  (for  their  parents  were  exceeding  poor) 
I  bought,  and  brought  up  to  attend  my  fons. 
My  wife,  not  meanly  proud  of  two  fuch  boys. 
Made  daily  motions  for  our  home  return  : 
Unwilling,  I  agreed  ;  alas,  too  foon  ! 
We  came  aboard. 

A  ieague  from  Epi damnum  had  we  fall'd. 
Before  the  al ways-wind  obeying  deep 
Gave  any  tragick  inftance  of  our  harm  ; 
But  longer  did  we  not  retain  much  hope  : 
For  what  obfcured  light  the  heav'ns  did  gran.t» 
Did  but  convey  unto  our  fearful  minds 
A  doubtful  warrant  of  immediate  death  ; 
Which,  tho'  myfelf  would  gladly  have  embrac'd> 
Yet  the  inceiTant  weeping  of  my  wife, 
(Weeping  before,  for  what  (he  faw  muft  come  ;\ 
And  piteous  plainings  of  the  pretty  babes. 
That  mourn'd  for  fafliion,  ignorant  what  to  fear, 
Forc'd  me  to  feek  delays  for  them  and  me  : 
And  this  it  was ;  (for  other  means  were  none.) 
The  failors  fought  for  fafety  by  our  boat. 
And  left  the  fhip,  then  fmking-ripe,  to  us; 
My  wife,  more  careful  for  the  elder  born. 
Had  faftcnM  him  unto  a  fmall  fpare  maft. 
Such  as  fea- faring  men  provide  for  ftorms; 
To  him  one  of  the  other  twins  was  bound, 
Whilll  I  had  been  like  heedful  of  the  other,. 
The  children  thus  difpos'd,  my  wife  and  I, 
Fixing  our  eyes  on  whom  our  care  was  fixt^ 
Fattened  ourfelves  at  either  end  the  maft  ; 
And  floating  ftraight,  obedient  to  the  flream, 
Were  carry 'd  towards  Corinth,  as  we  thought* 
At  length  the  fun,  gazing  upon  the  earth, 
Difpers'd  thofe  vapours  that  offended  us  : 
And,  by  the  benefit  of  his  wifh'd  light. 
The  feas  waxt  calm  ;  and  we  difcovered 
Two  lliips  from  far  making  amain  to  US;> 
Of  Corinth  that,,  of  Epidaums  this  i 
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But  ere  they  came  oh,  let  me  fay  no  moref 

Gather  the  fequel  by  that  went  before, 

Duke.  Nay,  forward,  old  man,  do  not  break  ofF  fo ; 

For  we  may  pity,  tho'  not  pardon  thee. 

^geon  Oh,  had  the  Gods  done  fo,  I  had  not  now 

Worthily  term'd  them  mercilefs  to  us ; 

For  ere  the  (hips  could  meet  by  twice  five  leagues. 

We  were  encountred  by  a  mighty  rock  ; 

Which  being  violently  borne  upon. 

Our  helplefs  (hip  was  fplitted  in  the  midft  : 

So  that,  in  this  unjuft  divorce  of  us. 

Fortune  had  left  to  both  of  us  alike 

What  to  delight  in,  what  to  forrow  for. 

Her  part,  poor  foul !  fceming  as  burdened 

With  lefier  weight,  but  not  with  leffer  woe. 

Was  carry'd  with  more  fpeed  before  the  wind. 

And  in  our  fight  they  three  were  taken  up 

By  fiftiermen  of  Corinth^  as  we  thought. 

At  length,  another  fhip  had  feiz'd  on  us ; 

And  knowing  whom  it  was  their  hap  to  fave. 

Gave  helpful  welcome  to  their  fhipwreckt  guefls ; 

And  would  have  reft  the  fifhers  of  their  prey. 

Had  not  their  bark  been  very  flow  of  fail ; 

And  therefore  homeward  did  they  bend  their  courfe.~ 

Thus  have  you  heard  me  fever'd  from  my  blifs ; 

That  by  misfortunes  was  my  life  prolonged. 

To  tell  fad  ftories  of  my  own  mi  (haps. 

Duke.  _  And,  for  the  fakes  of  them  thou  forrow'ft  for. 
Do  me  the  favour  to  dilate  at  full 
What  hath  befall'n  of  them,  and  thee,  'till  now. 

JEgeon,  My  youngeil  boy,  and  yet  my  eldeft  care. 
At  eighteen  years  became  inquifitive 
After  his  brother  ;  and  importuned  me, 
That  his  attendant,  (for  his  cafe  was  like, 
Reft  of  his  brother,  but  retain'd  his  name,) 
Might  bear  him  company  in  queft  of  him  : 
Whom  whilft  1  laboured  of  a  love  to  fee, 
I  hazarded  the  Icfs  of  whom  I  lov'd. 
Five  fummers  have  I  fpent  in  farthell  Greedy 
Roaming  clean  through  the  bounds  of  JJta^ 
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And  coafting  homeward,  came  to  Ephefus: 
Hopelefs  to  find,  yet  loth  to  leave  unfought. 
Or  that,  or  any  place  that  harbours  men. 
But  here  muft  end  the  ilory  of  my  life  ; 
And  happy  were  1  in  my  timely  death. 
Could  all  my  travels  warrant  me  they  live. 

Duke,  Haplefs  JEgeon,  whom  the  fates  have  markt 
To  bear  th'  extremity  of  dire  miOiap ; 
Now,  trull  me,  were  it  not  againft  our  laws,  ( i ) 
(Which  Princes,  would  they,  may  not  difannul  >) 
Againft  my  crown,  my  oath,  my  dignity, 
My  foul  fhould  fue  as  advocate  for  thee. 
But,  tho'  thou  art  adjudged  to  the  death. 
And  paffed  fentence  may  not  be  recalled. 
But  to  our  honour's  great  difparagement ; 
Yet  will  I  favour  thee  in  what  I  can  ; 
I  therefore,  merchant,  limit  thee  this  day. 
To  feek  thy  life  by  beneficial  help  : 
Try  all  the  friends  thou  haft  in  Ephefus^ 
Beg  thou,  or  borrow,  to  make  up  tlie  fum. 
And  live ;  if  not,  then  thou  art  doom'd  to  die. 
Jailor,  take  him  to  thy  cuftody.  \^Exeunt  Duke^  and  Train ^ 

JaiL  I  will,  my  Lord. 

^geon.  Hopelefs  and  helplefs  ^othjEgeon  wend. 
But  to  procraftinate  his  livelefs  end. 

^Exeunt  iEgeon,  and  Jailor^ 

( i)  JVcw  trufl  me,  were  it  not  againft  our  Laws, 
jigainft  my  Crown,  my  Oatb,  my  Dignity, 
Wbicb  Princes  would,  they  may  not  difannul,]  Thus  are 
thefe  Lines  placed  in  all  the  former  Editions.  But  as  the 
fingle  Verb  does  not  agree  with  all  the  Subftanti'ves,\vhiQ\i(ho\xld 
be  govern'd  of  it,  I  have  vcnturM  to  make  a  Tranfpofition  j 
and,  by  a  Change  in  th«  Pointing,  cleared  up  the  Perplexity  of 
thfScnf^f.  V 
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SCENE  changes  to  the  Street. 
Enter  Antipholis  of  Syracufe,  a  Merchant y  and  Dromio^ 

Mer,  ^  I  ^Herefore  give  out,  you  are  of  Epidamnuniy^ 
Left  that  your  goods  too  foon  be  confifcate* 
This  very  day,  a  Syracufan  merchant 
Is  apprehended  for  arrival  here  j 
And,  not  being  able  to  buy  out  his  life^ 
According  to  the  ftatute  of  the  town. 
Dies  ere  the  weary  fun  fet  in  the  weft  r 
There  is  your  mony,  that  I  had  to  keep. 

Jnt.  Go  bear  it  to  the  Centaury  where  we  hofti^ 
And  ftay  there,  Dromio,  'till  I  come  to  thee : 
Within  this  hour  it  will  be  dinner-ti-me  ; 
'Till  that  ni  view  the  manners  of  the  townv 
Perufe  the  traders,  gaze  upon  the  buildings. 
And  then  return  and  deep  within  mine  inn 
For  with  long  travel  I  am  ftilF  and  weary. 
Get  thee  ^way. 

Dro.  Many  a  man  would  take  you  at  your  word; 
And  go  indeed,  having  fo  good  a  means. 

\^Exit  Drom^io, 

Ant.  A  trufty  villain,  Sir,  that  very  oft. 
When  I  am  dull  with  care  and  melancholy. 
Lightens  my  humour  with  his  merry  jefts. 
What,  will  you  walk  with  me  about  the  town,. 
And  then  go  to  the  inn  and  dine  with  me  ? 

Mer,  I  am  invited.  Sir,  to  certain  merchants^, 
Of  whom  I  hope  to  make  much  benefit : 
I  crave  your  pardon.    Soon  at  five  o'clock, 
Pleafe  you.  Til  meet  with  you  upon  the  mart. 
And  afterward  confort  you  'till  bed'  time 
My  prefent  bufmefs  calls  me  from  you  now. 

Ant,  Farewel  'till  then  ;  I  will  go  lofe  myfelf^. 
And  wander  up  and  down  to  view  the  city . 

]^r.  Sir,  I  commend  you  to  your  own  content, 

\Exit  Mercbanh 

Ant' 
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Ant.  He  that  commends  me  to  my  own  content. 
Commends  me  to  the  thing  I  cannot  get. 
I  to  the  world  am  like  a  drop  of  water. 
That  in  the  ocean  feeks  another  drop. 
Who  falling  there  to  iind  his  fellow  forth, 
Unfeen,  inquilitwe,  confounds  himfelf : 
So  I,  to  find  a  nJother  and  a  brother, 
In  qucfl  of  them,  unhappy,  lofe  myfelf. 

Enter  Dromio  of  Ephefus. 

Here  comes  the  almanack  of  my  true  date. 
What  now  ?  how  chance,  thou  art  returned  fo  foon  ? 
E.  Dro,  Return'd  fo  foon  !   rather  approach'd 
late  : 

The  capon  burns,  the  pig  falls  from  the  fpit. 
The  clock  has  flrucken  twelve  upon  the  bell ; 
My  miftrefs  made  it  oae  upon  my  cheek ; 
She  is  fo  hot,  becaufe  the  meat  is  cold  ; 
The  meat  is  cold,  becaufe  you  come  not  home ; 
You  come  not  home,  becaufe  you  have  no  ftomach  5^ 
You  have  no  flomach,  having  broke  your  fall : 
But  we,  that  know  what  'tis  to  faft  and  pray. 
Are  penitent  for  your  default  to  day. 

Ant.  Stop  in  your  wind,  Sir  ;  tell  me  this,  I  pray. 
Where  have  you  left  the  mony  that  I  gave  you  ? 

E,  Dro.  Oh,-  fix- pence,  that  I  had  a  iVednefday  \d,% 
To  pay  the  fadler  for  my  miftrefs'  crupper  ? 
The  fadler  had  it,  Sir  ;  I  kept  it  not. 

Ant.  I  am  not  in  a  fportive  humour  now ; 
Tell  me  and  dally  not,  where  is  the  mony  ? 
We  being  ilrangers  here,  how  dar'ft  thou  trull 
So  great  a  charge  from  thine  own  cuilody  ? 

E.  Dro.  I  pray  you,  jeft.  Sir,  as  you  lit  at  dinner : 
I  from  my  miftrefs  come  to  you  in  poll ; 
If  I  return,  I  (hall  be  pod  indeed ; 
For  fhe  will  fcore  your  fault  upon  my  pate : 
Methinks,  your  maw,  like  mine,  fhould  be  your  clock  ; 
And  flrike  you  home  without  a  melTenger. 

Ant.  Come,  Dromio^  come,  thefe  jefts  are  out  of 
feafon ; 

Referve 
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Referve  them  'till  a  merrier  hour  than  this : 
Where  is  the  gold  J  gave  in  charge  to  thee  ? 

E.  Dro.  To  me,  Sir?  why,  you  gave  no  gold  to  me. 

Jnt,  Come  on.  Sir  knave,  have  done  your  fooliih- 
nefs  ; 

And  tell  me  how  thou  haft  difpos'd  thy  charge  ? 

E.  Dro,  My  charge  was  but  to  fetch  you  from  the 
mart 

Home  to  your  houfe,  the  Vhcenlxy  Sir,  to  dinner  \ 
My  miftrefs  and  her  fi  ler  Hay  for  you. 

J^nt.  Now,  as  I  am  a  chrilb'an,  anfwer  me. 
In  what  ^afe  place  you  have  bertow'd  my  mony; 
Or  I  lliall  break  that  merry  fconce  of  yours, 
That  Hands  on  tricks  when  I  am  undifpos'd  : 
Where  are  the  thoufand  marks  thou  hadft  of  me  ? 

£.  Dro.  I  have  fome  marks  of  yours  upon  my  pate; 
Some  of  my  miftrefs'  marks  upon  my  Ihoulders: 
But  not  a  thoufand  marks  between  you  both.'  ■ 
If  I  fhouid  pa^^  your  vvorlhip  thofe  again. 
Perchance  you  wiil  not  bear  them  patiently. 

Ant,  Thy  milixefs'  marks  ?  what  miftrefs,  flave,  haft 
thou  ? 

E,  Dro,  Your  worfliip's  wife,  my  miftrefs  at  the 

Fhcenix ; 

She,  that  doth  faft,  'till  you  come  home  to  dinner  ; 
And  prays  that  you  will  hie  you  home  to  dinner. 

Ant,  What,  wilt  thou  flout  me  thus  unto  my  face. 
Being  forbid  }  there  take  you  that.  Sir  knave. 

E.  Dro,  What  mean  you.  Sir  ?  for  God's  fake,  hold 
your  hands  ; 
Nay,  an  you  will  not.  Sir,  I'll  take  my  heels. 

\Exit  Dromio* 

Ant,  Upon  my  life,  by  fome  device  or  other. 
The  villain  is  o'er- wrought  of  all  my  mony. 
They  fay,  this  town  is  full  of  couzenage  ; 
As,  nimble  jugglers,  that  deceive  the  eye;  (2) 

Dark- 

(2)  Aty  nimble  Jugglen,  that  decei've  the  Eye  : 

Dark- working  Sorcerers^  that  change  the  Mind  : 
Soul'killing  Witches,  that  def$rm  the  Body}  Thofe,  who 

attentively 
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Dark- working  forcerers,  that  change  the  mind ; 

Soul-killing  witches,  that  deform  the  body ; 

Difguifed  cheaters,  prating  mountebanks. 

And  many  fuch  like  liberties  of  fin  : 

Jf  it  prove  fo,  I  will  be  gone  the  fooner. 

ril  to  the  Centaiir\  to  go  feek  this  flave ; 

I  greatly  fear,  my  mony  is  not  fafe.  {Exit. 

attentively  confidcr  thefe  three  Lines,  muft  confefs,  that  the 
Poet  intended  the  Epithet  given  to  each  of  thefe  Mifcreants, 
(hould  declare  the  Power  by  which  they  perform  their  Feats, 
and  which  would  therefore  be  a  juft  CharafterlAick  of  each 
of  them.  Thus,  by  nimhU  Jugglers,  we  are  taught  that  they 
perform  their  Tricks  by  Slight  of  Hand:  and  by  Sttul-hillin^ 
WitcheS;^  w«  are  informM,  the  Mifchief  they  do  is  by  the  Af- 
fiftance  of  the  Devil,  to  whom  they  have  given  their  Souls  s 
But  then,  by  dark- working  Sorcerers,  we  are  not  inftru(Sled  in 
the  Means  by  which  they  perform  their  Ends.  Befides,  this 
Epithet  agrees  as  well  to  Witches,  as  to  them  ;  and  therefore, 
certainly  bur  Author  could  not  defign  This  in  their  Charadle- 
riftick,    I  am  confident,  we  (hould  read  j 

Drug- working  Sorcerers ,  that  change  the  Mind  5 

And  we  know  by  the  whole  Hiftory  of  ancient  and  modern 
Superftition,  that  thefe  kind  of  Jugglers  always  pretended  to 
work  Changes  of  the  Mind  by  thefe  Applications. 

Mr.  Warburtont 
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ACT  11. 

S  C  E  N  E,  the  Houfe  of  Antipholis  of 

Ephefus. 

Enter  Adriana  and  Luciana. 

A  D  R  I  A  N  A* 

NE  I T  H  E  R  my  husband  nor  the  flave  retum'J, 
That  in  fuch  hafte  I  fent  to  feek  his  mafter ! 
Sure,  Lucian^y  it  is  two  o'clock. 
Luc,  Perhaps,  fome  merchant  hath  invited  him, 
AnA  from  the  mart  he's  fomewhere  gone  to  dinner : 
Good  filler,  let  us  dine,  and  never  fret. 
A  man  is  mafter  of  his  liberty  : 
Time  is  their  mafter,  and  when  they  fee  time. 
They'll  go  or  come ;  if  fo,  be  patient,  fifter. 
Adr.  Why  fliould  their  liberty  than  ours  be  more  ? 
Luc,  Becaufe  their  bufmefs  ftill  lyes  out  a- door. 
Mr,  Look,  when  I  ferve  him  fo,  he  takes  it  ilL 
Luc.  Oh,  know,  he  is  the  bridle  of  your  will. 
Jdr.  There's  none,  but  aft^es,  will  be  bridled  fo. 
Luc.  Why,  head-ftrong  liberty  is  laftit  with  wo. 
There's  nothing  fituate  under  heaven's  eye, 
But  hath  its  bound  in  earth,  in  fea,  in  sky : 
The  beafts,  the  fifties,  and  the  winged  fowls. 
Are  their  males'  fubjedb,  and  at  their  controls  : 
Man,  more  divine,  the  mafter  of  all  thefe. 
Lord  of  the  wide  world,  and  wide  wat'ry  feas, 
Indu'd  with  intelledlual  fenfe  and  foul. 
Of  more  preheminence  than  fifti  and  fowl, 
Are  mafters  to  their  females,  and  their  lords : 
Then  let  your  will  attend  on  their  accords. 

Jdr.  This  fervitude  makes  you  to  keep  unwed. 
Luc,  Not  this,  but  troubles  of  the  marriage-bed. 
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Jdr.  But  were  you  wedded,  you  would  bear  fome 
fway. 

Luc,  Ere  I  learn  love,  Fll  pradlife  to  obey. 

j^dr.  How  if  your  husband  ftart  fome  otherwhere  ? 

Luc.  'Till  he  ceme  home  again,  1  would  forbear. 

Mr.  Patience  unmov'd,  no  marvel  tho*  fhe  paufe ; 
They  can  be  meek,  that  have  no  other  caufe  : 
A  wretched  foul,  bruis'd  with  adverfuy. 
We  bid  be  quiet,  when  we  hear  it  cry  ; 
But  were  we  burdenM  with  like  weight  of  pain, 
As  much,  or  more,  we  (hould  ourfelves  complain. 
So  thou,  that  haft  no  unkind  mate  to  grieve  thee. 
With  urging  helplefs  patience  would'ft  relieve  me  : 
But  if  thou  live  to  fee  like  right  bereft. 
This  fool-begg'd  patience  in  thee  will  be  left. 

Luc.  Well,  1  will  marry  one  day,  but  to  try  ; 
Here  comes  your  man,  now  is  your  husband  nigh. 

Enter  Dromio  of  Ephefus. 

Jdr.  Say,  is  your  tardy  mafter  now  at  hand  ? 

E.  Dro.  Nay,  he's  at  two  hands  with  me,  and  that 
my  two  ears  can  witnefs. 

j^dlr.  Say,  did'ft  thou  fpeak  with 'him  ?  know'ft  thou 
his  mind  ? 

E.  Dro.  Ay,  ay,  he  told  his  mind  upon  mine  ear, 
Befhrew  his  hand,  I  fcarce  could  under- ftand  it. 

Luc.  Spake  he  fo  doubtfully,  thou  could'ft  not  feel 
meanmg  ? 

E.  Dro.  Nay,  he  flruck  fo  plainly,  I  could  too  well 
feel  his  blows ;  and  withal  fo  doubtfully,  that  I  could 
fcarce  underftand  them. 

Mr.  But  fay,  I  pr'ythee,  is  he  coming  home  ? 
Jtfeems,  he  hath  great  care  to  pleafe  his  wife. 

E.  Dro.  Why,  miftrefs,  fure,  my  mafter  is  horn-mad. 

Mr.  Horn- mad,  thou  villain  ? 

E.  Dro.  I  mean  not,  cuckold-mad ;  but,  fure,  he's 
frark  mad  : 

When  I  deiir'd  him  to  come  home  to  dinner, 
He  ask'd  me  for  athoufand  marks  in  gold  : 
'Xis  dinner-time,  quoth  I ;  my  gold,  quoth  he : 

Your 
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Your  meat  doth  burn,  quoth  I ;  my  gold,  quoth  he  : 
Will  you  come  home,  quoth  I  ?  my  gold,  quoth  he  : 
Where  is  the  thoufand  marks  I  gave  thee,  villain  ? 
The  pig,  quoth  I,  is  burnM  ;  my  gold,  quoth  he. 
My  miSrefs,  Sir,  quoth  I ;  hang  up  thy  miftrefs ; 
I  know  not  thy  miftrefs ;  out  on  thy  miftrefs ! 

Luc.  Quoth  who  ? 

E,  Dro.  Quoth  my  mafter 
I  know,  quoth  he,  no  houfe,  no  wife,  no  miftrefs  j 
So  that  my  errand,  due  unto  my  tongue, 
I  thank  him,  I  bare  home  upon  my  (houlders : 
For,  in  conclufion,  he  did  beat  me  there. 

Adr,  Go  back  again,  thou  flave,  and  fetch  him 
home. 

Dro.  Go  back  again,  and  be  new  beaten  home  ? 
For  God's  fake,  fend  fome  other  meffenger. 

Jdr.  Back,  flave,  or  I^will  break  thy  pate  acrofs. 
E.  Dro.  And  he  will  blefs  that  crofs  with  other 
beating : 

Between  you  I  fhall  have  a  holy  head. 
Adr.  Hence,  prating  peafant,  fetch  thy  mafter  home.  ^ 
E.  Dro.  Am  I  fo  round  with  you  as  you  with  me. 

That  like  a  foot-ball  you  do  fpurn  me  thus  ? 

You  fpurn  me. hence,  and  he  will  fpurn  me  hither  : 

If  I  laft  in  this  fervice,  you  muft  cafe  me  in  leather. 

[Exit. 

Luc.  Fie,  how  impatience  lowreth  in  your  face  ! 

Adr.  His  company  muft  do  his  minions  grace, 
Whilft  I  at  home  ftarve  for  a  merry  look : 
Hath  homely  age  th'  alluring  beauty  took 
From  my  poor  cheek  ?  then,  he  hath  wafted  it. 
Are  my  difcourfes  dull  ?  barren  my  wit  ? 
If  voluble  and  ftiarp  difcourfe  be  marr'd, 
Unkindnefs  blunts  it,  more  than  marble  hard. 
Do  their  gay  veftments  his  afFedliuns  bait  ? 
That's  not  my  fault :  he's  mafter  of  my  ftate. 
What  ruins  are  in  me,  that  can  be  found 
By  him  not  ruin'd  ?  then,  is  he  the  ground 
Of  my  defeatures.    My  decayed  fair 
A  funny  look  of  his  would  foon  repair. 
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But,  too  uixfuly  deer,  he  breaks  the  pale. 
And  feeds  from  home  ;  poor  I  am  but  his  flale. 

Luc.  Self  harming  jealoufie  ! — He,  beat  it  hence. 

Adr,  Unfeeling  fools  can  with  fuch  vvroDgs  difpenfe : 
I  know,  his  eye  doth  homage  otherwhere; 
Or  elfe  what  lets  it,  but  he  would  be  here  ? 
Sifter,  you  know  he  promis'd  mc  a  chain ; 
Would  that,  alone,  alone,  he  would  detain. 
So  he  would  keep  fair  quarter  with  his  bed. 
I  fee,  the  jewel,  beft  enameled,  (3) 
WjII  lofe  his  beauty  ;  and  the  gold  bides  ftill. 
That  others  touch  ;  yet  often  touching  will 
Wear  gold  :  and  fo  no  man,  that  hath  a  name. 
But  falriiood,  and  corruption,  doth  it  fhame. 
Since  that  my  beauty  cannot  pleafe  his  eye,  ^ 
I'll  weep  what's  left  away,  and  weeping  die.  v 

Luc.  How  many  fond  fools  ferve  mad  jealoufie  I  j 

{^Exeunt. 

(3)  /  fee  the  Jewel  left  enameled 

lofe  his  beauty  5  yet  the  gold  hides  Jiill 
7'hat  others  touch,  and  often  touching  no  ill : 
Where  gold  and  no  Man  that  hath  a  Name, 
By  Falpood  and  Corruption  doth  it  Shame, '\  In  this  mife- 
rable  mangled  Condition  is  this  Paffage  exhibited  in  the  firft 
Folio,    All  the  Editions  fince  have  left  out  the  lad  Couplet  of 
it ;  1  prefume,  as  too  hard  for  them.    Mr.  Pope,  who  pre- 
tends to  have  collated  the  firft  (hould  have  fparM  us  the 
Lines,  at  leaft,  in  their  Corruption.  —  I  communicated  my 
Doubts  upon  this  Paflige  to  my  Friend  Mr.  TVarburton,  and  to 
his  Sagacity  I  owe,  in  good  part,  the  Correction  of  it.  The 
Senfe  of  the  v/hole  is  now  very  pertinent  j  which,  without 
the  two  Lines  from  the  firft  Folio  was  very  imperfedt  5  not 
to  fay,  ridiculous.   The  Comparifon  is  fully  clofed.  Gold, 
"  indeed,  bides  handling  well  ;    but,   for  all  that,  often 
Touching  will  wear  even  Gold  ;  So,  no  Man  of  a  great 
Character,  even  as  pure  as  Gold,  but  may  in  Time  lofe  it 
by  Falftiood  and  Corruption, 
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SCENE  changes  to  the  Street, 

Enter  Antipholis  of  Syracufe. 

Jnt.  TP  H  E  gold  1  gave  to  Dromio  is  laid  up 

A    Safe  at  the  Centaur  ;  and  the  heedful  flavc 
Is  wandered  forth  in  care  to  feek  me  out. 
By  compu  ation,  and  mine  hoft's  report, 
I  could  not  fpeak  with  Dromio.  fince  at  firft 
I  fcnt  him  from  the  mart.    See,  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Dromio  of  Syracufe. 

How  now,  Sir,  is  your  merry  humour  altered  ? 
As  you  love  ftroke^,  fo  jeit  with  me  again. 
You  know  no  Centaur  P  you  received  no  gold  ? 
Your  miftrefs  fent  to  have  me  home  to  dinner  ? 
My  houfe  was  at  rbe  Fhcenix  ?  waft  thou  mad. 
That  thus  fo  madly  thou  didft  anfwer  me  ? 

5.  Dro.  What  anfwer,  Sir  ?  when  fpake  I  fuch  a 
word  ? 

Ant.  Even  now,  even  here,  not  half  an  hour  fmce. 

5.  Dro.  I  did  not  fee  ycu  fmce  you  fent  me  hence 
Home  to  the  Centaur^  with  the  gold  you  gave  me. 

Jnt,  Villain,  thou  didft  deny  the  gold's  receipt ; 
And  told'ft  me  of  a  miftrefs,  and  a  dinner ; 
For  which,  I  hope,  thou  felt'ft:  I  was  difpleas'd. 

5.  Dro  I'm  glad  to  fee  you  in  this  merry  vein  : 
What  means  this  jeft,  I  pray  you,  mafter,  tell  me  ? 

Ant,  Yea,  doft  ' thou  jeer  and  flout  me  in  the  teeth  ? 
Think'ft  thou,  I  jeft  ?  hold,  take  thou  that,  and  that. 

[Beats  Dromio. 

^.  Dro,  Hold,  Sir,  for  God's  fake,  now  your  jeft  is 
earn eft  ; 

Upon  what  bargain  do  you  give  it  me  ? 

Ant,  Becaufe  that  T  familiarly  fomctimes 
Do  ufe  you  for  my  fool,  and  chat  with  you. 
Your  faucinefs  will  jeft  upon  my  love. 
And  make  a  common  of  my  ferious  hours : 
When  the  fun  ftiines,  let  foolifti  gnatb  make  fport ; 
£ut  creep  in  crannies,  when  he  hides  his  beams ; 
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If  you  will  jeft  with  me,  know  my  afpeft. 
And  falhion  your  demeanour  to  my  looks ; 
Or  I  will  beat  this  method  in  your  fconce. 

5.  Dro,  Sconce,  call  you  it  ?  fo  you  would  leave  bat- 
tering, 1  had  rather  have  it  a  head  ;  an  you  ufe  thefc 
blows  long,  I  muft  get  a  fconce  for  my  head,  and  in- 
fconce  it  too,  or  elle  I  (hail  feek  my  wit  in  my  Ihoul- 
ders :  but,  I  pray.  Sir,  why  am  I  beaten  ? 

Ant,  Doll  thou  not  know  ? 

S.  Dro.  Nothing,  Sir,  but  that  I  am  beaten. 

Jnt.  Shall  I  tell  you  why  ? 

S.  Dro.  Ay,  Sir,  and  wherefore  ;  for,  they  fay,  every 
why  hath  a  wherefore. 

Jnt.  Why,  firll,  for  flouting  me ;  and  then  where- 
fore, for  urging  it  the  fecond  time  to  me, 

S.  Dro.  Was  there  ever  any  man  thus  beaten  out  of 
feafon. 

When,  in  the  why,  and  wherefore,  is  neither  rhime  nor 

reafon  ? 
Well,  Sir,  I  thank  you. 

Ant.  Thank  mc,  Sir,  for  what  ? 

S.  Dro.  Marry,  Sir,  for  this  fomething  that  you  gave 
nie  for  nothing. 

Ant.  ril  make  you  amends  next,  to  give  you  nothing  ^ 
for  fomething.  But  fay.  Sir,  is  it  dinner-time? 

S.  Dro.  No,  Sir,  I  think,  the  meat  wants  that  I 
have. 

Ant.  In  good  time.  Sir  ;  what's  that  ? 
S.  Dro.  Balling. 

Ant.  Well,  Sir,  then  'twill  be  dry. 
S.  Dro,  If  it  be.  Sir,  I  pray  you  eat  none  of  it. 
.Ant.  Your  reafon? 

S,  Dro.  Left  it  make  you  cholerick,  and  purchafc  me 
another  dry-bafting. 

Ant.  Well,  Sir,  learn  to  jeft  in  good  time ;  there's  a 
time  for  all  things. 

S.  Dro.  I  durft  have  deny'd  that,  before  you  were  fo 
cholerick. 

Ant.  By  what  rule.  Sir  ? 
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S.  Dro,  Marry,  Sir,  by  a  rule  as  plain  as  the  plain 
bald  pate  of  father  Time  himfelf. 
j^nt  Let*s  hear  it. 

S,  Dro.,  There's  no  time  for  a  man  to  recover  his  hair, 
that  grows  bald  by  nature. 

Ant,  May  he  not  do  it  by  fine  and  recovery  ? 

S.  Dro,  Yes,  to  pay  a  fine  for  a  peruke,  and  recover 
the  loft  hair  of  another  man. 

(4)  Jnt,  Why  is  Time  fuch  a  niggard  of  hair,  being, 
as  it  is,  fo  plentiful  an  excrement  ? 

S,  Dro.  Becaufe  it  is  a  blelTing  that  he  beftows  on 
beads ;  and  what  he  hath  fcanted  men  in  hair,  he  hath 
given  them  in  wit. 

Jnt,  Why,  but  there's  many  a  man  hath  more  hair 
than  wit. 

S.  Dro,  Not  a  man  of  thofe,  but  he  hath  the  wit  to  lofc 
his  hair. 

Ant.  Why,  thou  didft  conclude  haJry  men  plain  deal- 
ers without  wit. 

S,  Dro,  The  plainer  dealer,  the  fooner  loft ;  yet  he 
lofeth  it  in  a  kind  of  jollity. 

Ant.  For  what  reafon  ? 

S,  Dro.  For  two,  and  found  ones  too. 

Ants  Nay,  not  found,  I  pray  you. 

S,  Dro.  Sure  ones  then. 

Ant.  Nay,  not  fure  in  a  thing  falfing. 

S,  Dro.  Certain  ones  then. 

Ant,  Name  them. 

5.  Dro.  The  one  to  fave  the  money  that  he  fpends  in 
tyring ;  the  other,  that  at  dinner  they  Ihould  not  drop 
in  his  porridge. 

(4)  AfJt.  JVhy  is  Time  fuch  a  niggard  of  Hair,  beings  mt  it  it^ 
Jo  plentiful  an  Excrement  ? 

S.  Dro.  Becaufe  it  is  a  Bleffing  that  be  hefioitfs  on  Beafls,  end 
mjhat  he  hath  fcanted  them  in  hair,  be  batb  given  tbem  in  Wit.'\ 
Surely  tlais  is  Mock-reafoning,  and  a  Contradi£lion  in  Senfe. 
Can  Hair  be  fupposM  a  Bleffing,  which  Time  beftows  on  Beafts 
peculiarly  ;  and  yet  that  he  hath  fcanted  them  of  it  too  ?  Men 
and  themy  I  cbfcrvc,  are  very  frequently  miftaken  vice  verfd 
%m  «ach  Qiher,  in  the  old  Impreffions  of  our  Author« 
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j^nt.  You  would  all  this  time  have  prov'd,  there  is  no 
time  for  all  things. 

S.  Dro,  Marry,  and  did,  Sir ;  namely,  no  time  to 
recover  hair  lolt  by  nature. 

Jnt.  But  your  reafon  was  not  fubftantial,  why  there 
is  no  time  to  recover. 

S,  Dro.  Thus  I  mend  it :  Time  himfelf  is  bald, 
and  therefore  to  the  world's  end  will  have  bald  fol- 
lowers. 

^nt,  I  knew,  'twould  be  a  bald  conclufion  :  but,  foft ! 
who  wafts  us  yonder  ? 

Enter  Adriana,  and  Luciana. 

Adr.  Ay,  ay,  AntiphoHsy  look  ftrange  and  frown. 
Some  other  miftrefs  hath  thy  fweet  afpcds  : 
I  am  not  Adriana^  nor  thy  wife. 

The  time  was  once,  when  thou,  unurg'd,  would'ft  vow. 

That  never  words  were  mufick  to  thine  ear. 

That  never  objedl  pleafing  in  thine  eye, 

That  never  touch  well  welcome  to  thy  hand, 

That  never  meat  fweet- favoured  in  thy  taHe, 

Unlefs  I  fpakc,  or  look'd,  or  touched,  or  carv'd. 

How  comes  it  now,  my  husband,  oh,  how  comes  it. 

That  thou  art  thus  eftranged  from  thyfelf  ? 

Thyfelf  I  call  it,  being  ftrange  to  me  : 

That,  undividable,  incorporate. 

Am  better  than  thy  dear  felPs  better  part. 

Ah,  do  not  tear  away  thyfelf  from  me  : 

For  know,  my  love,  as  eafiie  may'ft  thou  fall 

A  drop  of  water  in  the  breaking  gulph. 

And  take  unmingled  thence  that  drop  again. 

Without  addition  or  diminifhing, 

As  take  from  me  thyfelf ;  and  not  me  too. 

How  dearly  would  it  touch  thee  to  the  quick, 

Should'ft  thou  but  hear,  I  were  licentious  ? 

And  that  this  body,  confecrate  to  thee. 

By  ruffian  luft  fiiould  be  contaminate  ? 

Would'ft  thou  not  fpit  at  me,  and  fpurn  at  me, 

Aiid  hurl  the  name  of  husband  in  my  face. 

And  tear  the  ftain'd  skin  of  my  harlot-brow, 

I  2  And 
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And  from  my  falfe  hand  cut  the  wedding  ring, 

And  break  it  with  a  deep-divorcing  vow  ? 

I  know  thou  canft  ;  and  therefore,  fee,  thou  do  it, 

I  am  pofTefs'd  with  an  adulterate  blot ; 

My  blood  is  mingled  with  the  crime  of  luft  : 

For  if  we  two  be  one,  and  thou  play  falfe, 

I  do  digefl:  the  poifon  of  thy  flefli. 

Being  ftrumpeted  by  thy  contagion. 

JCeep  then  fair  league,  and  truce  with  thy  true  bed ; 

I  live  dif-ftain'd,  thou  undilhonourcd.  (5) 

jint.  Plead  you  to  me,  fair  dame,  I  know  you  not : 
In  Ephefus  I  am  but  two  hours  old, 
As  ftrange  unto  your  town  as  to  your  talk. 
Who,  every  word  by  all  my  wit  being  fcann'd. 
Wants  wit  in  all  one  word  to  underlland. 

Luc  Fie,  brother !  how  the  world  is  chang'd  with  you ; 
When  were  you  wont  to  ufe  my  iiiler  thus  ? 
5he  fent  for  you  by  Dromio  home  to  dinner, 

Jnt.  By  Dromio  F 

S,  Dro.  By  me  ? 

Adr.  By  thee  ;  and  thus  thou  didft  return  from  him. 
That  he  did  buffet  thee  ;  and  in  his  blows 
Dcny'd  my  houfefor  his,  me  for  his  wife. 

Ant.  Did  you  converfe.  Sir,  with  this  gentlewoman  ? 
What  is  the  courfe  and  drift  of  your  compaft  ? 

S.  Dro,  I,  Sir?  I  never  faw  her  'till  this  time. 

Ant,  Villain,  thou  lielt ;  for  even  her  very  words 
Didft  thou  deliver  to  me  on  the  mart. 

5.  Dro,  I  never  fpoke  with  her  in  all  my  life. 

Ant,  How  can  fhe  thus  then  call  us  by  our  names, 
Unlefs  it  be  by  infpiration  ? 

Mr,  How  ill  agrees  it  with  your  gravity. 
To  counterfeit  thus  grofly  with  your  Save, 

(5)  I  U've  diftain'd,  thou  ufjdijhoneur^d.'}  To  di ft  at  ne  (from  the 
Trgncb  Word,  dejiaindre)  fignifies,  to  ftairiy  defile,  pollute.  But 
the  Context  requires  a  fenfe  quite  oppofite.  We  muft  either 
read,  unftairi'd-^  or,  by  adding  an  Hypberiy  and  giving  the  Pre- 
pofition  a  pri'vati've  Force,  read  dij-fiairCd  3  and  then  it  will 
fnean,  unfiairCd^  undefikd. 

•  Abet- 
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Abetting  him  to  thwart  me  in  my  mood  ? 

Be  it  my  wrong,  you  are  from  me  exempt. 

But  wrong  not  that  wrong  with  a  more  contempts 

Come,  1  will  faden  on  this  fleeve  of  thine  ; 

Thou  art  an  elm,  my  husband,  I  a  vine: 

Whofe  weaknefs,  marry 'd  to  thy  flronger  ftate. 

Makes  me  with  thy  flrengtb  to  communicate  ; 

If  aught  poffefs  thee  from  me,  it  is  droft, 

Ufarping  ivy,  brier,  or  idle  mofs ; 

Who,  all  for  want  of  pruning,  with  intrufion 

Infe^l  thy  fap,  and  live  on  thy  confufion. 

j^fit.  To  me  fijefteaks ;  fhe  moves  me  for  her  theam>; 
What, ^  was  I  marry 'd  to  her  in  my  dream  ? 
Or  ileep  I  now,  and  think  I  hear  all  this  ? 
What  error  drives  our  eyes  and  ears  amifi? 
Until  I  know  this  fure  uncertainty, 
Til  entertain  the  favoured  fallacy. 

Luc.  Dromio,  go  bid  the  fervants  fpread  for  dinner^ 

S,  Dro.  Oh,  for  my  beads  !  I  crofs  me  for  a  finncr. 
This  is  the  Fairy  land  :  oh,  fpight  of  fpights  ! 
We  talk  with  goblins,  ouphs,  and  elviih  Iprights  ;  (6) 
If  we  obey  them  not,  this  will  enfue, 
They'll  fuck  our  breath,  and  pinch  us  black  and  blue, 

Luc.  Why  prat'il  thou  to   thyfelf,  and  anfwer'il 
not  ?  (7) 

Dromio,  thou  drone,  thou  fnail,  thou  Aug,  thou  fot ! 
S.  Dro.  I  am  transformed,  mafter,  am  not  I  ? 
Jnt,  I  think,  thou  art  in  mind,  and  fo  am  I. 

S.  Dro^ 

f6)  We  talk  with  Gohlim,  Owls,  a?id  ehifi  Sprights  5]  They 
might  fancy,  they  talk'd  with  Goblins  and  Sprights  ;  but  why 
with  Oivh,  in  the  Name  of  Nonfenfe  ?  Or  could  Oivh  fuck 
their  Breath,  and  pinch  them  black  and  blue  ?  I  dare  fay, 
my  Readers  will  acquiefce  in  the  Juftnefs  of  my  Emendation 
here :  The  Word  is  common  with  our  Author  in  other 
Paffages. 

(7)  JVbyprat'Jl  thou  to  thyfelf  ? 

Dromio,  thou  Dromio,  fnail,  thopt  Jlugy  thoti  fot,']  In  the 
firft  of  thefe  Lines,  Mr.  Rowe  and  Mr.  Pope  have  Both,  for 
v^hat  Reafon  I  cannot  tell,  curtail'd  the  Meafure,  and  dif- 

I  3  mounted 
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S.  Dro,  Nay,  mafter,  both  in  mind  and  in  my  (hapc, 

j^nt,  Thoti  haft  thine  own  form, 

S,  Dro.  No  j  r  am  an  ape. 

Luc\  Jf  thou  art  changed  to  aught,  'tis  to  sn  afs. 

S.  Dro.  'Tis  true ;  fbe  rides  me,  and  1  long  for  graffi. 
*Tis  fo,  I  am  an  afs ;  elfe  it  could  never  be. 
But  I  fhould  know  her,  as  well  as  (he  knows  me. 

Jdr.  Come,  come,  no  longer  will  I  be  a  fool. 
To  put  the  finger  in  the  Eye  and  weep, 
Whilft  man  and  m after  laugh  my  woes  to  fcorn. 
Come,  Sir,  to  dinner;  Dromioy  keep  the  gate; 
Husband,  Til  dine  above  with  you  to  day. 
And  fhrive  you  of  a  thoufand  idle  pranks ; 
Sirrah,  if  any  ask  you  for  your  mafter. 
Say,  he  dines  forth,  and  let  no  creature  enter  : 
Come,  fifter  ^  Dromio^  play  the  porter  well. 

Jtit,  Am  I  in  earth,  in  heaven,  or  in  hell  ? 
Sleeping  or  waking,  mad  or  well  advis'd  ? 
Known  unto  thefe,  and  to  myfelf  difguis'd  ? 
Ill  fay  as  they  fay,  and  perfevcr  fo ; 
And  in  this  mift  at  all  adventures  go. 

S  Dro.  Mafter,  fhall  I  be  porter  at  the  gate  ? 

Mr,  Ay,  Jet  none  enter,  left  I  break  your  pate. 

Luc.  Come,  come,  Antipholisy  we  dine  too  late. 

{Exeunt^ 

mounted  the  doggrel  Rhyme,  which  I  have  replac'd  from  the 
firft  Folio,    The  fecond  Verfe  is  there  likewife  read  j 

Dromio,  thou  Dromio,  thou  fnail,  thou  Jlug,  thou  fot. 
The  Verfe  is  thus  half  a  Foot  too  long  ;  my  Correction  cures  that 
Fault  :  befides  Dront  correfponds  with  the  other  Appellations 
of  Reproach. 
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ACT  IIL 

SCENE,  the  Street  before  Antipholis'i 
Houfe. 

Enter  Antipholis  of  Ephefus,  Dromio  of  Ephefii55 
Ano-elo,  and  Balthazar. 

E.  Antipholis. 

GOOD  Signior  Angek^  you  mull  excufe  us  ; 
My  wife  is  fhrewiih,  when  I  keep  not  houis ; 
Say  that  I  lingered  with  you  at  your  (hop 
To  fee  the  making  of  her  carkanet ; 
And  that  to  morrow  you  will  bring  it  home. 
But  here's  a  villain,  that  would  face  me  down 
He  met  me  on  the  mart,  and  that  I  beat  him  ; 
And  charg'd  him  with  a  thoufand  marks  in  gold  ; 
And  that  I  did  deny  my  wife  and  houfe  : 
Thou,  drunkard,  thou,  what  didtl  thou  mean  by  this  ? 
£.  Dra,  Say,  what  you  will,  Sir  j  but  I  know  what 
I  know  ; 

That  you  beat  me  at  the  mart,  I  have  your  hand  to 
fhow ; 

If  the  skin  were  parchment,  and  the  blows  you  gave 
were  ink. 

Your  own  hand- writing  would  tdl  you  what  \  think. 
Ant,  I  think,  thou  art  an  afs. 
E.  T>ro.  Marry,  fo  it  don't  appear  (8) 
By  the  wrongs  I  fuffer,  and  the  blows  J  bear ; 

(8)  Marry^  fo  it  doth  appear ^ 

By  the  W'rongs  I  f^ffer^  and  the  BlovJs  I  bear,^  Thus  all  tlie 
printed  Copies.  But,  certainly,  This  is  Crofs- purpofes  in  Rea- 
foning.  It  appears,  Dromio  is  an  Afs  by  his  makin»  no  Rcftf- 
tance  :  becaufe  an  Afs,  being  kicked,  kicks  again.  Our  Author 
never  argues  at  this  wild  Rate,  where  his  Text  is  genuine. 

1  4  I 
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1  Ihould  kick,  being  kickt ;  and,  being  at  that  pafs, 
You  would  keep  from  my  heels,  and  beware  of  an  afs. 
E,  Ai2t.  Y'are  fad,  Signior  Baltha^^r,    Pray  God, 
our  cheer 

May  anfwer  my  good  will,  and  your  good  welcome  here. 
BaL  I  hold  your  dainties  cheap,  Sir,  and  your  wel- 
come dear. 

E.  Ant.  Ah,  Signior  Balthazar,  either  at  i^efh  or  fifli, 
A  tab;e-fullof  welcome  makes  fcarce  one  dainty  difh. 
BaL  Good  meat.  Sir,  is  common    that  every  churl 
affords. 

E,  Ant,  And   welcome  more  common  ;  for  that's 

nothing  but  words. 
BaL  Small  cheer,  and  great  welcome,  makes  a  merry 
■  feaft. 

J^,  Ant.  Ay,  to  a  niggardly  hoft,  and  more  fparing 
gueil  : 

But  tho'  my  cates  be  mean,  take  them  in  good  part ; 
Better  cheer  may  you  have,  but  not  with  better  heart. 
But,  foft ;  my  door  is  Ibckt;  go  bid  them  let  us  in. 

Dro.  Maudy  Bridget y  Marian,  Cicely,  Gillian,  Ginnl 
S.  Dro,  Ifwithin.']  Mome,  malt-horfe,  capon,  coxcomb, 
idiot,  patch! 

Either  get  thee  from  the  door,  or  lit  down  at  the  hatch : 
Poll  thou  conjure  for  wenches,  that  thou  cairH  for  fuch 
(lore. 

When  one  is  one  too  many  ?  go,  get  thee  from  the 
door. 

E,  Dro.  What  patch  is  made  our  porter?  my  mafler 

Hays  in  the  ilreet. 
S,  Dro.  Let  him  walk  from  whence  he  came,  left  he 

catch  cold  on's  feet. 
E.  Ant.    Who  talks  within  there  ?  hoa,  open  the 

door, 

S,  Dro.  Right,  Sir,  HI  tell  you  when,  an  you'll  tell  me 
wherefore. 

E,  Ant.  Wherefore  ?  for  my  dinner  ;  I  have  not  din'd 
to  day. 

S.  Dro.  Nor  to  day  here  you  mud  net  *.  come  again^ 
when  you  may. 

Ant, 
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E.  Ant.  What  art  thou,  that  keep'H:  me  out  from  the 
houfe  I  owe  ? 

S.  Dro.  The  porter  for  this  time.  Sir,  and  my  name  is 
Dromio 

E.Dro.  O  villain,  thou  haft  ftollVi  both  mine  ofRcc 
and  my  name: 
The  one  ne'er  got  me  credit,  the  other  mickle  blame. 
If  thou  hadft  been  Dromio  to  day  in  my  place. 
Thou  would'ft  have  chang'd  thy  face  for  a  name,  or  thy 
name  for  an  afs. 
Luce,  {^within  ]  What  a  coile  is  there,  Dromio  P  who 

are  thofe  at  the  gate  ? 
E.  Dro.  Let  my  mafter  in,  Luce. 
Luce.  Faith,  no ;  he  comes  too  late ; 
And  fo  tell  your  mailer. 

E.  Dro.  O  lord,  I  mull  laugh  ; 
Have  at  you  with  a  Proverb. — Shall  I  fet  in  my  fiafF  ? 
Luce.  Have  at  you  with  another  ;  that's  when,  can: 
you  tell  ? 

S.  Dro.  If  thy  name  be  calPd  Luce^  Luce,  thou  haft 
anfwer'd  him  well. 

E.  Ant,  Do  you  hear,  you  minion,  you'll  let  us 
I  trow  ? 

Luce.  I  thought  to  have  a^kt  you, 
B.  Dro.  And  you  faid,  no. 

E.  Dro,  So,  come,  help,  well  ftruck ;  there  was  blow 
for  blow. 

E.  Ant.  Thou  baggage,  let  me  in. 
Luce.  Can  you  tell  for  whofe  fake  ? 
E.  Dro.  Mafter,  knock  the  door  hard. 
Luce,  Let  him  knock,  'till  it  ake, 
E.  Ant.  You'll  cry  for  this,  minion,  if  I  beat  the  doot 
down. 

Luce.  What  needs  all  that,  aad  a  pair  of  ftocks  in  the 
town  ? 

Adr.  \pjoithin\  Who  is  that  at  the  door,  that  keeps  alt 
this  noife  ? 

5.  Dro.  By  my  troth,  your  town  is  troubled  with  ua- 
nily  boys. 


&.Atl^:^ 
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£,  Jnf,  Are .yoa  there,  wife?  you  might  have  come 
before. 

J[dr.'  Your  wife,  Sir  knave  ?  go,  get  you  from  the 
door. 

E,  Dro,  If  you  went  in  pain,  matter,  this  kna've  would 
go  fore. 

Jng,  Here  is  neither  cheer,  Sir,  nor  welcome  ;  we 

would  fain  have  either. 
BaL  In  debating  which  was  beft,  we  fhall  part  with 

neither. 

E.  Dre.  They  (land  at  the  door,  matter  ;  bid  them 

welcome  hither. 
E,  Ant.  There's  fomething  in  the  wind,  that  we  can- 

not  get  in. 

£.  Dro  You  would  fay  fo,  matter,  if  your  garments 
were  thin. 

Your  cake  here  is  warm  within  :  you  ftand  here  in  the 
cold  : 

It  would  make  a  man  mad  as  a  buck  to  be  fo  bought  and 
fold. 

£.  Ant.  Go  fetch  me  fomething,  Pll  break  ope  the 
gate. 

Dro.  Break  any  thing  here,  and  I'll  break  your 
knave's  pate. 

£.  Dro.  A  man  may  break  a  word  with  you,  Sir,  and 
words  arc  but  wind  ; 
Ay,  and  break  it  in  your  face,  fo  he  break  it  not  be- 
hind. 

S.Dro,  It  feems  thou  wanteft  breaking;  out  upon 
thee,  hind  ! 

E,  Dro,  Here's  too  much,  out  upon  thee  t  I  pray 
thee,  let  me  in. 
Dro.  Ay,  when  fowls  have  no  feathers,  and  fifli 
have  no  fin. 

E.  Ant,  Well,  ril  break  in,  go  borrow  me  a  crow. 
E,  Droi  A  crow  without  feather,  matter,  mean  you  fb  I 
For  a  fiih  without  a  fin,  there's  a  fowl  without  a  fea- 
ther : 

If  a  crow  help  us  in,  firrah,  we'll  pluck  a  crow  toge- 
ther. 

J?.  Ant, 
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-    J?.  Ant,  Go,  get  thee  gone,  fetch  me  an  iron  crow. 
BaL  Have  patience,  Sir  :  oh,  let  it  not  be  fo. 
Herein  you  war  againft  your  reputation, 
And  draw  within  the  compafs  of  fufpedt 
Th'  inviolated  honour  of  your  wife. 
Once,  this ;  —  your  long  experience  of  her  wifdom. 
Her  fober  virtue,  years,  and  modefty. 
Plead  on  her  partfome  caufe  to  you  unknown; 
And  doubt  not.  Sir,  but  fhe  will  well  excufe. 
Why  at  this  time  the  doors  are  barr'd  againft  you* 
Be  rul'd  by  me,  depart  in  patience. 
And  let  us  to  the  Tyger  all  to  dinner ; 
And  about  evening  come  yourfelf  alone. 
To  know  the  reafon  of  this  flrange  reftraint. 
If  by  ftrong  hand  you  offer  to  break  in. 
Now  in  the  ftirring  paflage  of  the  day,, 
A  vulgar  conunent  will  be  made  of  it ; 
And  that  fuppofed  by  the  common  rout^ 
Againft  your  yet  ungalled  eftimation. 
That  may  with  foul  intrufion  enter  in. 
And  dwell  upon  your  grave  when  you  are  dead : 
For  flander  lives  upon  fucceflion ; 
For  ever  hous'd,  where  it  once  gets  poifefllon. 

E,  Ant.  You  have  prevaiPd  ;  I  will  depart  in  quiet» 
And,  in  defpightof  wrath,  (9)  mean  to  be  merry* 
I  know  a  wench  of  excellent  difcourfe. 
Pretty  and  witty,  wild,  and,  yet  too,  gentle; 
There  will  we  dine :  this  woman  that  f  mean^ 
My  wife  (but,  I  proteft,  without  defert,) 
Hath  oftentimes  upbraided  me  withal ; 
To  her  will  we  to  dinner.   Get  you  home, 

(9)  And,  in  Defpigbt  of  Mirth,]  In  defpight  of  what  Mirth  t 
We  don't  find,  that  it  was  any  Joke,  or  matter  of  Mirth,  to 
be  (hut  out  of  Doors  by  his  Wife.  I  make  no  Doubt  therefore^ 
but  I  have  reftor'd  the  true  Reading.  AntipboUC^  Paffion  i*^ 
pJain  enough  all  thro'  this  Scene  :  and,  in  the  next  Aft,  wfr 

ftnd  him  ccnfefling  how  angry  He  was  at  this  Jimffture.  

And  did  not  1  in  Rage  depart  from  thence  f  The  Circuniftances^ 
I  think,  fu^ciently  juilify  my  Emendation* 

And 
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And  fetch  the  chain ;  by  this,  I  know,  'tis  made  ; 

Bring  it,  I  pray  you,  to  the  Porcupine ; 

For  there's  the  houfe :  that  chain  will  I  beRow, 

(Be  it  for  nothing  but  to  fpightmy  wife,) 

Upon  mine  hoftefs  there.    Good  Sir,  make  hade  : 

Since  mine  own  doors  refufe  to  entertain  me, 

ril  knock  elfewhere,  to  fee  if  they'll  difdain  me. 

Jng.  rii  meet  you  at  that  place,  fome  hour,  Sir^ 


E,  Ant,  Do  fo  ;  this  jeft  fliall  coft  me  fome  cxpence. 


SCENE,  the  Houfe  of  Antipholis  cf  Ephefus. 

Enter  Luciana,  ^ith  Antipholis  of  Syracufe. 
Luc.  AND  may  it  be,  that  you  have  quite  forgot 


A  liusband's  office  ?  fhall,  Antipholis^  hate, 
Ev'n  in  the  fpring  of  love,  thy  love-fprings  rot  ? 
Shall  love,  in  building,  grow  fo  ruinate  ? 
If  you  did  wed  my  iiiler  for  her  wealth. 

Then  for  her  wealth's  fake  ufe  her  with  more  kindnefs ; 
Or  if  you  like  efvvhere,  do  it  by  Health; 

Muffle  your  falle  love  with  fome  fhew  of  blindnefs  ; 

(ic)  And  may  it  he,  that  you  have  quite  forgot 
An  Buib  'and\  Office  f  Shall,  Antipholis, 
'Evn  in  the  Spring  of  Love,  thy  love-fprjngs  ret  ? 
Shall  Icve  in  buildings  grow  fo  ruinate       This  Paflagc 
has  hitherto  laboured  under  a  double  Corruption.    What  Con- 
ceit could  our  Editors  have  of  Lo've  in  Buildings,  growing  rui- 
nate ?    Gur  Poet  nneant  no  more  than  this:    Shall  thy  Love- 
fprings  rot,  even  in  the  Spring  of  Love  ?  and  (hall  thy  Love 
grow  ruinous,  ev'n  while  it  is  but  building  up  ?  The  next  Cor- 
ruption is  by  an  accident  at  Prefs,  as  I  take  it  ;  This  Scene  for 
Fifty  two  Lines  fucceflively  isftri(ftly  in  alternate  Rhymes:  and 
ll'is  Meafure  is  never  broken,  but  in  the  Secend,  and  Fourth^ 
Lines  of  *hefe  two  Couplets.    'Tis  certain,  I  think,  a  Monofyl- 
lable  dropt  from  the  Tail  of  tJie  Second  Verfe  :  and  I  have  ven- 
tured tofupply  it  by,  1  hope,  a  probable  Conjeilu^. 


hence. 


[^Exeunt* 


(10) 


Let 
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Let  not  my  fiifter  read  it  in  your  eye ; 

Be  not  thy  tongue  thy  own  fhame's  orator.; 
Look  fweet,  fpeak  fair ;  become  difloyahy  : 

Apparel  vice,  like  virtue's  harbinger  : 
Bear  a  fair  pretence,  tho'  your  heart  be  tainted  : 

Teach  fin  the  carriage  of  a  holy  faint ; 
Be  fecret  falfe  :  what  need  fhe  be  acquainted  ? 

What  fimple  thief  brags  .of  his  own  attaint? 
*Tis  double  wrong,  to  truant,  with  your  bed. 

And  let  her  read  it  in  thy  looks  at  board : 
Shame  hath  a  baRard  fame,  well  managed ; 

111  deeds  are  doubled  with  an  evil  word : 
Alas,  poor  women!  make  us  but  believe,  (u) 

Being  compad  of  credit,  that  you  love  us; 
Tho*  others  have  the  arm,  ihew  us  the  fleeve : 

We  in  your  motion  turn,  and  you  may  move  us. 
Then,  gentle  brother,  get  you  in  again  ; 

Comfort  my  filler,  chear  her,  call  her  wife ; 
*^Tis  holy  fport  to  be  a  little  vain, 

V/hen  the  fweet  breath  of  flattery  conquers  flrife. 

f.  Jnt,  Sweet  midrefs,  (what  your  name  is  elfe,  I 
know  not ; 

Nor  by  v/hat  wonder  you  do  hit  of  mine :) 
Lefs  in  }  our  knov/ledge  and  your  grace  you  ihow  not 

Than  our  earth's  wonder,  more  than  earth  divine. 
Teach  me,  dear  creature,  how. to  think  and  fpeak; 

Lay  open  to  my  earthly  grofs  conceit, 
Smother'd  in  errors,  feeble,  fliallow,  weak^ 

The  foulded  meaning  of  your  words'  deceit  5 

(11)  Alas,  poor  Women  I  make  us  not  helie'vej  SccI  From 
the  whole  Tenour  of  the  Context  it  is  evident,  that  this  Ne- 
gative ( n@tj  got  Place  in  the  firft  Copies  inftead  of  but»  And 
thefe  two  Monofyllables  have  by  Miftake  reciprocally  difpof- 
fefs'd  one  another  in  many  other  Pa(rages  of  our  Author*s 
Works.  Nothing  can  be  more  plain  than  the  Poet's  Senfe  ia 
this  PalTage.  Women,  fays  he,  are  fo  eafy  of  Faith,  that  only 
make  them  believe  you  love  them,  and  they'll  tak«  the  bare 
Profefiion,  for  the  SubHance  and  Reality, 


Againfl: 
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Againft  my  foul's  pure  truth  why  labour  you. 

To  make  it  wander  in  an  unknown  field  ? 
Are  you  a  God  ?  would  you  create  me  new  ? 

Transform  me  then,  and  to  your  pow'r  Til  yield. 
But  if  that  I  am  I,  then,  well  1  know. 

Your  weeping  fifler  is  no  wife  of  mine ; 
Nor  to  her  bed  no  homage  do  I  owe  ; 

Far  more,  far  more,  to  you  do  I  decline. 
Oh,  train  me  not,  fweet  mermaid,  with  thy  note. 

To  drown  me  in  thy  fifter's  flood  of  tears  j 
Sing,  Siren,  for  thyfelf,  and  I  will  dote ; 

Spread  o'er  the  filver  waves  thy.  golden  hairs. 
And  as  a  bed  I'll  take  thee,  and  there  lye : 

And  in  that  glorious  fuppofition  think. 
He  gains  by  death,  that  hath  fuch  means  to  die ; 

Let  love,  being  light,  be  drowned  if  flie  fink. 

Luc,  What,  are  you  mad,  that  you  do  reafon  fo  ? 

S,  Ant.  Not  mad,  but  mated  ;  how,  I  do  not  know* 

Luc.  It  is  a  fault  that  fpringeth  from  your  eye. 

^.  Ant,  For  gazing  on  your  beams,  fair  fun,  being  by. 

Luc,  Gaze  where  you  fhould,  and  that  will  clear  your 
fight. 

J.  Ant.  As  good  to  wink,  fweet  love,  as  look  on 
night. 

Luc,  Why  call  you  me,  love?  call  my  filler  fo. 

5.  Ant,  Thy  filler's  filler. 

Luc,  That's  my  filler. 

5.  Ant,  No; 
It  is  thyfelf,  mine  own  felPs  better  part : 
Mine  eye's  clear  eye,  my  dear  heart's  dearer  heart, 
My  food,  my  fortune,  and  my  fweet  hope's  aim. 
My  fole  earth's  heaven,  and  my  heaven's  claim. 

Luc,  All  this  my  filler  is,  or  elfe  Ihould  be. 

5.  Ant,  Call  thyfelf  filler,  fweet;  for  I  mean  uhec ; 
Thee  will  I  love,  and  with  thee  lead  my  life  i 
Thou  haft  no  husband  yet,  nor  I  no  wife. 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

Luc.  Oh,  foft.  Sir,  hold  you  ftill ; 
I'll  fetch  my  fitter,  to  get  her  good  will. 

\jE.xlt  Luciana. 

'Enter 
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Ewir  Dromio  of  Syracufc. 

iS*.  Ant.  Why,  how  now,  Dromio,  where  run^  thou  fo 
fad? 

S.  Dro  Do  you  know  me^  Sir  ?  am  I  Dromio  ?  I  am 
y©ur  man  I  am  I  myfelf ? 

Ant.  Thou  art  Dromio^  tkou  art  my  man,  thoii  art 
thyfelf. 

S,  Dro,  I  am  an  afs,  I  am  a  woman's  man,  and  befides 
myfelf. 

5.  Ant.  What  woman's  man  ?  and  how  befides  thy- 
felf ? 

S,  Dro.  Marry,  Sir,  befides  my(t\^^  I  am  due  to  a 
woman  ;  one  that  claims  me,  one  that  haunts  me,  one 
that  will  have  me. 

S.  Ant.  What  claim  lays  (he  to  thee  ? 

Dro.  Marry,  Sir,  fuch  a  claim  as  you  would  lay  to 
your  hor  fe  ;  and  fhe  would  have  me  as  a  beaft ,  not  that, 
I  being  a  beaft,  ftie  would  have  me  j  but  that  fhe,  being 
a  very  beaftly  creature,  lays  claim  to  me. 

S,  Ant.  What  is  fhe? 

S.  Dro,  A  very  reverent  body;  ay,  fuch  a  one  as  a 
man  may  not  fpeak  of,  without  he  fay.  Sir  reverence  : 
I  have  but  lean  luck  in  the  match  ;  and.  yet  is  fhe  a 
wondVous  fat  marriage. 

S.  Ant.  How  doft  thou  mean,  a  fat  marriage  ? 

5.  Dro,  Marry,  Sir,  fhe's  the  kitchen-wench,  and  all 
grcafe;  and  I  know  not  what  ufe  to  put  her  to,  but  to 
make  a  lamp  of  her,  and  run  from  her  by  her  own  light. 
I  warrant,  her  rags,  and  the  tallow  in  them,  will  burn 
a  Poland wmttr:  if  fhe  lives  'till  doomfday,  fhe'll  burn  a 
week  longer  than  the  whole  world. 

S.  Ant.  What  complexion  is  fhe  of? 

S.  Dro.  Swart,  like  my  fhoe,  but  her  face  nothing  like 
fo  clean  kept ;  for  why  ?  fhe  fweats,  a  man  may  go  over 
Ihocs  in  the  grime  of  it. 

S.  Ant.  That's  a  fault,  that  water  will  mend. 

S.  Dro.  No,  Sir,  'tis  in  grain  i  I^oah'%  fLood  could 
not  do  it« 


$:  Ant. 
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Ant^  ( \  2)  What's  her  name  ? 
Dro.  Nelly  Sir; — but  her  name  and  three  quarters 
(that  is,  an  ell  and  three  quarters)  will  not  meafure  her 
from  hip  to  hip. 

S.  Ant.  Then  (he  bears  fome  breadth  ? 

•S.  Dro,  No  longer  from  head  to  foot,  than  from  hip 
to  hip  ;  fhe  is  fpherical,  like  a  globe :  I  could  find  out 
countries  in  her. 

5.  Ant.  In  what  part  of  her  body  ftands  Ireland  ? 

S.  Dro.  Marry,  Sir,  in  her  buttocks  ;  I  found  it  out 
by  the  bogs. 

S.  Ant.  Where  Scotland? 

S.  Dro.  I  found  it  out  by  the  barrennefs,  hard  in  the 
palm  of  her  hand. 

S.  Ant.  (13)  Where  France  ? 

S.  Dro.  In  her  forehead ;  arm'd  and  reverted,  making 
war  againll  her  heir.  

S.  Ant. 

(12)  S.  Ant.  What's  her  Name  ? 

S.  Dro.  Nell,  Sir  5  but  her  Name  is  three  garters ;  that 
is,  an  Ell  and  three  garters,  &c.]  This  Paffage  has  hitherto 
lain  as  perplext  and  unintelligible,  as  it  is  now  cafy,  and  truly 
humourous.  If  a  Conundrum  be  reftor'd,  in  fetting  it  right,  who 
can  help  it  ?  There  are  enough  befides  in  our  Author,  and 
Ben  John/on,'  to  countenance  that  current  Vice  of  the  Times 
when  this  Play  appeared.  Nor  is  Mr.  Pope,  in  the  Chajlity  of 
his  Tafte,  to  briftle  up  at  Me  for  the  Revival  of  this  Witticifm, 
fjnce  I  owe  the  Correftion  to  the  Sagacity  of  the  ingenious 
Dr.  rhirlby. 

(13)  S.  Ant.  Where 'FrckX\ct} 

S.  Dro.  In  her  Forehead  5  arm'd  and  reverted,  making  War 
againji  her  Hair.]  Ail  the  other  Countries,  mentioned  in  this 
Defcription,  are  in  Dromio^s  Replies  fatirically  charaderiz*d  : 
but  here,  as  the  Editors  have  crder'd  it,  no  Remark  is  mado 
wpon  France  ;  nor  any  Reafon  given,  why  it  (hould  be  in  her 
Forehead  :  but  only  the  Kitchen-wench's  high  Forehead  is  ral- 
lied, as  pufhing  back  her  Hair.  Thus  all  the  modern  Edi- 
tions ;  but  the  firft  Folio  reads  making  War  againji  her 

Heir.  And  I  am  very  apt  to  think,  this  Laft  is  the  true 

Reading  5  and  that  an  Equi'voque^  as  the  French  call  it^a  double 
Meaning  is  defign'd  in  the  Poet's  Allufion  :  and  therefore  I 
fcavfi  rcpUc'd  it  in  the  Text«    In  1 589,  Henry  IIL  of  France 

beins 
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5*.  Jnf.  V;here  England? 

S.  Dro.  I  look'd  for  the  chalky  diifFs,  but  I  could 
find  no  vvhitenefs  in  them  ;  bat  I  guefs,  it  flood  in  her 
chin,  by  the  fait  rheam  that  ran  between  France  and  it. 

S,  Ant,  V/here  Spo.in  F 

S,  Dro,  Faith,  1  favv  it  not,  but  I  felt  ic  hot  in  her 
breath. 

~  aS'.  /^nt.  Where  Jmerua,  the  I^:dies  P 

Dro,  Oh,  Sir,  upon  her  nofe,  ail  o'er  embellifh'd 
with  rubles,  carbuncles,  faphires  i  decHning  their  rich 
afpecl  to  the  hot  breath  of  Spahi,  who  fent  whole  armar 
does  of  carrads  to  be  ballaft  at  her  nofe. 

o.  Ant,  Where  i^iood  Be/gia,  the  Netherlands,^ 
S,  Dro.  Oh,  Sir,  I  did  not  look  fo  low.  To  con- 
elude,  this  drudge,  or  diviner,  laid  claim  to  me,  call'd 
me  Dromio,  fwore  \  was  afiur'd  to  her,  told  me  what 
privy  marks  I  had  about  me,  as  the  marks  of  my  (houlder, 
the  mole  in  my  neck,  the  great  wart  on  my  left  a-^m^ 
that  I,  amaz'd,  ran  from  her  as  a  witch.  And,  I  think, 
if  my  breaft  had  not  been  made  of  faith,  and  my  heart 
of  fteel,  fhe  had  transformed  me  to  a  curtal-dog,  and 
made  me  turn  i'th'  wheel. 

S,  Ant,  Go,  hie  thee  prefentiy;  poll  to  the  roadj 
And  if  the  wind  blow  any  way  from  fhore, 
I  will  not  harbour  in  this  town  to  night. 
If  any  bark  put  forth,  come  to'the  mart ; 
Where  I  will  walk,  'till  thou  return  to  me : 

being  ftabM,  and  dying  of  his  Wound,  was  fucceeded  by  Hettr^ 
IV.  of  Na'varre^  whom  he  appointed  his  Succeffor  j  but  whofe 
Claim  the  States  of  France  lefifted,  on  account  of  his  being  a 
Proteftant.  This,  I  take  it,  is  what  he  nneans,  by  France  mak- 
ing ^^ar  againft  heri/^/V,  Now  as,  in  1591,  Queen  Elixabetb 
fent  over  4000  Men,  under  the  Conduft  of  the  Earl  of  Effex^ 
to  the  Afiiftance  of  this  Henry  of  Na'varre  ;  it  feems  to  me 
_  very  probable,  that  during  this  Expedition  being  on  foot,  this 
Comedy  made  its  Appearance.  And  it  was  the  fineft  Addrefs 
imaginable  in  the  Poet,  to  throw  fuch  an  oblique  Sneer  at 
France,  for  oppofing  the  Succeflion  of  that  Hetr,  whofe  Claim 
his  Royal  Miftrefs,  the  Queen,  had  fent  over  a  Force  to  efta- 
blifh,  and  obllgq  them  to  acknowledge. 
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If  every  one  know  us,  and  we  know  none, 

'Tis  time,  I  think,  to  trudge,  pack  and  be  gone. 

S.  Dro.  As  from  a  bear  a  man  would  run  for  life, 
So  fly  I  from  her  that  would  be  my  wife.  [^Exit. 

<S.  Jnt,  There's  none  but  witches  do  inhabit  here^ 
And  therefore  'tis  high  time  that  I  were  hence : 
She,  that  doth  call  me  husband,  even  my  foul 
Doth  for  a  wife  abhor.    But  her  fair  fifler,, 
PofTefl  With  fuch  a  gentle  fovereign  grace. 
Of  fuch  inchanting  prefence  and  difcourfe. 
Hath  almoft  made  me  traitor  to  myfelf : 
But  left  myfelf  be  guilty  of  felf- wrong, 
I'll  ftop  mine  ears  againft  the  mermaid's  fong. 

Enter  Angelo,  noith  a  Chain, 

Jmg.  Mader  Jnti f holts y-^- 

S,  Jilt.  Ay,  that's  my  name. 

Jng.  I  know  it  well,  Sir  ;  lo,  here  is  the  chain  ; 
I  thought  t'  have  ra'en  you  at  the  Porcupine  \ 
The  chain,  unfinifh'd,  made  me  ftay  thus  long. 

S,  Jnt.  What  is  your  will,  that  I  fhall  do  with  this  ? 

Jng,  What  pleafe  yourfelf.  Sir;  I  have  made  it  for  you. 
Jnt.  Made  it  for  me,  Sir  *.  I  befpoke  it  not. 

Jng.  Not  once,  nor  twice,  but  twenty  times,  you  have  i 
Go  home  with  it,  and  pleafe  your  wife  withal ; 
And  foon  at  fupper  time  I'll  vifit  you. 
And  then  receive  my  mony  for  the  chain. 

S.  Jnt,  I  pray  you.  Sir,  receive  tne  mony  now  ; 
For  fear  you  ne'er  fee  chain,  nor  mony,  more. 

Jng,  You  area  merry  man,  Sir;  fare  you  well. 

[Exit. 

S.  Jnt.  What  I  (houM  think  of  this,  I  cannot  tell ; 
But  this  I  think,  there's  no  man  is  fo  vain, 
That  would  refufe  fo  fair  an  offer 'd  chain. 
I  fee,  a  man  here  needs  not  live  by  fliifts. 
When  in  the  ftreets  he  meets  fuch  golden  gifts : 
I'll  to  the  mart,  and  there  for  Dromio  ftay  ; 
If  any  fhip  put  out,  then  ftrait  away.  [Exit. 


ACT 
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A     C     T  IV. 

S  C  E  N  E,   ^/^^  Street. 
Enter  a  Merchant^  Angelo,  and  an  Officer. 

Merchant. 

YO  U  know,  fmce  Fentecoft  the  fum  is  due ; 
And  fince  \  have  not  much  importun'd  you; 
Nor  now  I  had  not,  but  that  i  am  bound 
To  Perfia,  and  want  gilders  for  my  voyage  : 
Therefore  make  prefent  fatisfa^lion  ; 
Or  1 11  attach  you  by  this  officer. 

Jng.  Ev'n  juft  the  fum,  that  I  do  owe  to  you, 
Is  growing  to  me  by  Jntipholis  ; 
And,  in  the  inftant  that  I  met  with  you. 
He  had  of  me  a  chain  :  at  five  o'clock, 
I  fhall  receive  the  mony  for  the  fame : 
Pleafe  you  but  walk  with  me  down  to  his  houfe, 
I  will  difcharge  my  bond,  and  thank  you  toor 

Enter  Antipholis  of  Ephefus,  and  Dromio  ^  Ephefus, 
as  from  the  Courte%aits. 

Offi,  That  labour  you  may  fave :  fee,  wherehe  comes. 

£.  Ant.  While  I  go  to  the  goldfmiih's  houfe,  go  thoa 
And  buy  a  rope's  end  ;  that  will  I  beftow 
Among  my  wife  and  her  confederates. 
For  locking  me  out  of  my  doors  by  day. 
But,  foft ;  I  fee  the  goldfmitb  :  get  thee  gone. 
Buy  thou  a  rope,  and  bring  it  home  to  me. 

E,  Dro,   1  buy  a  thoufand  pound  a  year !  I  buy  a 
rope  [  {Exit  Dromio. 

E'  Ant,  A  man  is  well  holp  up,  that  trufts  to  you  : 
I  promifed  your  prefcnce,  and  the  chain  : 
But  neither  chain,  nor  goldfmith,  came  to  me: 

Belike, 
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Belike,  you  thought,  our  love  would  la  ft  too  long 
If  it  were  chainM  together  ;  therefore  came  not. 

Jng.  Saving  your  merry  humour,  here's  the  note^ 
How  much  your  chain  weighs  to  the  utmoft  carrati 
The  finenefs  of  the  gold,  the  chargeful  fafhion ; 
Which  do  amount  to  three  odd  ducats  more, 
Than  I  ftand  debted  to  this  gentleman  ; 
J  pray  you,  fee  him  prefently  diicharg'd  ; 
For  he  is  bound  to  fea,  and  (lays  but  for  it. 

E,  Am.  I  am  not  furnifh'd  with  the  prefent  mony  : 
Befides,  I  have  fome  bufinefs  in  the  town  ; 
Good  Signior,  take  the  ftranger  to  my  houfe, 
And  with  you  rake  the  chain,  and  bid  my  wife 
Bisburfe  the  fum  on  the  receipt  thereof ; 
Perchance,  I  will  be  there  as  foon  as  you. 

Jng.  Then  you  will  bring  the  chain  to  her  yourfelf? 
Ant,  iVo ;  bear  it  with  you,  left  I  come  not  time 
enough. 

Ang,  Well,  Sir,  I  will:  have  you  the  chain  about 
you? 

Ant,  An  if  I  have  not,  Sir,  I  hope,  you  have : 
Or  elfe  you  may  return  without  your  mony. 

Ang.  Nay,  come,  I  pray  you.  Sir,  give  me  the  chain  \ 
Both  wind  and  tide  ftay  for  this  gentleman  ; 
And  J,  to  blame,  have  held  him  here  too  long. 

Ant.  Good  lord,  you  ufe  this  dalliance  to  excufe 
Your  breach  of  promife  to  the  Porcupine : 
I  ftiould  have  chid  you  for  not  bringing  it ; 
But,  like  a  (hrew,  you  firft  begin  to  brawl. 

Mer,  The  hour  fteais  on ;  I  pray  you,  Sir,  difpatch. 
Ang,  You  hear,  how  he  importunes  me ;  the  chain— 
E.  Ant.  Why,  give  it  to  my  wife,  and  fetch  your 
mony. 

Ang.  Come,  come,  you  know,  T  gave  it  ycru  ev*n  now* 
Or  fend  the  chain,  or  fend  me  by  fome  token. 

E.  Ant.  Fie,  now  you  run  this  humour  out  of  breath  : 
Come,  where's  the  chain  ?  I  pray  you,  let  me  fee  it. 

Mer.  My  bufinefs  cannot  brook  this  dalliance  : 
Good  Sir,  fay,  vvheV  you'll  anfwer  me,  or  no ; 
If  not,  I  II  leave  him  to  the  officer, ' 

£,  Ant. 


The  Coi^edy  ^Errors.  213 

E,  Ant,  I  anfwer  you  ?  why  ftiould  I  anfwer  you  ? 
Aug.  The  mony  that  you  owe  me  for  the  chain. 
E.  Ant.  I  owe  you  none,  'till  1  receive  the  chain. 
Ang,  You  know,  I  gave  it  you  half  an  hour  fince. 
E.  Ant,  You  gave  me  none  ;  you  wrong  me  much  to 
fay  fo. 

Ang,  You  wrong  me  more,  Sir,  in  denying  it ; 
Confider,  how  it  ftands  upon  my  credit. 

Mer,  Well,  officer,  arreft  him  at  my  fuit. 

Offi.  I  do>  and  charge  you  in  the  Duke's  name  to 
obey  me. 

Ang,  This  touches  me  in  reputation. 
Either  confent  to  pay  the  fum  for  me. 
Or  I  attach  you  by  this  officer. 

E,  Ant,  Confent  to  pay  for  that  I  never  had  ! 
Arrefl  me,  foolifh  fellow,  if  thou  dar'ft. 

Ang,  Here  is  thy  fee,  arred  him,  officer  j 
I  would  not  fpare  my  brother  in  this  cafe, 
If^he  (hould  fcorn  me  fo  apparently, 

Offi,  1  do  arreft  you.  Sir ;  you  hear  the  fuit. 

E,  Ant.  I  do  obey  thee,  'till  I  give  thee  bail. 
But,  Sirrah,  you  fhall  buy  this  fport  as  dear 
As  all  the  metal  in  your  (hop  will  anfwer. 

Ang,  Sir,  Sir,  I  (hall  have  law  in  Epbefus, 
To  your  notorious  (hame,  I  doubt  it  not. 

Enter  Dromio  of  Syracufe,  from  the  Bay; 

S.  Dro.  Matter,  there  is  a  bark  oi Epidamnum^ 
That  flays  but  till  her  owner  comes  aboard  ; 
Then,  Sir,  (he  bears  away.    Our  fraughtage,  Sir, 
I  have  convey'd  aboard  ;  and  I  have  bought 
The  Oyly  the  Balfamutny  and  Aqua-mta. 
The  {hip  is  in  her  trim ;  the  merry  wind 
Blows  fair  from  land ;  they  ftay  for  nought  at  all. 
But  for  their  owner,  mafter,  and  yourfclf. 

£.  Ant.  How  now  !  a  mad  man  !  why,  thou  peevifli 
Iheep, 

What  fhip  of  Epidamnum  flays  for  me? 

5.  Dro,  A  fhip  you  fent  me  to,  to  hire  waftage. 
E,  Ant.  Thou  drunfe^en  Have,  I  fent  thee  for  a  rope  ^ 

And 
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And  told  thee  to  what  purpofe,  and  what  end. 

S,  Dro.  You  fent  me  for  a  rope's-end  as  foon  : 
You  fcnt  me  to  the  bay.  Sir,  for  a  bark. 

E.  Ant.  I  will  debate  this  matter  at  more  leifure. 
And  teach  your  ears  to  hft  me  with  more  heed. 
To  Adrtana^  villain,  hie  thee  flrait. 
Give  her  this  key,  and  tell  her,  in  the  dejk 
That's  covered  o'er  with  Turktjh  tapellry. 
There  is  a  purfe  of  ducats,  let  her  fend  it : 
Tell  her,  I  am  arrefled  in  the  Hreet. 
And  that  (hall  bail  me ;  hie  thee,  flave ;  be  gone  r 
On,  officer,  to  prifon  'till  it  come.  [Exeunt* 

S.  Dro.  To  Adrianal  that  is  where  we  din'd, 
Where  Donvfabel6\6.  claim  me  for  her  husband  ; 
She  is  too  big,  I  hope,  for  me  to  compafs. 
Thither  I  muft,  altho'  againft  my  will, 
For  fervants  muft  their  mailers'  minds  fulfil/  [Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  E.  Antipholls'j  Houfe. 

Enter  Adriana  and  Luciana. 

Jdr.  \  H,  Luciana,  did  he  tempt  thecfo  ? 

Jt\,  Might'ft  thou  perceive  aufterely  in  his  eye 
That  de  did  plead  in  earned,  yea  or  no  ? 
Look'd  he  or  red  or  pale,  or  fad  or  merrily  ? 
What  obfervation  mad'll  thou  in  this  cafe. 
Of  his  heart's  meteors  tilting  in  his  face? 

Luc  Firft  he  deny'd,  you  had  in  him  no  right. 

Jdr,  He  meant,  he  did  me  none,  the  more  my  fpight. 

Luc,  Then  fworc  he,  that  he  was  a  flranger  here. 

Jdr.  And  true  he  fwore,  though  yet  forfworn  be 
were. 

Luc.  Then  pleaded  I  for  you, 
Adr.  And  what  faid  he? 

Luc,  That  love  I  begg'd  for  you,  he  begg'd  of  me. 
Adr.  With  what  perfuafion  did  he  tempt  thy  love  ? 
Luc,  With  words,  that  in  an  honeft  fuit  might  move. 
Firft,  he  did  praife  my  beauty,  then  my  fpeech. 
Adr.  Dld'll  fpeak  him  fair  ? 
J^uc.  Have  patience,  I  befcech. 

Jdr. 
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Jdr.  I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not,  ho!d  me  ftill ; 
My  tongue,  though  not  my  heart,  fhall  have  its  will. 
He  is  deformed,  crooked,  old  and  fere, 
ni-fac'd,  worfe-body'd,  (hapelefs  every  where; 
Vicious,  ungentle,  foolifh,  blunt,  unkind, 
Stigmatical  in  making,  vvorfe  in  mind. 

Luc.  Who  would  be  jealous  then  of  fuch  a  one  ? 
No  evil  loll  is  waird,  when  it  is  gone. 

Adr.  Ah !  but  I  think  him  better  than  I  fay. 
And  yet,  would  herein  others'  eyes  were  worfe : 
Far  from  her  neft  the  lapwing  cries  away ; 

My  heart  prays  for  him,  the'  my  tongue  do  curfc. 

Enter  Dromio  ^/^Syracufe. 

S.  Dr9.  Here,  go;  the  desk,  the  purfe;  fweet  now, 

make  hafte. 
Luc,  How  haft  thou  loft  thy  breath  ? 
5.  Dro.  By  running  faft. 

J  Jr.  Where  is  thy  mafter,  Drofifio?  is  he  well? 

5.  Dro,  No,  he's  in  Tartar  Limbo,  worfe  than  hell ; 
A  devil  in  an  everlafting  garment  hath  him, 
One,  whofe  hard  heart  is  button 'd  up  with  fteel : 
A  fiend,  a  fury,  pitilcfs  and  rough,  (14) 
A  wolf,  nay,  worfe,  a  fellow  all  in  buff ; 
A  bacK: friend,  a  fhoulder- clapper,  one  that  commands 
The  pafl^es  of  allies,  creeks,  and  narrow  lands ; 
A  hound  tlrat  runs  counter,  and  yet  draws  dry-foot  well ; 
One,  that,  before  the  judgment,  carries  poor  louls  to  hell, 

(14)  ^  Tiend,  a  Fairy,  fitilefs  and  rough, ^  Dromio  here 
*  bringing  Word  in  haft©  that  his  Mafter  is  arrefted,  defcribes 
the  Bailiff  by  Names  proper  to  raife  Horror  and  Deteftation 
of  fuch  a  Creature,  fuch  as,  a  De'vtl,  z  Fiend,  a  ff^olf,  Ac, 
But  how  does  Fairy  come  up  to  thefe  terrible  Ideas  ?  Or  with 
what  Propriety  can  it  be  ufed  here  ?  Does  he  mean,  that  a 
Bailiff  i«  like  a  Fairy  in  ftealing  away  his  Mafter  ?  The  trueft 
Believers  of  thofe  little  Phantoms  never  pretended  to  think, 
that  they  ftole  any  thing  but  Children.  Certainly,  it  will  fort 
better  in  Senfe  with  the  other  Names  annexed,  as  well  as  the 
Character  •£  a  Catch -pole,  to  conclude  that  the  Poet  wrote  5 
a  Fiend,  a  Fury,  &;c, 

Mr. 
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Adr.  Why,  man,  what  is  the  matter  ? 
6*.  Dro,  1  do  not  know  the  matter ;  he  is  Veiled  on 
the  cafe. 

y^ir.  What,  is  he  arrefted  ?  tell  me,  at  whole  fuit, 

S,  Dro.  1  know  not  at  whofe  fuit  he  is  arreted,  well ; 
but  he's  in  a  fuit  of  bufF,  which  'refted  him,  that  I  can 
tell.  Will  you  fend  him,  miftrefs,  redemption,  themo- 
ny  in  his  desk  ? 

Adr,  Go  fetch  it,  fider.    This  I  wonder  at, 

[Exit  Luciana. 
That  he,  unknown  to  me,  fhould  be  in  debt ! 
Tell  me,  was  he  arrefled  on  a  bond  ? 

S.  Dro.  Not  on  a  bond,  but  on  a  ftronger  thing, 
A  chain,  a  chain  ;  do  you  not  hear  it  ring  ? 

Jdr.  What,  the  chain  ? 

S.  Dro,  No,  no  ;  the  bell ;  'tis  time  that  I  were  gone. 
It  was  two  ere  I  left  him,  and  now  the  clock  ftrikes  one. 
Jdr,  The  hou'rs  come  back !  that  I  did  never  hear. 
S,  Dro.  O  yes,  if  any  hour  meet  a  ferjeant,  a'  turns 

back  for  very  fear. 
Adr,  As  if  time  were  in  debt !  how  fondly  doft  thou 

reaf  n  ? 

S,  Dro,  ftme  is  a  very  bankrout,  and  owes  more  than 
he's  worth,  to  feafon. 
Nay,  he's  a  thief  too ;  have  you  not  heard  men  fay. 
That  fime  comes  Healing  on  by  night  and  day  ? 
If  Time  be  in  debt  and  theft,  and  a  ferjeant  in  the  way. 
Hath  he  not  reafon  to  turn  back  an  hour  in  a  day  ? 

Enter  Luciana. 

Jdr.  Go,  Dromio ;  there's  the  mony,  bear  it  ftrait. 
And  bring  thy  matter  home  immediately. 
Come,  fitter,  I  am  prett  down  with  conceit ; 

Coaceit,  my  comfort  and  my  injury.  [Exeunt* 


SCENE 
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SCENE  changes  to  the  Street. 
Enter  Antipholis  of  Syracufe, 

5.  Ant.  TP  H  E  R  E's  not  a  man  I  meet,  but  doth  fa- 

X  lute  mc, 

As  if  I  were  their  well  acquainted  friend  ; 
And  every  one  doth  call  me  by  my  name,  • 
Some  tender  mony  to  me,  fome  invite  me; 
Some  other  give  me  thanks  for  kindnefles ; 
Some  offer  me  commodities  to  buy. 
Ev'n  now  a  taylor  call'd  me  in  his  (hop, 
And  fhow'd  me  filks  that  he  had  bought  for  me 
And  therewithal  took  meafure  of  my  body. 
Sure,  thefe  are  but  imaginary  wiles, 
And  Lapland  iorctitr^  inhabit  here. 

Enter  Dromio  of  Syracirfc, 

5.  Dro,  Mafter,  here's  the  gold  you  fent  me  for; 
(15)  what,  have  you  got  rid  of  the  pi<^ure  of  old  Ada?n 
ncw-apparel'd  ? 

S.  Ant.  What  gold  is  this  ?  what  Jdam  doft  thou 
mean  ? 

(15)  what,  have  you  got  the  PiSfure  •f  old  Adam  neiv-ap- 
f  arret d  ?]  A  (hort  Word  or  two  muft  have  flipt  out  here,  by 
fome  Accident  in  copying,  or  at  Prefs  ;  otherwife  I  have  no 
Conception  of  the  Meaning  of  the  Paffage.  The  Cafe  is  this. 
Dromio'%  Mafter  had  been  arretted,  and  fent  his  Servant  home 
for  Mony  to  redeem  him  :  He  running  back  with  the  Mony 
meets  the  Twin  Antipholis,  whom  he  raiftakes  for  his  Mafter, 
and  feeing  him  clear  of  the  Officer  before  the  Mony  was  come, 
he  cries  in  a  Surprife  j 

Wbaty  have  you  got  rid  of  the  Figure  of  old  Adam  neiv-ap- 
fareVd  f  For  fo  I  have  ventured  to  fupply,  by  Conjc<^lure.  But 
why  is  theOflicer  caUM  oXAAdam  new-apparel'd?  The  Allu- 
fion  is  Jto  Adam  in  his  State  of  Innocence  going  naked  5  arid 
immediately  after  the  Fall  being  cloath'd  in  a  Frock  of  Skins, 
Thus  he  was  new-appareUM  :  and,  in  hke  manner,  the  Ser- 
geanis  of  the  Counter  were  formerly  clad  in  Buff,  or  Calves- skin, 
a5  the  Author  humouroufly  a  little  lower  calls  it. 

Vol.  IIU  K  S.  Dro. 
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5.  Dro,  Not  that  Adanty  that  kept  the  paradife ;  but 
that  Adamy  that  keeps  the  prifon ;  he  that  goes  in  the 
calves-skin,  that  was  kill'd  for  the  prodigal ;  he  that 
came  behind  you,  Sir,  like  an  evil  angel,  and  bid  yott 
forfake  your  liberty. 

S.  Ant.  I  underftand  thee  not. 
5.  Dro,  No  ?  why,  'tis.a  plain  cafe ;  he  that  went  like 
a  bafe-viol  in  a  cafe  of  leather ;  the  man.  Sir,  that  when 
gentlemen  are  tired,  gives  them  a  fob,  and  'refts  them; 
he  Sir,  that  takes  pity  on  decay'd  men,  and  gives  *em 
fuits  of  durance ;  he,  that  fets  up  his  reft  to  d©  more  ex- 
ploits with  his  mace,  than  a  morris-pike. 
S.  Ant,  What !  thou  mean'ft  an  officer? 
S.Dro,  Ay,  Sir,  the  ferjeant  of  the  band  ;  he,  that 
brings  any  man  to  anfwer  it,  that  breaks  his  bond ;  one 
that  thinks  a  man  always  going  to  bed,  and  faith,  God 
cive  you  good  reft  ! 

S  Ant.  Well,  Sir,  there  reft  in  your  foolery; 
Is  there  any  ftiip  puts  forth  to-night  ?  may  we  be  gone  ? 

^  Dro.  Why,  Sir,  I  brought  you  word  an  hour  fince, 
that  the  bark  Expedition  puts  forth  to-night,  and  then 
were  you  hindered  by  the  ferjeant,  to  tarry  for  the  hoy 
Delay  >  here  are  the  angels  that  yon  fent  for,  to  deliver 

^^5*.  Ant.  The  fellow  is  diftraft,  and  fo  am  I, 

And  here  we  wander  in  illufions ;  ' 

Some  bleffed  power  deliver  us  from  hence ! 

Enter  a  Courtezan. 

Cour.  Well  met,  well  met,  m^^tx  Antipholis. 
I  fee.  Sir,  you  have  found  the  goldfmith  now : 
Is  that  the  chain  you  promised  me  to-day  ? 

S.  Ant.  Satan,  avoid  I  I  charge  thee,  tempt  me  not. 

5.  Dro.  Mafter,  is  this  miftrefs  Satan  ? 

5-  Ant.  It  is  the  devil.  ^   ^  ,    ^    ,         ,  . 

S  Dro.  Nay,  ftie  is  worfe,  flie's  the  devil  s  dam  ;  and 
here  ftie  comes  in  the  habit  of  a  light  wench,  and  thereof 
comes,  that  the  wenches  fay,  God  dam  me,  that  s  as 
much  as  to  fay,  Gud  make  me  a  l^gf  t  jench  is 
written,  they  appear  to  men  like  angels  of  light ,  light 
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is  an  cffeft  of  fire,  and  fire  will  burn  ;  ergo,  light  wenches 
will  burn  ;  come  not  near  her. 

Cour.  Your  man  and  you  are  marvellous  merry,  Sir. 
Will  you  go  with  me,  we'll  mend  our  dinner  here  ? 

S.  Dro,  Mailer,  if  you  do  exped  fpoon-meat,  be- 
fpeak  a  long  fpoon. 

S.  Ant,  Why,  Dromio  P 

5.  Dro.  Marry,  he  muft  have  a  long  fpoon,  that  muft 
cat  with  the  devil. 

S.  Ant,  Avoid  then,  fiend !  what  telPft  thou  me  of 
fupping?     ^,     ^  ^ 
Thou  art,  as  you  are  all,  a  forcerefs : 
I  conjure  thee  to  leave  me,  and  be  gone. 

Cour,  Give  me  the  ring  of  mine,  you  had  at  dinner. 
Or  for  my  diamond  the  chain  you  promised. 
And  ril  be  gone.  Sir,  and  not  trouble  you. 

Dro,  Some  devils  ask  but  the  parings  of  one's  naif, 
a  rufh,  a  hair,  a  drop  of  blood,  a  pin,  a  nut,  a  cherry- 
Hone  :  but  Ihe,  more  covetous,  would  have  a  chain. 
Mafter,  be  wife ;  an  if  you  give  it  her,  the  devil  will 
fliake  her  chain,  and  fright  us  with  it. 

Cour,  I  pray  you.  Sir,  my  ring,  or  elfe  the  chain.; 
I  hope,  you  do  not  mean  to  cheat  me  fq  ? 

S,  Ant,  Avaunt,  thou  witch  !  come,  Dromio,  let  us  go. 

5.  Dro,  Fly  pride,  fays  the  peacock;  miftrefs,  that 
you  know.  ^  {Exeunt. 

Manet  Courtezan, 

Cour,  Now,  out  of  doubt,  AntiphoUs  is  mad ; 
Elfe  would  he  never  fo  demean  himfelf. 
A  ring  he  hath  of  mine  worth  forty  ducats. 
And  for  the  fame  he  promised  me  a  chain ; 
Both  one,  and  other,  he  denies  me  now. 
The  reafon,  that  I  gather,  -he  is  mad, 
(Befides  this  prefent  inftance  of  his  rage) 
Is  a  mad  tale  he  told  to  day  at  dinner, 
Gf  his  own  door  being  Ihut  againft  his  entrance. 
Belike,  his  wife,  acquainted  with  his  fits. 
On  purpofe  fhut  the  doors  againft  his  way. 
My  way  is  now  to  hie  home  to  his  houfe, 

K  z  And 
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And  tell  his  wife,  that,  being  lunatick. 

He  rufh'd  into  my  houfe,  and  took  perforce 

My  ring  away.    This  courfe  I  fitteH  chufe ; 

JFor  forty  ducats  is  too  much  to  lofe.  ^Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Street. 

Enter  Antipholis  of  Ephefu?,  niuith  a  Jailor. 

M.  Ant.  TT^  E  A  R  me  not,  man  ;  I  will  not  break  away ; 
J/    ril  give  thee,  ere  I  leave  thee,  fo  much 
mony. 

To  warrant  thee,  as  I  am  Veiled  for. 

My  wife  is  in  a  wayward  mood  to  day, 

Ard  will  not  lightly  truft  the  meflenger. 

That  I  fhould  be  attached  in  Ephejus, 

I  tell  you,  'twill  found  harflily  in  her  ears.  

Enter  Dromio  of  Ephefus,  nvith  a  Ropers  end. 

Here  comes  my  man  ;  I  think,  he  brings  the  mony. 
How  now.  Sir,  have  you  that  I  fent  you  for  ? 

E.  Dro.  Here's  that,  I  warrant  you,  will  pay  them  all. 

J?.  Jnt*  But  where's  the  mony  ? 

E,  Dro,  Why,  Sir,  I  gave  the  mony  for  the  rope. 

£.  Jnt,  Five  hundred  ducats,  villain,  for  a  rope  ? 

E.  Dro,  I'll  ferve  you.  Sir,  five  hundred  at  the  rate. 

E.  Ant,  To  what  end  did  I  bid  thee  hie  thee  home  ? 

£.  Dro.  To  a  a  ropeVend,  Sir  j  and  to  that  end  am  I 
returnM. 

E,  Ant,  And  to  that  end.  Sir,  I  will  welcome  you. 

[Beats  Dromio. 

Cfi.  Good  Sir,  be  patient. 

E.  Dro,  Nay,  'tis  for  me  to  be  patient;  I  am  in  ad- 
verfity. 

Ojffi.  Good  now,  hold  thy  tongue. 

E.  Dro.  Nay,  rather  perfuade  him  to  hold  his  hands. 

E.  Ant.  Thou  whorfon,  fenfelefs  villain  ! 

E.  Dro.  I  would,  I  were  fenfelefs,  Sir,  that  I  might 
KOt  feel  your  blows, 

E,  Ant.  Thou  art  fenfible  in  nothing  but  blows,  and 
fo  is  an  afs, 

£.  Dro, 
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E.  Dro.  I  am  an  afs,  indeed ;  you  may  prove  it  by 
my  long  ears.  I  have  ferv'd  him  from  the  hour  of  m/ 
nativity  to  this  inilant,  and  have  nothing  at  his  hand» 
for  my  fervice  but  blows.  When  I  am  cold,  he  heats 
me  with  beating ;  when  I  am  warm,  he  cools  me  with 
beating  ;  I  am  wak*d  with  it-,  when  I  fleep ;  raised  with 
it,  when  I  fit ;  driven  out  of  doors  with  it,  when  I  go 
from  home  ;  welcomed  home  with  it,  when  I  return  ; 
nay,  I  bear  it  on  my  ftioulders,  as  a  beggar  wont  her 
brat ;  and,  I  think,  when  he  hath  lam'd  me,  I  fhall  h&g 
with  it  from  door  to  door. 

EnUr  Adriana,  Luciana,  Couriezan,  and  Pinch. 

E.  Ant,  Come,  go  along;  my  wife  is  coming  yonder* 
E.  Dro,  Mirtrefs,  re/pice  Jinemy  refpedl  your  end  ;  or 
rather  the  prophecie,  like  the  parrot,  beware  the  rope's- 
end.  ^  

E.  Ant,  Wilt  thou  ftill  talk  ?  {Beats  Dromio* 

Cour,  How  fay  you  now  I  is  not  your  husband  mad  I 

Adr.  His  incivility  confirms  no  lefs. 
Good  dodlor  Finch^  you  are  a  Conjurer, 
Eftablifli  him  in  his  true  fenfe  again, 
And  I  will  pleafe  you  what  you  will  demand. 

Luc.  Alas,  how  fiery  and  how  iharp  he  looks! 

Cour,  Mark,  how  he  trembles  in  his  extafie  ! 

Pinch.  Give  me  your  hand,  and  let  me  feel  your  pulfe* 

E,  Ant,  There  is  my  hand,  and  let  it  feel  your  ear. 

Pinchj  I  charge  thee,  Satan,  hous'd  within  this  man. 
To  yield  pofTelTion  to  my  holy  prayers ; 
And  to  thy  ftate  of  darknefs  hie  thee  (Irait, 
I  conjure  thee  by  all  the  Saints  in  heav'n. 

E.  Ant.  Peace,  doating  wizard,  peace;  I  am  not  mad» 

Adr,  Oh,  that  thou  wert  not,  poor  diilrefTed  foul ! 
Ant.  You  minion,  you,  are  thefe  your  cuflomers  B 
Did  this  companion  with  the  fafFron  face 
Revel -and  feafl  it  at  my  houfe  to  day, 
Whiilt  upon  me  the  guilty  doors  were  fhut, 
And  I  deny'd  to  enter  in  my  houfe  ? 

Adr.  Oh,  husband,  God  doth  know,  yoa  dinM  at 
home, 

K  3  Where^ 
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Where,  'would  you  had  remain'd  until  this  time. 
Free  from  tliefe  flanders  and  this  open  fhair.e  ! 

E.  Ant,  Din'd  I  at  home?  thou  viiiain,  what  fay *ft 
thou  ? 

B,  Dro,  Sir,  footh  to  fay,  you  did  not  dine  at  home. 
E,  Ant.  Were  not  my  doors  lock'd  up,  and  1  Ihut  out  ? 
E,  Dro.  Perdie,  your  doors  were  lock'd,  and  you 
Ihut  out. 

E.  Ant,  And  did  not  (he  herfelf  revile  me  there  ? 
E.  Dro,  ^/j^j  fable,  fhe  herfelf  revii'd  you  there, 
E.  Ant.  Did  not  her  kitchen  maid  rail,  taunt>  and 
fcorn  me? 

J?.  Dro,  Certes,  ftie  did,  the  kitchen-veftal  fcorn^d  you. 

E,  Ant.  And  did  I  not  in  rage  depart  from  thence  ? 

E,  Dro.  In  verity,  you  did ;  my  bones  bear  witnefs. 
That  fjnce  have  felt  the  vigour  of  your  rage. 

Jdr.  Is't  good  to  footh  him  in  thefe  contraries  ? 

Pinch.  It  is  no  fhame  ;  the  fellow  finds  his  vein. 
And,  yielding  to  him,  humours  well  his  frenzy. 

E.  Ant.  Thou  haft  fuborn'd  the  goldfmith  to  arreft 
me. 

Adr,  Alas,  I  fent  you  mony  to  redeem  you. 
By  Dromio  here,  who  came  in  hafte  for  it. 

E.  Dro,  Mony  by  me  ?  heart  and  good  will  you  might. 
But,  furely,  mafter,  not  a  rag  of  mony. 

E.  Ant.  Went'ft  not  thou  to  her  for  a  purfe  of  ducats  ? 

Adr,  He  came  to  me,  and  I  deliver'd  it. 

Luc,  And  I  am  witnefs  with  her,  that  (he  did. 

E.  Dro,  God  and  the  rope  maker  do  bear  me  witnefs, 
7  hat  I  was  fent  for  nothing  but  a  rope. 

Pinch.  Miftrefs,  both  man  and  mafter  are  poffeft '; 
I  know  it  by  their  pale  and  deadly  looks  ; 
'I'hey  mud  be  bound,  and  laid  in  fome  dark  room. 

E,  Ant,  Say,  wherefore  didft  thou  lock  me  forth  to 
day. 

And  why  doft  thou  deny  the  bag  of  gold  ? 

Adr.  I  did  not,  gentle  husband,  lock  thee  forth. 

E.  Dro.  And,  gentle  mafter,  I  received  no  gold, 
But  I  confefs,  Sir,  that  we  were  lock'd  out. 

Adr.  Diftembling  villain,  thou  fpeak'ft  falfe  in  both. 

E.  Ant, 
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E>  Ant.  Diflembling  harlot,  thou  art  falfe  in  all ; 
And  art  confedrate  with  a  damned  pack, 
To  make  a  loathfome  abjed  fcorn  of  me  : 
But  with  thefe  nails  I'll  pluck  out  thofe  falfe  eyes. 
That  would  behold  me  in  this  fhameful  fport. 

Enter  three  or  four  and  offer  to  bind  him :  he  firi'ves, 

Adr.  Oh,  bind  him,  bind  him,  let  him  not  come 
.  near  me. 

Pinch,  More  company  ;— the  fiend  is  ftrong  withia 
him. 

Luc.  Ay  me,  poor  man,  how  pale  and  wan  he  looks  ! 

E.  Ant.  What,  will  you  murther  me  ?  thou  jailor,  thou, 
I  am  thy  prifoner,  wilt  thou  fufFer  them 
To  make  a  refcue  ? 

Off.  Mafters;  let  him  go: 
He  is  my  prifoner,  and  you  fhall  not  have  him. 

Finch,  Go,  bind  this  man,  for  he  is  frantick  too, 

Adr,  What  wilt  thou  do,  thou  peevifh  officer  ? 
Haft  thou  delight  to  fee  a  wretched  man 
Do  outrage  and  difpleafure  to  himfelf  ? 

Off,  He  is  my  prifoner  ;  if  I  let  him  go. 
The  debt  he  owes,  will  be  required  of  me. 

Adr.  I  will  difcharge  thee,  ere  I  go  from  thee  5 
Bear  me  forthwith  unto  his  creditor, 

\^hey  hind  Antipholis  ahi  DroHlIo. 
And,  knowing  how  the  debt  grows,  I  will  pay  it. 
Good  mailer  Dodlor,  fee  him  fafe  conveyed 
Home  to  my  houfe.    Oh,  moft  unhappy  day! 

E.  Ant.  Oh,  moft  unhappy  ftrumpet ! 

E.  Dro.  Mafter,  I'm  here  enter 'd  in  bond  for  you. 

E,  Ant,  Out  on  thee,  viilain  !  wherefore  doit  thou 
mad  me  ? 

E.  Dro.  Will  you  be  bound  for  nothing  ?  be  mad, 
good  mafter  ;  cry,  the  devil.  

Luc,  God  help,  poor  fouls,  how  idly  do  they  talk  ! 

Adr,  Go  bear  him  hence  ;  filler,  ftay  you  with  me. 

[Exeunt?iux:h,  Antipholis,  andDromio. 
Say  now,  whofe  fuit  is  he  arrefted  at  ? 
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Manent  Officer y  Adriana,  Luciana,  and  Courtezan. 

Off,  OiitJngelo,  2L  goldfmith  ;  do  you  know  him  ? 

Mr*  I  know  the  man ;  what  is  the  fum  he  owes  ? 

Offi,  Two  hundred  ducats. 

j^dr.  Say,  how  grows  it  due  ? 

Off,  Due  for  a  chain,  your  husband  had  of  him. 

Mr.  He  did  befpeak  a  chain  for  me,  but  had  it  not. 

Ceur,  When  as  your  husband  all  in  rage  to  day 
Came  to  my  houfe,  and  took  away  my  ring, 
( The  ring  I  faw  upon  his  finger  now) 
Strait  after,  did  I  meet  him  .with  a  chain. 

Jdr.  It  may  be  fo,  but  I  did  never  fee  it. 
Come,  jailor,  bring  me  where  the  the  goldfmith  is, 
I  long  to  know  the  truth  hereof  at  large. 

Enter  Antipholis  of  Syracufe,  ^ith  his  Rapier  dretnvn^ 
and  Dromio  of  Syracufe. 

Luc.  God,  for  thy  mercy  !  they  are  loofe  again. 
Adr.  And  come  with  naked  fwordi  ; 
tet*s  call  more  help  to  have  them  bound  again. 

Off.  Away,  they'll  kill  us.  [l!hey  run  out. 

Manent  Antipholis  and  Dromio. 

S.  Ant.  I  fee,  thefe  witches  are  afraid  of  fwords. 
S.  Dro*  She,  that  would  be  your  wife,  now  ran  from 
you. 

S.  Ant,  Come  to  the  Centaur^  fetch  our  ftuiF  from 
thence : 

J  long,  that  we  were  fafe  and  found  aboard. 

S,  Dro,  Faith,  fiay  here  this  night  \  they  will  furcly 
do  us  no  harm ;  you  faw,  they  fpake  us  fair,  gave  us 
gold;  methinks,  they  are  fuch  a  gentle  nation,  that  but 
for  the  mountain  of  mad  flefh  that  claims  marriage  of 
me,  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  flay  here  llil],  and  turn 
witch . 

S,  Ant.  I  will  not  flay  to  night  for  all  the  town ; 
Therefore  away,  to  get  our  fluff  aboard  \  \Exeunt* 


ACT 
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ACT  V. 

S  C  E  N  E,  ^  Street,  before  a  Priory. 
Enter  the  Merchant  and  Angelo.. 

A  N  c  E  L  o. 

I Am  forry.  Sir,  that  I  have  hinder'd  you  ; 
But,  I  proteft,  he  had  the  chain  of  me, 
Tha*  moft  difhoneftly  he  doth  deny  it. 
Mer,  How  is  the  man  efteem'd  here  in  the  city  ? 
Ang.  Of  very  reverent  reputation,  Sir, 
Of  credit  infinite,  highly  belov'd, 
Second  to  none  that  lives  here  in  the  city  ; 
His  wond  might  bear  my  wealth  at  any  time. 

Mer,  Speak  foftly  :  yonder,  as  I  think,  he  walks^ 

Enter  Antipholis  and  Dromio  of  Syracufe. 

ji^g»  *Tis  fo ;  and  that  felf  chain  about  his  neck. 
Which  he  forfwore  moft  monftroufly  to  have. 
Good  Sir,  draw  near  to  me,  I'll  fpeak  to  him. 
Signior  Antipholis^  I  wonder  much. 
That  you  would  put  me  to  this  lharae  and  trouble; 
And  not  without  feme  fcandal  to  yoarfelf. 
With  circumftance  and  oaths  fo  to  deny 
This  chain,  which  now  you  wear  fo  openly  ; 
Beiides  the  charge,  the  (hame,  imprifonment. 
You  have  done  wrong  to  this  my  honed  friend  \ 
Who,  but  for  ftaying  on  our  controverfie. 
Had  hoifted  fail,  and  put  to  fea  to  day : 
This  chain  you  had  of  me,  can  you  deny  it  ? 

S,  Ant,  I  think,  I  had ;  I  never  did  deny  it., 

Mer.^tSy  that  you  did,  Sir,  and  forfwore  it  toa. 

i9.  Ant.  Who  heard  me  to  deny  it,  or  forfwearit? 

Mer,  Thefe  cars  of  mine,  thou  know'ft,  did  heartkees. 
Fie  on  thee,  wretch !  'tis  pity  that  thou  liv'H 
To  walk  where  any  honeft  men  refort, 

K  5  Ant. 
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S,  Ant,  Thou  art  a  villain  to  impeach  me  thus, 
ril  prove  mine  honour  and  my  honefty 
Againft  thee  prefently,  if  thou  dar'ft  (land. 

Mer,  I  dare,  and  Ao^t^-^  thee  for  a  villain. 

\Jhey  dratvj* 

Enter  Adriana,  Luciana,  Courtexaft,  and  others. 

Mr,  Hold,  hurt  him  not,  for  God's  fake;  he  is  mad; 
Some  get  within  him,  take  his  fword  away  : 
Bind  Dromio  too,  and  bear  them  to  my  houfe. 

S,  Dro,  Run,  mafter,  run  j  for  God's  fake,  take  a  houfe; 
This  is  fome  priory  ;  in,  or  wearefpoil'd. 

[Exeunt  to  tht  Priory, 

Enter  Lady  Abbefs. 

J^bb,  Be  quiet,  people  ;  wherefore  throng  you  hither  ? 

Jdr.  To  fetch  my  poor  diikaded  husband  hence ; 
Let  us  come  in,  that  we  may  bind  him  faft. 
And  bear  him  home  for  his  recovery. 

Jng,  1  knew,  he  was  not  in  his  perfed  wits. 

Mer,  Fm  forry  now,  that  I  did  draw  on  him. 

Jbb,  How  long  hath  this  poffeffion  held  the  man  I 

Jdr,  This  week  he  hath  been  heavy,  fower,  fad. 
And  much,  much  different  from  the  man  he  was  : 
But,  'till  this  afternoon,  his  pafTion 
Ne'er  brake  into  extremity  of  rage, 

Ahb,  Hath  he  not  loft  much  wealth  by  wreck  at  fea  ? 
Bury'd  fome  dear  friend  ?  hath  not  elfe  his  eye 
Stray'd  his  affedlion  in  unlawful  love  ? 
A  fin,  prevailing  much  iii  youthful  men. 
Who  give  their  eyes  the  hberty  of  gazing. 
Which  of  thefe  forrows  is  he  fubjed  to  ? 

Adr,  To  none  of  thefe,  except  it  be  the  laft  ; 
Namely,  fome  love,  that  drew  him  oft  from  home. 

Abb.  You  (hould  for  that  have  reprehended  him. 

Adr^  Why,  fo  I  did. 

Abb.  Ay,  but  not  rough  enough. 

Adr.  As  roughly,  as  my  modefty  would  let  me. 

Ahb.  Haply,  in  private. 

Adr,  And  in  affemblics  too. 
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Ay,  but  not  enough. 

j^i/r.  It  was  the  copy  of  our  conference.  (i6) 
In  bed,  he  flept  not  for  my  urging  it ; 
At  board,  he  fed  not  for  my  urging  it ; 
Alone,  it  was  the  fubjedl  of  my  theam  ; 
In  company,  I  often  glanc'd  at  it ; 
Still  did  I  tell  him,  it  was  vile  and  bad. 

Jib,  And  therefore  came  it,  tliat  the  man  was  mad. 
The  venom  clamours  of  a  jealous  woman 
Poilon  more  deadly,  than  a  mad  dog's  tooth. 
It  feems,  his  lleeps  were  hindered  by  thy  railing  ; 
And  thereof  comes  it,  that  his  head  is  light. 
Thou  fay 'ft,  his  meat  was  fauc'd  with  thy  upbraidings; 
Unquiet  meals  make  ill  digeftions ; 
Thereof  the  raging  fire  of  fever  bred  ; 
And  what's  a  fever,  but  a  fit  of  anadnefs  ? 
Thou  fay'ft,  his  fports  were  hinder'd  by  thy  brawls. 
Sweet  recreation  barr'd,  what  doth  enfue. 
But  moodie  and  dull  melancholy, 
Kinfman  to  grim  and  comfortlefs  defpair  ? 
And  at  her  heels  a  huge  infectious  troop 
Of  pale  diftemperatures,  and  foes  to  life. 
In  food,  in  fport,  and  life  preferving  reft. 
To  be  difturb'd  would  mad  or  man  or  beaft : 
The  confequence  is  then,  thy  jealous  fits 
Have  feared  thy  husband  from  the  ufe  of  wits. 

Luc,  She  never  reprehended  him  but  mildly. 
When  he  demeaned  himfelf  rough,  rude  and  wildly  i 
Why  bear  you  thefe  rebukes,  and  anfwer  not  ? 

Jc/r,  She  did  betray  me  to  my  own  reproof. 
Good  people,  enter,  and  lay  hold  on  him. 

(16)  It  was  the  Copy  of  our  Conference.']  We  are  not  to  Un- 
derftand  this  Word  here,  as  it  is  now  ufcd,  in  Oppofition  to  an 
Original  \  any  Thing  done  after  a  Pattern  ;  but  we  are  to  take 
it  in  the  neareft  Senfe  to  the  Latine  Word  Copiay  fronn  which  it 
is  derived.  Adriana  would  fay,  her  Reproofs  were  the  Burden, 
the  Fulnefs  of  her  Conference,  all  the  Subjed:  of  her  Talk, 
And  in  thefe  Acceptations  the  Word  Copie  was  ufed  by  Writerg 
before  our  Author's  Time,  as  well  as  by  his  Contemporaries. 
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Jbk  No,  not  a  creature  enter  in  my  houfe. 

Mr.  Then,  let  your  fervants  bring  my  husband  forth. 

Jl;k  Neither ;  he  took  this  place  for  fanduary, 
And  it  lhall  privilege  him  from  your  hands ; 
'T  ill  I  have  brought  him  to  his  wits  again. 
Or  lofe  my  labour  in  affaying  it. 

Mr.  I  will  attend  my  husband,  be  his  nurfe. 
Diet  his  ficknefs,  for  it  is  my  office ; 
And  will  have  no  attorney  but  myklf ; 
And  therefore  let  me  have  him  home  with  me. 

j^ii.  Be  patient,  for  I  will  not  let  him  ftir, 
'Till  I  have  us'd  th'  approved  means  I  have, 
With  wholfome  firups,  drugs,  and  holy  prayers 
To  make  of  him  a  formal  man  again ; 
It  is  a  branch  and  parcel  of  mine  oath, 
A  charitable  duty  of  my  order ; 
Therefore  depart,  and  leave  him  here  with  me. 

Mr,  I  will  not  hence,  and  leave  my  husband  here; 
And  ill  it  doth  befeem  your  holinefs 
To  feparate  the  husband  and  the  wife. 

Be  quiet  and  depart,  thou  fhalt  not  have  him. 

Luc,  Complain  unto  the  Duke  of  this  indignity. 

[Exit  Abbcfi, 

Mr.  Come,  go ;  I  will  fall  proftrate  at  his  feet, 
And  never  rife,  until  my  tears  and  prayers 
Have  won  his  Grace  to  come  in  perfon  hither ; 
And  take  perforce  my  husband  from  the  Abbefs. 

Mer,  By  this,  I  think,  the  dial  points  at  five : 
Anon,  Fm  fure,  the  Duke  himfelf  in  perfon 
Comes  this  way  to  the  melancholy  vale  ; 
The  place  of  death  and  forry  execution. 
Behind  the  ditches  of  the  abbey  here. 
^f2g.  Upon  what  caufe  ? 
Mer,  To  fee  a  reverend  Syracu/an  merchant, 
Who  put  unluckily  into  this  bay 
Againll  the  laws  and  flatutes  of  this  town, 
Beheaded  publickly  for  his  offence. 

Jtig.  See,  where  they  come  ;  we  will  behold  his  death. 
Luc,  Kneel  to  the  Duke,  before  he  pafs  the  abbey. 
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Enter  the  Dukey  and  jEgeon  hare-headed  %  ^kh  the 
Head/many  and  other  Oncers, 

Duke,  Yet  once  again  proclaim  it  publickly. 
If  any  friend  will  pay  thefum  for  him, 
He  ftiall  not  die,  fo  much  we  tender  him. 

Adr.  Juftice,  moft  facred  Duke,  againft  the  Abbcfs* 

Duke.  She  is  a  virtuous  and  a  reverend  Lady ; 
It  cannot  be,  that  (he  hath  done  thee  wrong. 

Adr,  May  it  pleafe  your  Grace,  Jntipholit  my  hwf* 
band, 

(Whom  I  made  lord  of  me  and  all  I  had. 

At  your  important  letters,)  this  ill  day 

A  moft  outrageous  fit  of  madnefs  took  him  ; 

That  defp'rately  he  hurry'd  through  the  ftreet. 

With  him  his  bondman  all  as  mad  as  he. 

Doing  difpleafure  to  the  citizens, 

By  ruihing  in  their  houfes ;  bearing  thence 

Rings,  jewels,  any  thing  his  rage  did  like. 

Once  did  I  get  him  bound,  and  fent  him  home, 

Whilft  to  take  order  for  the  wrongs  I  went, 

That  here  and  there  his  fury  had  committed  : 

Anon,  I  wot  not  by  what  ftrong  efcape. 

He  broke  from  thofe,  that  had  the  guard  of  him  : 

And,  with  his  mad  attendant  and  himfelf, 

Each  one  with  ireful  paffion,  with  drawn  fwords. 

Met  us  again,  and,  madly  bent  on  us, 

Chas'd  us  away ;  'till,  raifing  of  more  aid. 

We  came  again  to  bind  them  ;  then  they  fled 

Into  this  abbey,  whither  we  puifu'd  them  ; 

And  here  the  Abbefs  Ihuts  the  gates  on  us. 

And  will  not  fulFer  us  to  fetch  him  out. 

Nor  fend  him  forth,  that  we  may  bear  him  hence. 

Therefore,  moft  gracious  Duke,  with  thy  command, 

Let  him  be  brought  forth,  and  borne  hence  for  help. 

Duke,  Long  fince  thy  husband  ferv'd  me  in  ray  wars. 
And  1  to  thee  ingag-d  a  Prince's  word, 
(When  thou  didft  make  him  mafter  of  thy  bed,) 
To  da  him  all  the  grace  and  good  I  could. 
Go,  fome  of  you,  knock  at  the  abbey-gate  j 
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And  bid  the  lady  Abbeis  come  to  me, 
I  will  determine  this,  before  I  liir. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

Mejf,  Omiftrefs,  miilrefs,  fhift  and  fave  your  felf; 
My  mafter  and  his  man  are  both  broke  loofe, 
Beaten  the  maids  a-row,  and  bound  the  dodor, 
Whofe  beard  they  have  fing'd  off  with  brands  of  iire  5 
And  ever  as  it  blaz'd,  they  threw  on  him 
Great  pails  of  puddled  mire  to  quench  the  hair; 
My  mafter  preaches  patience  to  him^  and  the  while 
His  man  with  fciflars  nicks  him  like  a  fool : 
And,  fure,  unlefs  you  fend  fome  prcfent  help. 
Between  them  they  will  kill  the  conjurer. 

Jdr.  Peace,  fool,  thy  mailer  and  his  man  are  here. 
And  that  is  falfe,  thou  doft  report  to  us. 

MeJf.  Miftrefs,  upon  my  life,  I  tell  you  true ; 
I  have  not  breath'd  almoft,  fince  I  did  fee  it. 
He  crys  for  you,  and  vows  if  he  can  take  you. 
To  feorch  your  face,  and  to  disfigure  you.   [Cry  ^within. 
Hark,  hark,  I  hear  him,  miftrefs  ;  fly,  be  gone. 

Duke,  Come,  ftand  by  me,  fear  nothing  :  guard  with 
halberds. 

Adr,  Ay  me,  it  is  my  husband ;  witnefs  you. 
That  he  is  borne  about  invifible  ! 
Ev'n  now  we  hous'd  him  in  the  abbey  here. 
And  now  he's  there,  paft  thought  of  human  reafon. 

Enter  Antipholis,  and  Dromio  ^/^Ephefus. 

E,Jnt  Juftice,  moft  gracious  Duke,  oh,  grant  me 
juftice. 

Even  for  trie  fervice  that  long  fince  I  did  thee. 
When  I  beftrid  thee  in  the  wars,  and  took 
Deep  fears  to  fave  thy  life,  even  for  the  blood 
That  then  I  loll  for  thee,  now  grant  me  juiiice. 

jEgeon  Unlefs  the  fear  of  death  doth  make  me  dote, 
I  fee  my  fon  Antipholis,  and  Dromio. 

E.  Ant,  Juftice,  fweet  Prince,  againft  that  woman  there : 
She  whom  thou  gav'ft  to  me  to  be  my  wife ; 
That  hath  abufcd  and  diftionour'd  me, 

Ev'n 
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Ev'n  in  the  ftrength  and  height  of  injury. 

Beyond  imagination  is  the  wrong. 

That  (he  this  day  hath  lhamelels  thrown  on  me. 

Duke.  Difcover  how,  and  thou  ftialt  £nd  me  juft. 

E.  Ant.  This  day,  great  Duke,  fhe  Ihut  the  doors 
upon  me ; 

Whihl  fhe  with  harlots  feafled  in  my  houfe. 

Duke.  A  grievous  fault ;  fay,  woman,  didft  thou  fo? 

Adr.  No,  my  good  lord  :  myfelf,  he,  and  my  filler. 
To  day  did  dine  together  :  fo  befal  my  foul, 
As  this  is  falfe,  he  burthens  me  withal ! 

Luc.  Ne'er  may  I  look  on  day,  norfleepon  night, 
But  fhe  tells  to  your  highnefs  fimple  truth! 

Ang.  O  perjur'd  woman !  they  are  both  forfworn. 
In  this  the  mad  man  juflly  chargeth  them. 

E.  Ant.  My  Liege,  I  am  advifed,  what  I  fay. 
Neither  diflurb'd  with  the  effed  of  wine. 
Nor,  heady- rafh,  provok'd  with  raging  ire; 
Albeit,  my  wrongs  might  make  one  wifer  mad. 
This  woman  lock'd  me  out  this  day  from  dinner; 
That  goldfmith  there,  were  he  not  pack'd  with  hdr^ 
Could  witnefs  it ;  for  he  was  with  me  then ; 
Who  parted  with  me  to  go  fetch  a  chain, 
Promifmg  to  bring  it  to  the  Porcupine, 
Where  Baltha%ur  and  I  did  dine  together. 
Our  dinner  done,  and  he  not  coming  thither, 
I  went  to  feek  him ;  in  the  ilreet  I  met  him. 
And  in  his  company  that  gentleman. 
There  did  this  perjur'd  goldfmith  fwear  me  down. 
That  I  this  day  from  him  received  the  chain ; 
Which,  God  he  knows,  I  faw  not ;  for  the  whieh. 
He  did  arrefl  me  with  an  officer. 
I  did  obey,  and  fent  my  peafant  home 
For  certain  ducats ;  he  with  none  return'd. 
Then  fairly  I  befpoke  the  officer. 
To  go  in  perfon  with  me  to  my  houfe. 
By  til'  way  we  met  my  wife,  her  fifier,  and 
A  rabbiC  more  of  vile  confederates ; 
They  brought  one  Finchy  a  hungry  lean-fac'd  villain. 
Ameer  anatomy,  a  mountebank, 
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A  thread  bare  juggler,  and  a  fortune-teller, 
A  needy,  hollow  ey'd,  fharp-looking  wretch, 
A  living  dead  man.    This  pernicious  flave. 
For  foot  h,  took  on  him  as  a  conjurer  ; 
And,  gazing  in  my  eyes,  feeling  my  pulfe. 
And  with  no  face,  as  'twere,  out  facing  me. 
Cries  out,  I  was  pofleft.    Then  all  together 
They  fell  upon  me,  bound  me,  bore  me  thence; 
And  in  a  dark  and  dankifh  vault  at  home 
There  left  me  and  my  man,  both  bound  together; 
'Till,  gnawing  with  my  teeth  my  bonds  afunder, 
I  gain'd  my  freedom,  and  immediately 
Ran  hither  to  your  Grace ;  whom  I  befeech 
To  give  me  ample  fatisfaftion 
For  thefe  deep  fhames  and  great  indignities. 

Jng.  My  lord,  in  truth,  thus  far  I  witnefs  with  him; 
That  he  din'd  not  at  home,  but  was  lock'd  out. 

Duke,  But  had  he  fuch  a  chain  of  thee,  or  no  } 

Ang,  He  had,  my  lord ;  and  when  he  ran  in  here, 
Thefe  people  faw  the  chain  about  his  neck. 

Mer,  Befides,  I  will  be  fworn,  thefe  cars  of  mine 
Heard  you  confefs,  you  had  the  chain  of  lum. 
After  you  firfl  forfwore  it  on  the  mart ; 
And  thereupon  I  drew  my  fword  on  you; 
And  then  you  fled  into  this  abbey  here, 
From  whence,  I  think,  you're  come  by  miracle-. 

E.Ant.  I  never  came  within  thefe  abbey-walls. 
Nor  ever  didlt  thou  draw  thy  fword  on  me ; 
I  never  faw  the  chain,  fo  help  me  heav'n  ! 
And  this  is  falfe,  you  burthen  me  withal. 

Duke,  VI  hy^  vvhat  an  intricate  impeach  is  this  ? 
I  think,  you  all  have  drunk  of  Circe^s  cup  ; 
Jf  here  you  hous'd  him,  here  he  vvmld  have  been? 
If  he  were  mad,  he  would  not  plead  fo  coldly  : 
You  fay.  he  din'd  at  home  ;  thegoldfmith  here 
Denies  thacTaying.    Sirrah,  what  fay  you  ? 

£,  Dro.  Sir,  hedin'd  with  her  there,  atthe  PorcufiKt. 

Cour.  He  did,  and  from  my  finger  fnatch'd  that  ring. 

E,  Ant.  '  Tis  true,  my  Liege,  this  ring  I  had  of  her. 

Duke,  Saw'ft  tliou  hiiu  enter  at  the  abbey  here  ? 

0«r, 
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Ccur.  As  fure,  my  Liege,  as  I  do  fee  your  Grace. 
Duke,  Why,  this  isftrange;  go  call  the  Abbefs  hither  5 
I  think,  you  are  all  mated,  or  Hark  mad. 

[^Ex,  one  to  the  Abhefs, 
jEgeon,  Mofl  mighty  Duke,  vouchfafe  me  fpeak  a 
word  : 

Haply,  I  fee  a  friend,  will  fave  my  life  5 
And  pay  the  fum  that  may  deliver  me. 

Duke.  Speak  freely,  Syracufan^  what  thou  wilt. 
-    -  JEgeon,  Is  not  your  name,  Sir,  calPd  Jntipholis  ? 
And  is  not  that  your  bond-man  Dromio  ? 

Dro.  Within  this  hour  I  was  his  bond  man.  Sir, 
But  he,  I  thank  him,  gnaw'd  in  two  my  cords ; 
Now  an^I  Dromio y  and  his  man  unbound. 

jEgeon.  I  am  fure,  you  both  of  you  remember  me. 
E,  Dro,  Our  felves  we  do  remember,  Sir,  by  you$ 
For  lately  we  were  bound,  as  you  are  now. 
You  are  not  Pinch\  patient,  are  you.  Sir  ? 
jEgeon.  Why  look  you  Grange  on  me?  you  know  me 
well. 

E.  Ant,  I  never  faw  you  in  my  life,  'till  now. 
jEgeon.  Oh  !  grief  hath  chang'd  me,  fince  you  faw 
me  laft ; 

And  careful  hours  with  time's  deformed  hand 
Have  written  llrange defeatures  in  my  face; 
But  tell  me  yet,  doft  thou  not  know  my  voice  ? 

E.  Ant,  Neither. 

JEgeon.  Dromio y  nor  thou  ? 

E.  Dro.  No,  truft  me.  Sir,  nor  I. 

JEgeon,  I  am  fure,  thou  doft. 

E,  Dro,  I,  Sir?  but  I  am  fure,  I  do  not :  and  what- 
fcever  a  man  denies,  you  are  now  bound  to  believe  him. 

jEgeon.  Not  know  my  voice  !  oh !  time's  extremity  ! 
Haft  thou  fo  crack'd  and  fplitted  my  poor  tongue 
In  feven  (hort  years,  that  here  my  only  fon 
Knows  not  my  feeble  key  of  untun'd  cares  ? 
Tho'  now  this  grained  face  of  mine  be  bid 
In  fap-confuming  winter^e  drizlcd  fnow^ 
And  all  the  conduits  of  my  blood  froze  up ; 
Yet  hath  my  night  of  life  fome  memory  \ 
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My  wafting  lamp  fome  fading  glimmer  left. 
My  dull  deaf  ears  a  little  ufe  to  hear  : 
All  thefe  old  witnefles,  I  cannot  err. 
Tell  me  thou  art  my  fon  AntifhoUs, 

E.  Ant,  I  never  faw  my  father  in  my  life. 

j^geon.  But  feven  years  fince,  in  Syracufa-hdiy* 
Thou  know'ft,  we  parted ;  but,  perhaps,  my  fon. 
Thou  (ham'ft  t'acknowledge  me  in  mifery. 

E,  Ant,  The  Duke,  and  all  that  know  me  in  the  city, 
Can  witnefs  with  me  that  it  is  not  fo  : 
I  ne'er  faw  Syracufa  in  n^y  life. 

Duke.  I  tell  thee,  Syracufan^  twenty  years 
Have  I  been  Patron  to  Antipholisy 
During  which  time  he  ne'er  faw  Syractifa:  ^ 
I  fee,  thy  age  and  dangers  make  thee  doat. 

Enter  the  Ahhefsy  with  Antipholis  Syracufan,  and  Dromio 

Syracufan. 

Ahb,  Moft  mighty  Duke,  behold  a  man  much  wrong'd* 

[  AH  gather  to  fee  him* 

Adr,  I  fee  two  husbands,  or  mine  eyes  deceive  me, 

DuJie.  One  of  thefe  men  is  Genius  to  the  other; 
And  fo  of  thefe  which  is  the  natural  man. 
And  which  the  fpirit?  who  deciphers  them? 

S,  Dro.  I,  Sir,  am  Drcmio  ;  command  him  away. 

E.Dro,  I   Sir,  2Jn  Dromio ;  pray  let  me  ftay. 

S,  Ant.  j^geon,  art  thou  not  ?  or  elfe  his  ghofl  ? 

S>  Dro.  O,  my  old  mafter  !  who  hath  bound  him  here  ? 

Ahh.  Whoever  bound  him,  I  will  loofe  his  bonds  ; 
And  gain  a  husband  by  his  liberty. 
Speak,  old  j^geon,  if  thou  be' ft  the  maa. 
That  hadft  a  wife  once  call'd  JBmilia, 
That  bore  thee  at  a  burthen  two  fair  fons  \ 
Oh,  if  thou  be' it  the  fame  JBgeony  fpeak  ; 
And  fpeak  unto  the  fame  AEmilia. 

Duke.  Why,  here  begins  his  morning  ftory  right : 
Thefe  two  Antipholis' s,  thefe  two  fo  like, 
And  thofe  two  Dromi6*s,  one  in  femblance: 
Befides  her  urging  of  her  wreck  at  fea, 
Thefe  plainly  are  the  parents  to  thefe  childrew. 

Which 
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Which  accidentally  are  met  together. 

u^geon.  If  I  dream  not,  thou  2LTtJEm/ia; 
If  thou  art  fhe,  tell  me  where  is  that  fon 
That  floated  with  thee  on  the  fatal  raft. 

By  men  of  Epidamnumy  he  and  I, 
And  the  twin  Dromioy  all  were  taken  up  ; 
But,  by  an<3  by,  rude  fifhermen  of  Corinth 
By  force  took  Dromio  and  my  fon  from  them. 
And  me  they  left  with  thofe  of  Epidammm, 
What  then  became  of  them,  I  cannot  tell ; 
I,  to  this  fortune  that  you  fee  me  in. 

Duke,  Antipholis,  thou  cam'fl  from  Corinth  firft. 

S,  Ant.  No,  Sir,  not  1;  i  cdiUiQ  from  Syracufe. 

Duke.  Stay,  (land  apart ;  I  know  not,  which  is  which. 

E.  Ant.  I  came  from  Corinth,  my  moll  gracious  Lord. 

E^  Dro.  And  I  with  him. 

E,  Ant.  Brought  to  this  town  by  that  moft  famous 
warrior, 

Duke  Menaphon,  your  moft  renowned  uncle. 

Adr.  Which  of  you  two  did  dine  wiih  me  to  day  ? 

S.  Ant.  I,  gentle  miflrefs. 

j^dr*  And  are  not  you  my  husband  ? 
Ant,  No,  I  fay  nay  to  that. 

S,  Ant.  And  fo  do  I,  yet  flie  did  call  me  fo : 
And  this  fair  gentlewoman,  her  fifter  here. 
Did  call  me  brother.    What  I  told  you  then, 
I  hope,  I  ihall  have  leifure  to  make  good. 
If  this  be  not  a  dream,  I  fee  and  hear. 

Ang,  That  is  the  chain.  Sir,  which  you  had  of  me. 

S,  A?2t.  I  think  it  be.  Sir,  I  deny  it  not. 

E.  Ant.  And  you.  Sir,  for  this  chain  arretted  me. 

Ang.  I  think,  I  did,  Sir ;  I  deny  it  not. 

Adr.  I  fent  you  mony.  Sir,  to  be  your  bail. 
By  Dromio  ;  but,  I  think,  he  brought  it  not. 

E.  Dro.  No,  none  by  me. 

S,  Ant.  This  purfe  of  ducats  I  receivM  from  you, 
And  Dromio  my  man  did  bring  them  me ; 
I  fee,  we  ftill  did  meet  each  other's  man. 
And  I  was  ta'en  for  him,  and  he  for  nve. 
And  thereupon  thefc  Errors  all  arofe. 

E.  Ant. 
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^.  Ant.  Thefe  ducats  pawn  I  for  my  father  here. 
Duke,  It  iliall  not  need,  thy  father  hath  his  life. 
Cour,  Sir,  I  muft  have  that  diamond  from  you. 

Ant.  There,  take  it ;   and  much  thanks  for  my 
good  cheer. 

Ahh.  Renowned  Duke,  vouchfafe  to  take  the  paing 
To  go  with  us  into  the  abbey  here, 
And  hear  at  large  difcourfed  all  our  fortunes  : 
And  all  that  are  afiembled  in  this  place. 
That  by  this  fympathized  one  day's  Error 
Have  fuiFerM  wrong  ;  go,  keep  us  company. 
And  ye  fhall  have  full  fatisfadion. 
Twenty  five  years  have  I  but  gone  in  travel  (17) 
Of  you  my  fons  j  nor,  'till  this  prefent  hour. 
My  heavy  burthens  are  delivered  : 
1  he  duke,  my  husband,  and  my  children  both, 
And  you  the  calendars  of  their  nativity, 
Go  to  a  goflip's  feaft  and  go  with  mc  : 
After  fo  long  grief  fuch  nadvity  ! 

Duke.  With  all  my  heart,  Til  goffip  at  this  feaft. 

\lEsxeunt* 

(17)  Thirty  -  three  yftfrr]  'Tis  impoflible  the  Poet  could  be 
fo  forgetful,  as  to  defign  this  Number  here  :  and  therefore  I 
have  ventured  to  alter  it  to  tnventy  fi'vty  upon  a  Proof,  that,  I. 
think,  amounts  to  Demonftration.  The  Number,  I  prefumc, 
was  at  firft  wrote  in  figures,  and,  perhaps,  blindly  j  and  thence 
the  Miftake  might  arife.  ^gean,  in  the  firft  Scene  of  the  firfl 
A€t,  is  precife  as  to  the  Time  his  Son  left  him,  in  Queft  of  hit 
Brother : 

My  youngeji  Boy^  and  yet  my  eUefi  Care, 

At  eighteen  Tears  became  rnquijiti've 

After  his  Brother,  &C. 
And  how  long  it  was  from  the  Son's  thus  parting  from  his 
Father,  to  their  meeting  again  at  Epbefus,   where  ^geon,  mi* 
ftakenly,  recognizes  the  Twin-brother  for  him  5  we  as  preoiftly 
I  earn  from  another  Paflage  in  the  fifth  Aft. 

^gc.  But  feven  years  ftnce,  in  Syrac«fa-^jjf, 

^hou  knew  ft  *ivi  parted  \ 
So  that  thefe  two  Numbers,  put  together,  fettle  the  Date  of 
their  Birth  beyond  Difpute. 

M^ttent 
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Manent  the  tuoo  Antipholis's,  and  tnvo  Dromio's. 

S.  Dro.  Mafter,  lhall  I  fetch  your  fluff  from  fhip- 
board  ? 

E.  Ant.  Dromioy  what  ftufF of  mine  haft  thou  imbarkM  ? 
S,  Dro.  Your  goods,  that  lay  at  hoft,  Sir,  in  the  Centaur. 
S.  Ant:  He  fpeaks  to  me  ;  I  am  your  mafter,  Dromio. 
Come,  go  with  us,  we'll  look  to  that  anon ; 
Embrace  thy  brother  there,  rejoice  with  him. 

[^Exeunt  Antipholis  S.  and  E, 
S.  Dro,  There  is  a  fat  friend  at  your  mafter's  houfe. 
That  kitchen'd  me  for  you  to  day  at  dinner  : 
She  now  (hall  be  my  fifter,  not  my  wife. 

E.  Dro.  Methinks,  you  arc  my  glaf?,  and  not  my 
brother : 

I  fee  by  you,  I  am  a  fweet-fac'd  youth  : 
Will  you  walk  in  to  fee  their  goffiping  ? 
S.  Dro.  Not  I,  Sir  ?  you're  my  elder. 
E.  Dro.  That's  a  queftion  : 
How  lhall  I  try  it  ? 

S.  Dro.  We'll  draw  cuts  for  the  fenior : 
*Till  then,  lead  thou  firft. 

E.Dro.  Nay,  then  thus  •  [Emhracing. 

We  came  into  the  world,  like  brother  and  brother : 
And  now  let's  go  hand  in  hand,  not  one  before  another ! 

{Exeunt. 
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Dramatis  Perfonas* 

LEONTES,  Kingo/Skilh. 


Dion,  7 

Another  Sicilian  Lord, 

Archidamus,  a  Bohemian  Lord. 

Rogcro,  a  Sicilian  Gentleman, 

An  Attendant  on  the  young  Prince  Mamillius. 

Officers  of  a  Court  of  Judicature, 

Old  She f  herd,  refuted  Father  ^Perdita.  • 

CJo^jon,  his  Son, 

A  Mariner. 

Coaler, 

Servant  to  the  old  Shepherd, 
Autolicus,  a  Rogue, 
Time,  as  Chorus. 

Hermione,  S^ueen  to  Leontes. 
Perdita,  Daughter  to  Leontes  and  Hermione* 
Paulina,  Wife  to  Antigonus. 
Emilia,  Attendant  on  the  ^een. 


Pqlixenes,         ^  Bohemia, 
Mamillius,  young  Prince  of  SiQiViz, 
Florizel,  Pr/W^  ^Bohemia. 
Camillo, 


^qjuo  other  Ladies. 


rs  for  a  Dance,  Shepherds,  Shepherdeffes^  Guards^ 
and  Attendants, 


SCENE,  fometimes  in  Sicilia ;  fometitneSy  in 
Bohemia. 


THE 


THE 

WINTER'S  TALE 


A    C    T  L 

SCENE,  an  Antichamher  in  Leontes'^ 
PALACE. 

Enter  Camillo,  and  Archidamus. 
-Arch  i  damus, 

F  you  lhall  chance,  Camillo,  to  vlfit  Bo* 
hernia,  on  the  like  occafion  whereon  my 
fervices  are  now  on  foot ;  you  ftiall  Tee, 
as  I  have  faid,  great  difFerence  betwixt 
our  Bohemia  and  your  Sicilia. 

Cam,  I  think,  this  coming  fummer, 
the  King  of  Sicilia  means  to  pay  Bohe* 
mia  the  vifitation,  which  he  juftly  owes  him. 

Arch,  Wherein  our  entertainment  {hall  {hame  us,  wc 

will  be  juftified  in  our  loves ;  for,  indeed,  

Cain,  'Befeech  you— — 

Arch,  Verily,  I  fpeak  it  in  the  freedom  of  my  know- 
ledge ;  we  cannot  with  fuch  magnificence  in  fo  rare 

—  I  know  not  what  to  fay  —  we  will  give  you  fleepy 
drinks,  that  your  fenfes  (unintelligent  of  our  infuffi- 
cience)  may,  tho'  they  cannot  praife  us,  as  little 
accufe  us. 

Vol.  III.  L  Cam% 
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Cam.  You  pay  a  great  deal  too  dear,  for  what's  given 
freely. 

Jrchi  Believe  me,  I  fpeak,  as  my  Underdanding 
inftruds  me  ;  and  as  mine  honefly  puts  it  to  ut- 
terance* 

Qam.  Sidlia  cartnot  fhew  himfelf  over-kind  to  Bo- 
hemia ;  they  were  train'd  together  in  their  childhoods ; 
and  there  rooted  betwixt  them  then  fuch  an  affedion^ 
which  cannot  chufe  but  branch  now.  Since  their  more 
mature  dignities  and  royal  neceiTities  made  reparation  of 
their  fociety,  their  incounters,  though  not  perfonal,  have 
been  royally  attornied  with  interchange  of  gifts,  letters, 
loving  embaiTies ;  that  they  have  feemM  to  be  together, 
tho'  abfent ;  fhook  hands,  as  over  a  Vaft  ;  and  embraced, 
as  it  were,  from  the  ends  of  oppofed  winds.  The  heav'ns 
continue  their  loves !   i ,    .  i 

Jrch.  I  think,  there  is  not  in  the  w^orld  either  ma- 
lice, or  matter  to  alter  it.  You  have  an  unfpeakable 
comfort  of  your  young  Prince  MamilHus :  it  is  a  gen- 
tleman of  the  greatell  promiie,  that  ever  came  mto  my 

^ote.  .  ,  .     ,    T_  r 

Cam.  I  very  well  agree  with  you  m  the  hopes  ot 
liim  •  it  is  a  gallant  child  ;  one  that,  indeed,  phyficks 
the  fubjea,  makes  old  hearts  frefh  :  they,  that  went  on 
crutches,  ere  he  was  born,  defire  yet  their  hfe  to  lee 
him  a  man. 

JrcL  Would  they  elfe  be  content  to  die  ? 

Cam.  Yes,  if  there  were  no  other  excufe  why  they 
fhould  defire  to  live.  u  ,  r 

Arch,  If  the  King  had  no  fon,  they  would  defire  to 
live  on  crutches  'till  he  had  one. 

SCENE  opens  to  the  Prefence. 

Enter  Leontes,  Hermione,  Mamillius,  Polixenes, 
and  Attendants, 

Pol  K"^  I  N  E  Changes  of  the  watry  ftar  hath  been 
'  IN  The  fhepherd's  note,  fince  we  have  left  our 

Throne  , 

Without 
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Without  a  burthen  :  time  as  long  again 

Would  be  fiird  up,  my  brother,  with  our  thanks  ; 

And  yet  we  fhould,  for  perpetuity. 

Go  hence  in  debt :  and  therefore,  like  a  cypher. 

Yet  (landing  in  rich  place,  I  multiply 

With  one,       thank you^  many  thoufands  more 

That  go  before  it. 

Leo.  Stay  your  thanks  a  while  ; 
And  pay  them,  when  you  part. 

FoL  Sir,  that's  tomorrow: 
I'm  quellion'd  by  my  fears,  of  what  may  chanoe. 
Or  breed  upon  our  abfence,  that  may  blow 
No  fneaping  winds  at  home,  to  make  us  fay, 
"  This  is  put  forth  too  truly."    Befides,  1  have  ftay'A 
To  tire  your  royalty. 

Leo.  We  are  tougher,  brother, 
Than  you  can  put  us  to't. 

PoL  No  longer  Stay. 

Leo,  One  fev'n-night  longer. 

Fol.  Very  footh,  to  morrow. 

Leo,  We'll  part  the  time  between's  then ;  and  in  that 
ril  no  gain-faying. 

Pol.  Prefs  me  not,  'befeech  you,  fo; 
There  is  no  tongue  that  moves,  none,  none  i'  th'  worlds 
So  foon  as  yours,  could  win  me :  fo  it  fhould  now^ 
Were  there  neceflity  in  your  requeft,  altho' 
'Twere  needful  I  deny'd  it.    My  affairs 
Do  even  drag  me  homeward  ;  which  to  hinder. 
Were  in  your  love,  a  whip  to  me  ;  my  ftay. 
To  you  a  charge  and  trouble  :  to  fave  both, 
Farewel,  our  brother. . 

Leo,  Tongue-ty'd,  our  Queen  ?  fpeak  you. 

Her,  I  had  thought.  Sir,  toVe  held  my  peace,  unti! 
You'd  drawn  oaths  fromi  him  not  to  ilay  :  you,  Sir^ 
Charge  him  too  coldly.    Tell  him,  you  are  fure. 
All  in  Bohemian  well  :  this  fatisfadion 
The  by-gone  day  proclaim'd  ;  fay  this  to  him. 
He's  beat  from  his  beil  ward. 
Leo.  Well  faid,  Hermione, 
Her,  To  tell,  belongs  to  fee  his  foj,  wereftrong, 

L  z  Bui 
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But  let  him  fay  fo  then,  and  let  him  go; 
But  let  him  fwear  fo,  and  he  (hall  not  ftay ; 
We'll  thwack  him  hence  with  diftafFs. 
Yet  of  your  royal  prefence  Til  adventure 

[To  Pollxencs. 
The  borrow  of  a  week.    When  at  Bohemia 
You  take  my  lord,  Til  give  him  my  commilTion, 
To  let  him  there  a  month,  behind  the  geft  (i) 
Prefixed  for's  parting  :  yet,  (good  deed)  Leontesy 
I  love  thee  not  a  jar  o'  th'  clock  behind 
What  lady  ftie  her  lord.    You'll  %  ? 

FoL  No,  Madam. 

Her,  Nay,  but  yon  will  ? 

FoL  I  may  not,  verily. 

Her,  Verily  ? 
You  put  me  off  with  limber  vows ;  but  I, 
Tho'  you  would  feek  t'  unfphere  the  ftars  with  oaths. 
Should  yet  fay,  "  Sir,  no  going  :  fverily^ 

You  fhall  not  go;"  a  lady's  'vertly  is 
As  potent  as  a  lord's.    Will  you  go,  yet  ? 
Force  nje  to  keep  you  as  a  prifoner, 
]Not  like  a  giieft ;  fo  you  fhall  pay  your  fees. 
When  you  depart,  and  fave  your  thanks.  How  fay  you? 
My  prifoner  ?  or  my  gueft  ?  by  your  dread  ^erily^ 
One  of  them  you  (liall  be. 

PoL  Your  Gueft  then,  Madam  : 
To  be  your  prifoner,  (hould  import  offending ; 
Which  is  for  me  lefs  eafie  to  commit. 
Than  you  to  punilh*. 

Her,  Not  your  Goaler  then. 
But  your  kind  Hoftefs ;  come,  1*11  queftion  you 
Of  my  lord's  tricks,  and  yours,  when  you  were  boys  : 

(l)   behind  the  gc{l 

Prefcrih^d  fort  farting  :]  I  have  not  ventured  to  alter  the 
Text,  tho*,  I  freely  own,  I  can  neither  trace,  nor  underfland^ 
the  Phrafe.    I  have  fufpefted,  that  the  Poet  wrote  j 

  behind  juft 

P ref crib'' d  for  i  parting, 
I,  e.  the  juft,  precife,  time  5  the  inftant ;  (where  Time  Is  like* 
wife  underftood)  by  an pra^iis'd  inallTonguesi 

You 
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You  were  pretty  lordings  then  ? 

PoL  We  were,  fair  Queen, 
Two  lads,  that  thought  there  was  no  more  behind. 
But  fuch  a  day  to  morrow  as  to  day. 
And  to  be  boy  eternal. 

Her.  Was  not  my  lord 
The  verier  wag  o'th'  two  ? 

Pol,  We  were  as  twinn'd  Iambs,  that  did  frisk  i'  th* 
Sun, 

And  bleat  the  one  at  th'  other  :  what  we  changed. 
Was  innocence  for  innocence  ;  we  knew  not 
The  dodlrine  of  ill  doing  ;  no,  nor  dream'd. 
That  any  did  :  had  we  purfu'd  that  life. 
And  our  weak  fpirits  ne'er  been  higher  rear'd 
With  ilronger  blood,  we  (hould  have  anfwer'd  heaven 
Boldly,  Not  guilty  \  th'  impofition  cleared,  (2) 
hereditary  ours. 

Her,  By  this  we  gather. 
You  have  tript  fince. 

Pol.  O  my  moft  facred  lady, 
Temptations  have  fince  then  been  born  to'^s :  for 
In  thofe  unfledg'd  days  v/as  my  wife  a  girl  ; 
Your  precious  felf  had  then  not  crofs'd  the  eyes 
Of  my  young  play -fellow. 

Her.  Grace  to  boot !  ■ 
Of  this  make  no  conclufion,  left  you  fay, 
Your  Queen  and  I  are  devils.    Yet,  go  on 
Th'  offences  we  have  made  you  do,  we'll  anfvver  ; 
If  you  firll  finn'd  with  us,  and  that  with  us 
You  did  continue  fault  j  and  that  you  ilipt  not. 
With  any  but  with  us. 

Leo,  Is  he  won  yet  ? 

Her.  He'll  flay,  my  lord. 

Leo,  At  my  requeft  he  would  not : 
Hermione^  my  deareft,  thou  ne'er  fpok'ft 

(2)   th'  Impojiticn  clear' 

Hereditary  ours,'\  i.  e.  fetting  afide  Original  Sin  :  bating 
That  Impofition  from  the  Offence  of  our  firft  Parents,  w«  might 
have  boldly  protefted  our  Innocence  to  Heaven,  againd  any 
Guilt  committed  by  Ourfelves. 

L  3  To 


246       ^he  Winter'^  Ta  l  e. 

To  better  purpofe. 

Her.  Never? 

Leo^  Never,  but  once. 

Her.  What  ?  have  1  twice  faid  well  ?  when  was't  be- 
fore ? 

I  pr'ythee,  tell  me  ;  cram's  with  praife,  and  make's 

As  fat  as  tame  things:  one  good  deed,  dying tongue-lefs. 

Slaughters  a  thoufand,  waiting  upon  That. 

Our  praifes  are  our  wages.    You  may  ride's 

'^'ith  one  foft  kifs  a  thoufand  furlongs,  ere 

With  fpur  we  heat  an  acre.    But  to  th'  goal : 

My  laft  good  deed  was  to  intreat  his  ftay  ; 

What  was  my  firil  ?  it  has  an  elder  filler. 

Or  I  miftake  you  :  O,  would  her  name  were  Grace  / 

But  once  before  I  fpake  to  th'  purpofe  ?  when  ? 

Nay,  let  me  have't ;  I  long. 

Leo,  Why,  that  was  when 
Three  crabbed  months  had  fowr'd  themfelvcs  to  death, 
Ere  I  could  make  thee  open  thy  white  hand, 
And  clepe  thyfelf  my  love  \  then  didft  thou  utter, 

I  am  yours  for  ever." 

Her.  'Tis  grace,  indeed. 
Why,  lo  you  now  ;  I've  fpoke  to  th'  purpofe  twice  j 
The  one  for  ever  earn'd  a  royal  husband ; 
Th'  other^  for  fome  while  a  friend. 

Leo.  Too  hot,  too  hot-  — 

To  mingle  friendfliip  far,  is  mingling  bloods. 

I  have  tremor  cordis  on  me  my  heart  dances ; 

But  not  for  joy— -not  joy.  This  entertainment 

May  a  free  face  put  on  ;  derive  a  liberty 
From  heartinefs,  from  bounty,  fertile  bofom. 
And  well  become  the  Agent :  't  may,  I  grant; 
But  to  be  padhng  palms,  and  pinching  fingers. 
As  now  they  are,  and  making  pradlis'd  fmiles. 

As  in  a  looking- glafs  and  then  to  figh,  as  'twere 

The  mort  o'  tli'  deer ;  oh,  that  is  entertainment 
My  bofom  likes  not,  nor  my  hvow—^ Mamif/m, 
Art  thou  my  boy  ? 

Mam.  Ay,  my  good  lord, 

Leo.  I'fecks! 

Why, 
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Why,  that's  my  bawcock ;  what  ?  has't  fmutch'd  thy 
nofe  ? 

They  fay,  it's  a  copy  out  of  mine.    Come,  captain. 
We  mull  be  neat;  not  neat,  bat  cleanly,  captain; 
And  yet  the  fteei,  the  heifer,  and  the  calf. 
Are  all  calPd  neat.    Still  virginalling 

[Objer^ing  Polixenes  a7jd  Hermionc. 
Upon  his  palm  ?  how  now,  you  wanton  calf ! 

Art  thou  my  calf? 

Mam.  Yes,  if  you  will,  my  Lord. 

Leo,  Thou  want'll  a  rough  pafh,  and  the  (hoots  that 
I  have. 

To  be  full  like  me. — Yet  they  fay,  we  are 

Almoft  as  like  as  eggs ;  women  fay  fo. 

That  will  fay  any  thing  ;  but  were  they  falfe, 

As  o'er-dyM  blacks,  as  winds,  as  waters ;  faife 

As  dice  are  to  be  wiih'd,  by  one  that  fixes 

No  bourne  'twixt  his  and  mine ;  yet  were  it  true 

To  fay,  this  boy  were  like  me.   Come,  Sir  page. 

Look  on  me  with  your  welkin- eye,  fweet  villain. 

Moft  dear'ft,  my  collop — can  thy  dam — may't  be-— 

Imagination !  thou  doft  ilab  to  th'  center. 

Thou  doft  make  pofTible  things  not  be  fo  held. 

Communicated  with  dreams  (how  can  this  be?) 

With  what's  unreal,  Thouco-adive  art. 

And  fellow'ft  Nothing.    Then  'tis  very  credent, 

Thou  may 'ft  co  join  with  fomething,  and  thou  doft. 

And  That  beyond  commifTion  ;  and  I  find  it 

And  That  to  the  infedlion  of  my  brains. 

And  hardning  of  my  brows. 

PoL  What  means  Sicilia  ? 

Her,  He  fomething  feems  unfctded. 

ToL  How  ?  my  lord  ? 

Leo.  What  cheer  ?  how  is't  with  you,  beft  brother  ? 

Her,  You  look. 
As  if  you  held  a  brow  of  much  Diftradlion. 
Are  not  you  mov'd,  my  lord  ? 

Leo,  No,  in  good  earneft. 
How  fometimes  nature  will  betray  its  {oWy  \ 
Its  tcndernefs !  and  make  itfelf  a  paftime 

L  4  To 
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To  harder  bofoms !  Looking  on  the  lines 
Of  my  boy's  face,  methoughts,  T  did  recoil 
Twenty- three  years,  and  faw  myfelf  unbreech'd. 
In  my  green  velvet  coat ;  my  dagger  muzzled. 
Left  it  ffiould  bite  its  mafter ;  and  {o  prove. 
As  ornaments  oft  do,  too  dangerous ; 
How  like,  methought,  I  then  was  to  this  kernel. 
This  fquafh,  this  gentleman.    Mine  honefl  friend. 
Will  you  take  eggs  for  mony  ? 

Mam.  No,  my  lord.  Til  fight. 

Leo.  You  will  \  why,  happy  man  be's  dole  !  — —  Mj 
brother, 

Are  you  fo  fond  of  your  young  Prince,  as  we 
Do  feem  to  be  of  ours  ? 

Pol.  If  at  home.  Sir, 
He's  all  my  exercife,  my  mirth,  my  matter  ; 
Now  my  fvvorn  friend,  and  then  mine  enemy; 
My  parafitc,  my  foldier,  ftates-man,  all ; 
He  makes  a  July\  day  (hort  as  December  ; 
And  with  his  varying  childnefs,  cures  in  me 
Thoughts  that  fhould  thick  my  blood. 

Leo.  So  (lands  this  Squire 
OfRc'd  with  me  :  we  two  will  walk,  my  lord, 
A  nd  leave  you  to  your  graver  fteps.  Hermiontf 
How  thou  lov'ft  us,  fhew  in  our  brother's  welcome : 
Let  what  is  dear  in  Sicily^  be  cheap  : 
Next  to  thyfelf,  and  my  young  rover,  he's 
Apparent  to  my  heart. 

Her.  If  you  will  feek  us. 
We  are  yours  i'  th'  garden  :  (hall's  attend  you  there  ? 

Leo.  To  your  own  bents  difpofe  you ;  you'll  be  found, 
Be  you  beneath  the  sky  :  I  am  angling  now, 
Tho'  you  perceive  me  not,  how  I  give  line  ; 
Go  to,  go  to*  \^AJide^  ohfertving  Her, 

How  (he  holds  up  the  neb  !  the  bill  to  him  ! 
And  arms  her  with  the  boldnefs  of  a  wife 

\Exe.  Polix.  Her.  and  attendants,    Manent  Leo. 
Mam.  and  Cam. 
To  her  allowing  husband.    Gone  already, 
Jnch-thick,  knee-deep ;  o'er  head  and  ears,  afofk'd  one. 

Go, 
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Go,  play,  boy,  play  —  thy  mother  plays,  and  I 
Play  too ;  but  fo  difgrac'd  a  part,  whofe  iffue 
Will  hifs  me  to  my  grave  :  contempt  and  clamour 
Will  be  my  knell.    Go,  play,  boy,  play  — there 
have  been. 

Or  I  am  much  deceived,  cuckolds  ere  now  ; 
And  mapy  a  man  there  is,  even  at  this  prefent. 
Now  while  1  fpeak  this,  holds  his  wife  by  th'  arm. 
That  little  thinks,  (he  has  been  fluic'd  in's  abfence ; 
And  his  pond  filh^d  by  his  next  neighbour,  by 
Sir  Smiky  his  neighbour  :  nay,  there's  comfort  in't. 
Whiles  other  men  have  gates;  and  thofe  gates  open'd. 
As  mine,  againft  their  will.    She  uld  all  defpair. 
That  have  revolted  wives,  the  tenth  of  mankind 
Would  hang  themfelves.    Phyfick  for't,  there  is  none  : 
It  is  a  bawdy  planet,  that  will  flrike 
Where  'tis  predominant ;  and  'tis  powerful :  think  it. 
From  eail,  weft,  north  and  fouth,  be  it  concluded. 
No  barricado  for  a  belly.  Know't, 
It  will  let  in  and  out  the  enemy, 
With  bag  and  baggage  :  many  a  thoufand  of 's 
Have  the  difeafe,  and  feePt  not.    How  now,  boy  ? 

Mam.  I  am  like  you,  they  fay. 

Leo.  Why,  that's  fome  comfort. 
What?  Camillo  there? 

Cam.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Leo.  Go  play,  Mamilltus,  thou'rtan  honeft  man  s 

[Exit  Mamillius* 
Camtllo,  this  Great  Sir  will  yet  ftay  longer 

Cam.  You  had  much  ado  to  make  his  anchor  hold  5 
When  you  caft  out,  it  iUll  came  home. 

Leo.  Didft  note  it  ? 

Cam.  He  would  not  flay  at  your  petitions  made  j 
His  bufinefs  more  material. 

Leo.  Didft  perceive  it  ? 
They're  here  with  me  already ;  whifp'ring,  rounding  % 
Sicilia  is  a  fo-forth  ;  'tis  far  gone, 
When  [  ihall  guft  it  laft.    How  came't,  Camillo, 
That  he  did  ftay  ? 

Cam*  At  the  good  Queen's  entreaty » 

L  5  te9* 
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Leo,  At  the  Queen's  be't ;  good,  ftiould  be  pertinent; 
But  fo  it  is,  it  is  not.    Was  this  taken 
By  any  underftanding  pate  but  thine  ? 
For  thy  conceit  is  foaking,  will  draw  in 
More  than  the  common  blocks ;  not  noted,  is't. 
But  of  the  finer  natures  ?  by  fome  feverals 
Of  head- piece  extraordinary  ;  lower  mefles, 
Perchance,  are  to  this  bufinefs  purblind  ?  fay. 

Cam.  Bufmefs,  my  lord  !  I  think,  moft  underftand 
Bohemia  ft  ays  here  longer. 

Leo,  Ha  ? 

Cam.  Stays  here  longer. 
Leo,  Ay,  but  why  ? 

Ca7n,  To  fatisfie  your  Highnefs,  and  th'  intreaties 
Of  our  moft  gracious  miftrefs. 

Leo.  Satisfie 
Th'  intreaties  of  your  miftrefs  ?  fatisfie  ? 
Let  That  fufiice.   I've  trufted  thee,  Camillo^ 
With  all  the  things  neareft  my  heart ;  as  well 
My  chamber  councels,  wherein,  prieft-like,  thou 
Haft  cleans>'d  my  bofom  :  I  from  thee  departed 
Thy  Pcniient  reformed ;  but  we  have  been 
Deceived  in  thy  integrity;  deceiv'd 
In  that,  which  feems  fo. 

Cam,  Be  it  forbid,  my  lord  ^— 

Leo   To  bide  upon't ; — Thou  art  not  honeft  ;  or. 
If  thou  inclin'ft  that  way,  thou  art  a  coward ; 
Which  hoxes  honefty  behind,  reftraining 
From  courfe  required :  or  elfe  thou  muft  be  counted 
A  fervant  grafted  in  my  ferious  Truft, 
And  therein  negligent ;  or  elTe  a  fool, 
\     That  feeft  a  game  plaid  home,  the  rich  ftake  drawn. 
And  tak'ft  it  all  for  jeft. 

Cam,  My  gracious  lord, 
I  may  be  negligent,  foolifti  and  fearful  5(3) 

In 

(3)  I'fno;^  he  negligent,  fooVtjh,  and  fearful ;  » 
In  enjery  one  of  theje  no  man  is  free, 
But  that  his  Negligencey  his  Folly,  Fear, 
Amongfi  the  infnite  Doings  of  the  JVorld 
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In  every  one  of  thefe  no  man  is  free. 
But  that  his  negligence,  his  folly,  fear, 
>\mongft  the  infinite  doings  of  the  world. 
Sometime  puts  forth.    In  your  affairs,  my  lord. 
If  ever  I  were  wilful  negligent, 
It  was  my  folly  ;  if  induilrioufly 
I  play'd  the  fool,  it  was  my  negligence. 
Not  weighing  well  the  end  ;  if  ever  fearful 
To  do  a  thing,  where  I  the  ilTue  doubted. 
Whereof  the  execution  did  cry  out 
Againft  the  non-performance,  'twas  a  fear 
Which  oft  infedls  the  wifeft  :  thefe,  my  lord. 
Are  fuch  allowM  infirmities,  that  honefty 
Is  never  free  of.    But,  'befeech  your  Grace, 
Be  plainer  with  me,  let  me  know  my  trefpafs 
By  its  own  vifage  ;  if  I  then  deny  it, 
'Tis  none  of  mine. 

Leo   Ha'not  you  feen,  Camillo^ 
(But  that's  paft  doubt,  you  have  ;  or  your  eye  gl^s 
Is  thicker  than  a  cuckold's  horn  ;)  or  heard, 
(For  to  a  vifion  fo  apparent,  rumour 
Cannnot  be  mute ;)  or  thought,  (for  cogitation 
Refides  not  in  that  man,  that  do's  not  think  it \) 
My  wife  is  flippery  ?  if  thou  wilt,  confefs  j 
(Or  elfe  be  impudently  negative, 
To  have  nor  eyes  nor  ears,  nor  thought,)  then  fay, 
My  wife's  a  hobby  horfe,  deferves  a  name 
As  rank  as  any  flax- wench,  that  puts  to 
Before  her  troth- plight;  fay't,  andjuftify't. 

Cam  I  would  not  be  a  ftander-by,  to  hear 
My  fovereign  Miftrefs  clouded  fo,  without 

Sometimes  puts  forth  in  your  Affairs,  my  Lord.']  Mofk 
accurate  Pointing  this,  and  fine  Nonfenfe  the  Refult  of  it !  The 
old  Follows  firft  blunder'd  thus,  and  Mr.  Ro<we  by  Inadvertence 
(if  he  read  the  Sheets  at  all,)  overlookM  the  Fault.  Mr.  Pope, 
like  a  moft  obfequious  Editor,  has  taken  the  Paffage  on  Con- 
tent, and  purfued  the  Track  of  Stupidity.  I  dare  fay,  every 
underftanding  Reader  will  allow,  my  Reformation  of  the  Point- 
ing has  entirely  rctriev'd  the  Place  from  Obfcurity,  and  recon* 
cii'd  it  to  the  Author's  Meaning. 

My 
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My  prefent  vengeance  taken  ;  'fhrew  my  heart. 
You  never  fpoke  what  did  become  you  lefs 
Than  this ;  which  to  reiterate,  were  iin 
As  deep  as  that,  tho'  true. 

Leo.  Is  whifpering  nothing  ? 
Is  leaning  cheek  to  cheek  ?  is  meating  nofes  > 
Kifling  with  infide  hp  ?  flopping  the  career 
Of  laughter  with  a  figh  ?  (a  note  infallible 
Of  breaking  honefty  :)  horling  foot  on  foot  ? 
Skulking  in  corners?  wifhing  clocks  more  fwift? 
Hours,  minutes  ?  the  noon,  midnight,  and  all  eyes 
Blind  with  the  pin  and  web,  but  theirs ;  theirs  only^ 
That  would,  unfeen,  be  wicked  ?  is  this  nothing  ? 
"Why,  then  the  world,  and  all  that's  in't,  is  nothing  j 
The  covering  sky  is  nothing,  Bohemia  nothing  ; 
My  wife  is  nothing  ;  nor  nothing  have  thefe  nothings. 
It  this  be  nothing. 

Cam,  Good  my  lord,  be  cur'd 
Of  this  difeas'd  Opinion,  and  betimes  ; 
For  'tis  moil  dangerous. 
Leo,  Say  it  be,  'tis  true. 
Cam,  No,  no,  my  lord. 
Leo,  It  is ;  you  lie,  you  lie : 
I  fay,  thou  lieit,  Camilloy  and  I  hate  thee  ; 
Pronounce  thee  a  grofs  lowt,  a  mindlefs  ilave. 
Or  elfe  a  hovering  temporizer,  that 
Canft  with  thine  eyes  at  once  fee  good  and  evil. 
Inclining  to  them  both  :  were  my  wife's  liver 
Jnfeded  as  her  life,  fhe  would  not  live 
The  running  of  one  glafs. 
Cam,  Who  does  infedt  her  ? 

Leo.  Why  he,  that  wears  her  like  his  medal,  hanging 

-About  his  neck  ;  Bohe^nia,  who,  if  I 

Had  fervants  true  about  me,  that  bare  eyes 

To  fee  alike  mine  honour,  as  their  profits. 

Their  own  particular  thrifts,  they  would  do  That 

Which  fhould  undo  more  Doing  :  I,  and  thou 

His  cup-bearer,  (whom  I  from  meaner  forme 

Have  bench'd,  and  rear'd  to  worfhip  ;  who  may'll  fee 

Fiainiy,  as  heav'n  lees  earth,  and  eajth  fees  heav'n, 

Hovi? 
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How  I  am  gall'd  :)  thou  might'ft  be-fpice  a  cup> 
To  give  mine  enemy  a  lading  wink ; 
Which  draught  to  me  were  cordial. 

Cam.  Sir,  my  lord, 
I  could  do  this,  and  that  with  no  rafli  potion. 
But  with  a  lingring  dram,  that  (hould  not  work, 
Malicioufly,  like  poifon :  but  I  cannot  (4) 
Believe  this  crack  to  be  in  my  dread  miftreli. 
So  fovereignly  being  honourable. 

Leo,  IVe  lov'd  thee.  Make't  thy  Queftion,  and 

go  rot  : 

Doft  think,  I  am  fo  muddy,  fo  unfettled. 
To  appoint  my  felf  in  this  vexation  ?  Sully 
The  purity  and  whitenefs  of  my  fheets, 
( Which  to  preferve,   is  fleep  ;  which  being  fpotted. 
Is  goads,  thorns,  nettles,  tails  of  wafps  :) 
Give  fcandal  to  the  blood  o'th'  Prince,  my  fon. 
Who,  I  do  think,  is  mine,  and  love  as  mine. 
Without  ripe  moving  to't?  would  I  do  this? 
Could  man  fo  blench  ? 

(4)  hut  I  cannot 

Believe  this  crack  to  be  in  my  dread  Mifirefs, 

So  fovereigniy  being  honourable, 

1  have  lov'd  thee.  ■ 

Leo.  Make  that  thy  ^eftion  and  go  rotJ\  This  paflTage  wants 
very  little  weighing,  to  determine  fafely  upon  it,  that  the  laft 
Hemiftich  aflign'd  to  Camillo,  muft  have  been  miftakenly  pla- 
ced to  him.  It  is  a  ftrange  Inftance  of  Difrefpedl  and  Infolence 
in  Camillo  to  his  King  and  Mafter,   to  tell  him  that  He  has 

once  lov'd  him.  But  Senfe  and  Reafon  will  eafily  ac- 

quit  our  Poet  from  fuch  an  Impropriety,  I  have  ventured  at 
a  Tranfpofition,  which  feems  felf-evident.  Camillo  will  not  be 
perfuaded  into  a  Sufpicion  of  the  Difloyalty  imputed  to  his  Mif- 
trefs.  The  King,  who  believes  Nothing  but  his  Jealoufy,  pro- 
vokM  that  Camillo  is  fo  obftinately  diffident,  finely  rtarts  into  a 
Rage  and  cries  5 

r^ve  lom'd  thee.  Make't  thy  ^fJ}ion,  and  go  rot,  i.  e.  I  have 

tender'd  thee  well,  Camillo,  but  1  here  cancel  all  former  Re- 
fpedl  at  once.  If  Thou  any  longer  make  a  Queftion  of  my 
Wife's  Difloyalty  }  go  from  my  Pr€f<;nce^  and  Perdition  over- 
take thee  for  thy  Stubbornnefs. 

Cam> 
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Cam.  I  muft  believe  you.  Sir  ; 
I  do,  and  will  fetch  ofF  Bohemia  for\  : 
Provided,  that,  when  he's  remov'd,  your  Highnefs 
Will  take  again  your  Queen,  as  yours  at  firft, 
Even  for  your  fon's  fake,  and  thereby  for  fealing 
The  injury  of  tongues,  in  Courts  and  Kingdoms 
Known  and  aily'd  to  yours. 

Leo,  Thou  doft  advife  me. 
Even  fo  as  I  mine  own  courfe  have  fet  down  : 
I'll  give  no  blemifh  to  her  honour,  none. 

Cam.  My  lord, 
Go  then  ;  and  with  a  countenance  as  clear 
As  friendlhip  wears  at  feafts,  keep  with  Bohemia, 
And  with  your  Queen:  I  am  his  cup-bearer; 
If  from  me  he  have  wholefome  beveridge, 
/     Account  me  not  your  fervant. 

Leo.  This  is  all ; 
Do't,  and  thou  haft  the  one  half  of  my  heart ; 
Do't  not,  thou  fplit'll:  thine  own. 

Cam  I'll  do't,  my  lord. 

Leo.  1  will  feem  friendly,  as  thou  haft  advis'd  me. 

[Exit. 

Cam.  O  miferable  lady  !  but,  forme, 
What  cafe  ftand  I  in  ?  I  muft  be  the  poifoner 
Of  good  Polixenes,  and  my  ground  to  do't 
Is  the  obedience  to  a  mafter  ;  one. 
Who,  in  rebellion  with  himfelf,  will  have 
AH  that  are  his,  fo  too.    To  do  this  deed. 
Promotion  follows.    If  I  could  £nd  example 
Of  thoufands,  that  had  ftruck  anointed  Kings, 
And  Hourifti'd  after,  Fd  not  do't :  but  lince 
Nor  brafs,  nor  ftone,  nor  parchment,  bears  not  one; 
Let  villany  it  felf  forfwear't.    I  muft: 
Forfake  the  Court ;  to  do't,  or  no,  is  certain 
To  me  a  break- neck.    Happy  ftar  reign  now  \ 
Here  comes  Bohemia. 

Enter  Polixenes. 

Pol.  This  is  ftrange !  methinks. 
My  favour  here  begins  to  warp.    Not  fpeak  ?— 

Good 
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Good  day,  Camillo. 

Cam.  Hail,  moll  royal  Sir  \ 

Pol,  What  is  the  news  i'th'  court  I 

Cam.  None  rare,  my  Lord. 

Pol,  The  King  hath  on  him  fuch  a  countenance. 
As  he  had  loft  fome  province,  and  a  region 
Lov'd,  as  he  loves  himfelf :  even  now  i  met  him 
With  cuftomary  compliment,  when  he, 
Wafting  his  eyes  to  th'  contrary,  and  falling 
A  lip  of  much  contempt,  fpeeds  from  me,  and 
So  leaves  me  to  conlider  what  is  breeding. 
That  changes  thus  his  manners. 

Cam,  I  dare  not  know,  my  Lord. 

Poi  How,  dare  not?  do  not?  do  you  know,  and 
dare  not? 

Be  intelligent  to  me,  'tis  thereabouts : 

For  to  yourfelf,  what  you  do  know,  you  muft  ; 

And  cannot  fay,  you  dare  not.    Good  Camillo^ 

Your  chang'd  complexions  are  to  me  a  mirror, 

Which  (hews  me  mine  changed  too  ;  for  I  mull  be 

A  party  in  this  alteration,  finding 

Myfelf  thus  altered  with  it. 

Cam,  There  is  a  ficknefs 
Which  puts  fome  of  us  indiftemper;  but 
T  cannot  name  the  difeafe,  and  it  is  caught 
Of  you  that  yet  are  well. 

Pol,  How  caught  of  me  ? 
Make  me  not  fighted  like  the  bafilisk. 
I've  look'd  on  thoufands,  who  have  fped  the  better 
B/  my  regard,  but  kilFd  none  fo  :  Camilla^ 
As  you  are  certainly  a  gentleman, 
Clerk  like  experienc'd,  (which  no  I efs  adorns 
Our  gentry,  than  our  parents'  noble  names. 
In  whofeiuccefs  we  are  gentle;)  I  befeech  yon, 
If  you  know  au;,;ht,  which  does  behove  my  knowledge 
Thereof  to  be  informed,  imprifon't  not 
In  ignorant. concealment. 

Cam,  I  may  not  anfvver. 

Pol.  A  ficknefs  caught  of  me,  ani  yet  I  well  ? 
Imuft  be  anfwer'd,    Doft  thou  hear,  Camillo, 
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I  conjure  thee  by  all  the  parts  of  man. 

Which  honour  does  acknowledge,  (whereof  the  leaft 

Is  not  this  fuit  of  mine,)  that  thou  declare. 

What  incidency  thou  doll  guefs  of  harm 

Is  creeping  towards  me ;  how  far  off,  how  near; 

Which  way  to  be  prevented,  if  it  be  ; 

If  not,  how  beft  to  bear  it. 

Cam,  Sir,  HI  tell  you. 
Since  I  am  charged  in  honour,  and  by  him 
That  I  think  honourable ;  therefore,  mark  my  counfcl  i 
Which  muft  be  ev'n  as  fwifcly  followed,  as 
I  mean  to  utter  it ;  or  both  yourlelf  and  me 
Cry  loll,  and  fo  good  night. 

Po/»  On,  good  Camiilo. 

Cam,  I  am  appointed  Him  to  murder  you, 

PoL  By  whom,  Camillo  ? 

Cam,  By  the  King. 

Pol.  For  what  ? 

Cam'  He  thinks,  nay,  with  all  confidence  he  fwear§. 
As  he  had  feen't,  or  been  an  inllrument 
To  vice  you  to't,  that  you  have  toucht  his  Queen 
Forbiddenly. 

PoL  Oh,  then  my  bed  blood  turn 
To  an  infeded  gelly,  and  my  name 
Be  yoak'd  with  his,  that  did  betray  the  beft  [ 
Turn  then  my  frelheft  reputation  to 
A  favour,  that  may  ilrike  the  dullell  noflril 
Where  1  arrive ;  and  my  approach  be  fliun'd. 
Nay,  hated  too,  vvorfe  than  the  great'H  infeftion 
That  e'er  was  heard,  or  read  \ 

Cam,  Swear  this  though  over  (5) 

By 

(5)  Cam.  Swear  his  Thought  tver 

By  each  particular  Star  in  Heauen,  &c.]  The  Tranf- 
pofition  of  a  fingle  Letter  reconciles  this  Pallage  to  good  Senfe  f 
which  is  not  fo,  as  the  Text  Hands  in  all  the  printed  Copies. 
Foltxenes,  in  the  preceding  Speech,  had  betn  laying  the  deepeil 
Imprecations  on  himfelf,  if  he  had  ever  abus'd  Leontes  in  any 
Familiarity  with  his  Queen,  To  which  Camilk  very  pertinently 
replies  ; 
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By  each  particular  ftar  in  heaven,  and 
By  all  their  influences ;  you  may  as  well 
Forbid  the  fea  for  to  obey  the  moon, 
As  or  by  oath  remove,  or  counfel  (hake. 
The  fabrick  of  his  folly;  whofe  foundation 
Is  pird  upon  his  faith,  and  will  continue 
The  (landing  of  his  body. 

Pol,  How  Ihould  this  grow  ? 

Cam.  1  know  not ;  but  Pm  furc,  *tis  fafer  ta 
Avoid  what's  grown,  than  queftion  how  'tis  born. 
If  therefore  you  dare  truft  my  honeliy, 
That  lies  inclofed  in  this  trunk,  which  you 
Shall  bear  along  impawn'd,  away  to  night ; 
Your  followers  I  will  whifper  to  the  bufinefs ; 
And  will  by  twoes,  and  threes,  at  feveral  pofterns. 
Clear  them  o'th' city.    Formyfelf,  I'll  put  # 
My  fortunes  to  your  fervice,  which  are  here 
By  this  difcovery  loft.    Be  not  uncertain ; 
For  by  the  honour  of  my  parents,  I 
Have  utter 'd  truth  j  which  if  you  feek  to  prove, 
I  dare  notftand  by  ;  nor  fhall  you  be  fafer. 
Than  one  condemned  by  the  King  s  own  mouth  : 
Thereon  his  execution  fvvorn. 

Pol.  I  do  believe  thee : 
I  faw  his  heart  in's  face.    Give  me  thy  hand  ; 
Be  pilot  to  me,  and  thy  places  lhall 
Still  neighbour  mine.    My  (hips  are  ready,  and 
My  people  did  exped  my  hence  departure 

Two  days  ago.  This  jealoufie 

Is  for  a  precious  creature;  as  (he's  rare, 
Muft  it  be  great ;  and,  as  his  perfon's  mighty, 
Muft  it  be  violent ;  and,  as  he  does  conceive 
He  is  difhonour'd  by  a  man,  which  ever 

-  Sivear  this  though  onfer,  £cc» 

i.  e.  Sir,  Though  you  (hould  proteft  your  Innocence  never  fo 
often,  and  call  every  Star  and  Saint  in  Heaven  to  witnefs  to 
your  Adjuration ;  yet  Jealoufy  is  fo  rooted  in  my  Mafter*s 
Bofom,  that  All  you  can  fay  and  fwear  will  have  no  Force  to 
remove  it, 

Profefs'd 
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Profefs'd  to  him ;  why,  his  revenges  muft 

In  That  be  made  more  bitter.    Fear  o'er- {hades  me  : 

Good  expedition  be  my  friend,  and  comfort 

The  gracious  Queen  ;  part  of  hi:  theam,  but  nothing 

Of  his  ill  ta'en  fufpicion  !   Come,  Camilloy 

I  will  refpedl  thee  as  a  father,  if 

Thou  bear'ft  my  life  off  hence.   Let  us  avoid. 

Ca7n,  It  is  in  mine  authority  to  command 
The  keys  of  all  the  poilerns :  pleafe  your  Highnefs, 
To  take  the  urgent  hour.  Come,  Sir,  away.  \Exeunt, 

A    C    T  II. 

SCENE,  "The  Palace. 

Enter  Hermione,  Mamillius,  and  Ladies. 
Hermione. 

TAKE  the  boy  to  you  ;  he  fo  troubles  me, 
'Tis  paft  enduring. 
1  Lad^.  Come,  my  gracious  Lord, 
Shall  I  be  your  play  fellow  ? 
Mam,  No,  I'll  none  of  you. 

1  Lady,  Why,  my  fweet  Lord  ? 

Mam.  You'll  kifs  me  hard,  and  fpeak  to  me  as  if 
I  were  a  baby  ftill  ;  I  love  you  better. 

2  Lady,  And  why  fo,  my  Lord  ?  , 
Mam.  No!:  for  becaufe 

Your  brows  are  blacker ;  fyet  black  brows,  they  fay. 
Become  fome  women  bed  ;  fo  that  there  be  not 
Too  much  hair  there,  but  in  a  femicircle. 
Or  a  half-mo  n  mide  with  a  pen.) 

2  Lady.  Who  taught  you  this  ? 

Nam.  I  learn'd  it  out  of  women's  faces :  pray  now 
What  colour  be  your  eye  brows  ? 

I  Lady,  Hlue,  my  Lord. 

Mam,  Nay,  that's  a  mock:  IVefeen  a  lady's  nofe 
That  has  been  blue,  but  not  her  eye-brows. 

1  Lady. 
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1  Lady,  Hark  ye, 

The  Qaecn,  your  mother,  rounds  apace  :  we  fhall 
Prefenc  our  fervices  to  a  fine  new  prince 
One  cf  thefe  days  ;  and  then  youll  wanton  with  us. 
If  v\  e  would  have  you. 

2  Lady,  She  is  fpread  of  late 

Into  a  goodly  balk  ;  (good  time  encounter  her  !) 

Hei\  What  wifdom  flirs  amongft  you  ?  come,  Sir, 
now 

I  am  for  you  again.   Ppay  you  (it  by  us, 
And  tell's  a  tale. 

Mam.  Merry,  or  fad,  fhalFt  be  ? 

Her.  As  merry  as  you  will. 

Mam,  A  fad  tale's  beft  for  winter. 
I  have  one  of  fprights  and  gcblins. 

Her.  Let's  have  that,  good  Sir. 
Come  on,  fit  down.    Come  on,  and  do  your  beft 
To  fright  me  with  your  fprights ;  you're  powerful  at  at. 

Mam,  There  was  a  man— — 

Her,  Nay,  come  fit  down  ;  then  on. 

Mam,  Dwelt  by  a  church-yard  j  ■  I  will  tell  it 

foftly  : 

Yond  crickets  fhal!  not  hear  it. 

Her,  Come  on  then,  and  give't  me  in  mine  ear. 

Enter  Leontes,  Antigonus,  and  Lords. 

Leo,  Was  he  met  there?  his  train  .?  Camilio  with  him? 

Lord.  Behind  the  tuft  of  pines  I  met  them  ;  never 
Saw  1  men  fcowr  fo  on  their  way  ;  I  e/d  them 
Even  to  their  ftiips. 

Leo.  How  bieft  am  I 
In  my  juil  cenfure!  in  my  true  opinion  ! 
Alack,  for  leiTer  knowledge,  how  accurs'd 
In  being  fo  bleft  \   There  may  be  in  the  cup 
A  fpider  ftec-p'd,  and  one  may  drink  ;  depart. 
And  yet  partake  no  x^enom  ;  for  his  knowledge 
Is  not  infecled  :  but  if  one  prefent 
Th'  abhorr'd  ingredient  to  his  eye,  make  known 
How  he  hath  drunk,  he  cracks  his  gorge,  his  fides 

With  violent  hefts  —1  have  drunk,  and  feen  the 

fpJder.  >  Camilla 
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Camillo  was  his  help  in  this,  his  Pander  : 
There  is  a  plot  again  ft  my  life,  my  crown  ; 
All's  true,  that  is  miftrufted  :  that  falfe  villain^ 
Whom  I  employed,  was  pre- employed  by  him  : 
He  hath  difcover'd  my  defign,  and  I 
Remain  a  pinch'd  thing  ;  yea,  a  very  trick 
For  them  to  play  at  will :  how  came  the  poflerns 
So  eafily  open  ? 

Lord.  By  his  great  authority, 
Which  often  hath  no  lefs  prevailed  than  fo 
On  your  command. 

Leo,  J  know't  too  well. 
Give  me  the  boy  ;  I'm  glad,  you  did  not  nurfe  him^: 
Though  he  does  bear  fome  figns  of  me,  yet  you 
Have  too  much  blood  in  him. 

Her.  What  is  this,  fport  ? 

Leo.  Bear  the  boy  hence,  he  lhall  not  come  about  h«r ; 
Away  with  him,  and  let  her  fport  herfelf 
With  that  fhe's  big  with  :  for  'tis  Polixenes 
Has  made  thee  fwell  thus. 

Her.  But  Td  fay,  he  had  not; 
And,  ril  be  fworn,  ycu  would  believe  my  faying. 
However  you  lean  to  th'  nay  ward. 

Leo.  You,  my  lords. 
Look  on  her,  mark  her  well ;  be  but  about 
To  fay,  Ihe  is  a  goodly  lady,  and 
The  juftice  of  your  hearts  will  thereto  add, 
'Tis  pity,  Ihe's  not  honeft,  honourable  : 
Praife  her  but  for  this  her  without  door  form, 
(Which  on  my  faith  deferves  high  fpeech,)  and  ftrait 
The  (hrug,  the  hum,  or  ha, — fthefe  petty  brands. 
That  calumny  doth  ufe  :  oh,  I  am  out,— — 
That  mercy  do's ;  for  calumny  will  fear 
Virtue  it  felf)  Thefe  Ihrugs,  thefehums,  and  ha's. 
When  you  have  faid  (he's  goodly,  come  between. 
Ere  you  can  fay  (he's  honed  :  but  be't  known, 
(From  him,  that  has  moft  caufe  to  grieve  it  fliould  be;) 
She's  an  adultrefs 

Her.  Should  a  villain  fay  fo. 
The  moft  rcplenilh'd  villain  in  the  world. 

He 
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He  were  as  much  more  villain  :  yon,  my  lord. 
Do  but  miftake. 

Leo,  You  have  miftook,  my  lady, 
Polixenes  for  Leontes,    O  thou  thing. 
Which  ril  not  call  a  creature  of  thy  place. 
Left  barbarifm,  making  me  the  precedent. 
Should  a  like  language  ufe  to  all  degrees ; 
^nd  mannerly  diftinguifhment  leave  out 

Betwixt  the  prince  and  beggar.  1  have  faid, 

She's  an  adultrefs  ;  I  have  faid  with  whom: 

More  ;  fhe's  a  traitor,  and  Camillo  is 

A  federary  with  her ;    and  one  that  knows 

What  fhe  Ihould  fhame  to  know  herfelf. 

But  with  her  moft  vile*Principal,  that  (he's 

A  bed-fwerver,  even  as  bad  as  thofe 

That  Vulgars  give  bold'ft  titles  ;  ay,  and  privy 

To  this  their  late  efcape. 

Her.  No,  by  my  life, 
Privy  to  none  of  this  :  how  will  this  grieve  you. 
When  you  fhall  come  to  clearer  knowledge,  that 
You  thus  have  pubHlh'd  me  ?  gentle  my  lord. 
You  fcarce  can  right  me  throughly  then,  to  fay 
You  did  miftake. 

Leo,  No,  if  I  miftake 
In  thefe  foundations  which  I  build  upon, 
The  center  is  not  big  enough  to  bear 
A  fchool-boy's  top.   Away  with  her  to  prifon: 
He,  who  ftiall  fpeak  for  her,  is  far  of  guilty,  (6) 
But  that  he  fpeaks. 

Her,  There's  fbme  ill  planet  reigns ; 
I  muft  be  patient,  'till  the  heavens  look 
With  an  afpeft  more  favourable.    Good  my  lords, 
I  am  not  prone  to  weeping  ^  (as  our  fex 

(6)  Hcy  who  Jhall  fpeak  for  her,  is  far  off  guilty  ^ 

But  that  he  /peaks,}  This  cannot  be  the  Speaker's  Mean- 
ing. Leontes  would  fay,  I  (hall  hold  the  Perfon  in  a  great  med" 
jure  guilty,  who  (hall  dare  to  intercede  for  her :  And  this  I  be- 
lieve, 6bakefpeare  venturM  to  exprefs  thus  : 

He  %vho  Jhall  fpeak  for  her,  is  far  of  guilty  ^  &C. 
i»  c.  partakes  far,  deeply,  of  her  Guilt. 

Common]  jr 
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Commonly  are,)  the  want  of  which  vain  dew. 
Perchance,  fhall  dry  your  pities ;  but  I  have 
That  honourable  grief  lodg  d  here,  which  burns 
Worfe  than  tears  drown  :  'befeech  you  all,  my  lords. 
With  thoughts  fo  qualified  as  your  charities 
Shall  beft  iniirud  you,  meafure  me ,  and  To 
The  King's  will  be  performed  ! 
Leo.  Shall  1  be  heard  !  

Her.  Who  is'c,  that  goes  with  me  ?  'befeech  your 
Highnefs, 

My  women  may  be  with  me,  for,  you  fee. 
My  plight  requires  it.    Do  not  weep,  good  fools. 
There  is  no  caufe  ;  when  you  (hall  know,  your  miftrefs 
Has  deferv'd  prifon,  then  abound *in  tears. 
As  I  come  out ;  this  adion,  I  now  go  on. 
Is  for  my  better  grace.    Adieu,  my  lord, 
I  never  wilh'd  to  fee  you  forry  ;  now, 
1  cruft,  I  lhali.   My  women,  —  come,  youVe  leave. 
Leo.  Go,  do  Gur  bidding  ;  hence. 

[Exit  Queen,  guarded ;  and  Ladles. 

Lord.  "Befeech  your  Highnefs  call  the  Queen  again. 
Ant.  Be  certain  what  you  do.  Sir,  left  your  julHce 
Prove  violence  ;  in  the  which  three  Great  ones  fuffer. 
Your  felf,  your  Queen,  your  fon. 

Lord.  For  her,  my  lord, 
I  dare  my  life  lay  down,  and  will  do't.  Sir, 
Pleafe  you  t'accept  it,  that  the  Queen  is  fpotlefs 
I'ch'  eyes  of  heaven,  and  to  you,  (I  mean. 
In  this  which  you  accufe  her.)  ^ 

Ant.  If  it  prove 
She's  othervvife,  ri)  keep  my  ftables  where 
I  lodge  my  wife.  Til  go  in  couples  with  her  : 
Than  when  I  feel,  and  lee,  no  further  truft  her ; 
For  every  incli  of  woman  in  the  world. 
Ay,  every  draai  of  woman's  liefli  is  falfe. 
If  fhe  be. 

Leo.  Hold  your  peaces. 

Lord.  Good  my  lord,  — r 

Ant.  It  u  tor  you  we  fpeak,  not  for  our  felves : 
You  are  abus*d,  and  by  fome  puiier-on. 

That 
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That  will  be  damn'd  for't ;   'would,  I  knew  the  villain, 

I  would  iand-damm  him  :  be  (he  honour  flaw'd, 

I  have  three  daughters  ;  the  eldeil  is  eleven  ; 

The  fecond,  and  the  third,  nine,  and  fome  five ; 

If  this  prove  true,  they'll  pay  for't    By  mine  honour, 

I'll  geld  'em  all :  fourteen  they  (hall  not  fee, 

To  bring  falfe  generations :  they  are  co-heirs. 

And  I  had  rather  glib  m}  felf,  then  they 

Should  not  produce  fair  iffue. 
Leo,  Ceafe;  no  more: 

You  fmell  this  bufmefs  with  a  fenfe  as  cold 

As  is  a  dead  man's  nofe  ;  1  fee't  and  feel' t. 

As  you  feel  doing  thus ;  and  fee  withal 

The  inftruments  that  feel . 
Jnt.  If  it  be  fo. 

We  need  no  grave  to  bury  honefly  ; 
There's  not  a  grain  of  it,  the  face  to  fvvccten 

Of  the  whole  dungy  earth. 
Leo,  What  ?  lack  I  credit  ? 
Lord,  I  had  rather  you  did  lack  than  I,  my  lord. 
Upon  this  ground  ;  and  more  it  would  content  me 
To  have  her  honour  true,  than  your  fufpicion ; 
Be  blam'd  for't,  how  you  might. 

Leo.  Why,  what  need  we 
Commune  with  you  of  this  ?  but  rather  follow 
Our  forceful  inftigation  ?  our  prerogative 
Calls  not  your  counfels,  but  our  natural  goodnefs 
Imparts  this  ;  which,  if  you,  (or  ftupified, 
Or  feeming  fo,  in  skill,)  cannot,  or  will  not 
Relifli  a  truth  like  us;  inform  yourfelves. 
We  need  no  more  of  your  advice ;  the  matter, 
The  lofs;  the  gain,  the  ordering  on't,  is  all 
Properly  ours 

Jnt,  And  I  wifh,  my  Liege, 
You  had  only  in  your  filent  judgment  try'd  it,  ^ 
Without  more  overture. 

i     Leo,  How  could  that  be  ? 
Either  thou  art  moft  ignorant  by  age, 
Or  thou  wert  born  a  fool.    CamiUoi  flight, 
Added  to  their  familiarity, 

{Which 
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(Which  was  as  grofsasever  touch'd  conjedure. 

That  lacked  fight  only  ;  nought  for  approbation, 

But  only  feeing  ;  all  other  circumftances 

Made  up  to  th'  deed)  doth  pulh  on  this  proceeding  ; 

Yet  for  a  greater  confirmation, 

(For,  in  an  adt  of  this  importance,  'twere 

Mofit  piteous  to  be  wild)  \  have  difpatch'd  in  pofl:^ 

To  facred  Delphosy  to  Apollo\  temple, 

Cleomines  and  Dion^  whom  you  know 

Of  fiufF'd  fufficiency  :  Now,  from  the  oracle 

They  will  bring  all :  whofe  fpiritual  counfel  had. 

Shall  flop,  or  fpur  me.    Have  I  done  well  ? 

Lord.  Well  done,  my  Lord. 

Leo,  Tho'  I  am  fatisfy'd,  and  need  no  more 
Than  what  I  know,  yet  (hall  the  oracle 
Give  reft  to  th*  minds  of  others ;  fuch  as  he, 
Whofe  ignorant  credulity  will  not 
Come  up  to  th'  truth.    So  have  we  thought  it  good 
From  our  free  perfon,  (he  fliould  be  confin'd  i 
Left  that  the  treachery  of  the  two,  fled  hence, 
Be  left  her  to  perform.    Come,  follow  us, 
We  are  to  fpeak  in  publick ;  for  this  bufincfs 
Will  raife  us  all. 

Jnt,  To  laughter,  as  I  take  it^ 
If  the  good  truth  were  known,  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE  chafjg^s  to  a  Prifon. 

Enter  Paulina,  and  a  Gentleman, 

Paul,  'nr^  HE  keeper  of  the  prifon,  call  to  him  : 

\_Exit  Gentleman, 
Let  him  have  knowledge  who  I  am.  Good  lady. 
No  court  in  Europe  is  too  good  for  thee ; 
What  doft  thou  then  in  prifon  ?  now,  good  Sir, 
You  know  me,  do  you  not  ?  ^ 

Re  enter  Gentleman^  ^ith  the  Coaler. 

Goa,  For  a  worthy  lady, 
And  one  whom  much  I  honour. 

PauL  Pray  you  then, 
Condud  mc  to  the  Queen. 


/ 

Goa. 
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Coa,  I  may  not.  Madam  \ 
yo  the  contrary  I  have  exprefs  commandment. 

PW.  Here's  ado  to  lock  up  honefty  and  honour  from 
Th'  accefs  of  gentle  vifitors!  U\  lawful,  pray  you. 
To  fee  her  women  ?  any  of  them  ?  Emilia  ? 

Goa.  So  pleafe  you.  Madam, 
To  put  a- part  thele  your  attendants,  I 
Shall  bring  Emilia  forth. 

Paul.  1  pray  you  now,  call  her  : 
Withdraw  yourfelves.  {Exeunt  Gent.  Scz. 

(^oa.  And,  Madam, 
I  muft  be  prefent  at  your  conference. 

PauL  Well ;  be  it  fo,  pr'ythee. 

Enter  Emilia. 

Here's  fuch  ado  to  make  no  ftain  a  ftain. 
As  pafTes  colouring.    Dear  gentlewoman. 
How  fares  our  gracious  lady  ? 

EmiL  As  well,  as  one  fo  great  and  fo  forlorn 
May  hold  together;  On  her  frights  and  griefs, 
(Which  never  tender  lady  hath  borne  greater,) 
She  is,  fomething  before  her  time,  delivefM. 

Paul.  A  boy  ? 

EmiL  A  daughter,  and  a  goodly  babe, 
Lufty,  and  like  to  live :  the  Queen  receives 
Much  comfort  in't :  fays.  My  poor  prifoner, 
Tm  innocent  as  you. 

Paul.  I  dare  be  fworn  : 
Thefe  dangerous,  unfafe  lunes     th'  King  ]  befhrew 

'     them,  (7) 
He  mud  be  told  on't,  and  he  Qiall ;  the  office 
Becomes  a  woman  beft.    Fil  take't  upon  me. 
it  1  prove  honey-mouthM,  let  my  tongue  bliiler; 

(  7  )  Tbefe  dangerous,  unfafe  Lunes  /'  tlf  King  !  J  [  • 

no  where^  hut  in  our  Author,  oblerv'd  this  'A^ord  adopted  in 
our  Tongue,  to  fignify,  Frenxiy,  Lunacy,    But  it  is  a  Mode  of 

Expreflion  with  the  French.  //  y  a  de  lune :  (i.  e»  He  has 

got  the  Moon  in  his  Head;  he  is  fr^ntick.)    Cotgrave.  Lune, 
iolie.    Lesfemmes  ont  desluiXQi  dansiaieie,  Richelet, 

Vol.  m,  M  Aad 
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And  never  to  my  red-Iook-'d  anger  be 
The  trumpet  any  more  !  Pray  you,  Emi/ia, 
Commend  my  bed  obedience  to  the  Queen, 
If  Ihe  dares  truft  me  with  her  little  babe, 
I'll  fhew't  the  King,  and  undertake  to  be 
Her  advocate  to  th'  loud'ft.    We  do  not  know. 
How  he  may  foften  at  the  fight  o'  th'  child  : 
The  filence  often  of  pure  innocence 
Perfuades,  when  fpeaking  fails. 

Emi/.  Moft  worthy  Madam, 
Your  honour  and  your  goodnefs  is  fo  evident, 
That  your  free  undertaking  cannot  mifs 
A  thriving  ifTue  :  there  is  no  lady  living 
So  meet  for  this  great  errand.    Pleafe  your  ladyffiip 
To  vifit  the  next  room,  Fll  prefently 
Acquaint  the  Queen  of  your  moil  noble  offer. 
Who  but  to  day  hammered  of  this  defign  ; 
But  duril  not  tempt  a  minifter  of  honour. 
Left  fhe  fhould  be  deny'd. 

Pau/.  Tell  her,  Emilia,  . 
Til  ufe  that  tongue  I  have  ;  if  wit  flow  from't, 
As  boldnefs  from  my  bofom,  let't  not  be  doubted 
I  fhall  do  good. 

EmiL  Now  be  you  bleft  for  it ! 
I'll  to  the  Queen:  pleafe  you,  come  fomething nearer. 

Goa,  Madam,  if't  pleafe  the  Queen  to  fend  the  babe, 
I  know  not  what  I  fliall  incur,  to  pafs  it. 
Having  no  warrant. 

Pau/.  You  need  not  fear  it,  Sir ; 
The  child  was  prifoner  to  the  womb,  and  i« 
By  law  and  procefs  of  great  nature  thence 
Free'd  and  enfranchised  ;  not  a  party  to 
The  anger  of  the  King,  nor  guilty  of. 
If  any  be,  the  trefpafs  of  the  Queen. 

Goa.  I  do  believe  it. 

Pau/.  Do  not  you  fear  ;  upon  mine  honour,  I 
Will  Hand  'twixtyou  and  danger.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  changes  to  the  Palace. 
,  Enter  Leontcs,  Antigonus,  Lords  and  other  Attendants. 

Leo,  "^[OR  night,  nor  day,  no  reft;  — it  is  but 

i-^  weaknefs 
To  bear  the  matter  thus ;  meer  weaknefs,  if 
The  caufe  were  not  in  being  ;  part  o'  th'  caufe. 
She,  the  adukrefs ;  for  the  Harlot-King* 
Is  quite  beyond  mine  arm ;  out  of  the  blank 
And  level  of  my  brain  ;  plot-proof  j  but  {he 
I  can  hook  to  me  :  fay,  that  (he  were  gone. 
Given  to  the  fire,  a  moiety  of  my  reft 
Might  come  to  me  again.    Who's  there  \ 

Enter  4in  Attendant* 

At  ten.  My  Lord. 

Leo,  How  do's  the  boy  ? 

Atten,  He  took  good  reft  to  night ;  *tis  hop'd. 
His  ficknefs  is  difcharg'd. 

Leo,  To  fee  his  noblenefs  ! 
Conceiving  the  diftionour  of  his  mother, 
He  ftraight  declin'd,  droop'd,  took  it  deeply  ^ 
Faften'd,  and  fix^d  the  ftiame  on't  in  himfelf  ; 
Threw  off  his  fpirit,  his  appetite,  his  fleep. 
And  down-right  languilh'd.    Leave  me  folely ;  go, 

\Exit  Attendants 
See  how  he  fares.— Fie,  fie,  no  thought  of  him  ; — 
The  very  thought  of  my  revenges  that  way 
Recoyl  upon  me  5  in  himfelf  too  mighty. 
And  in  his  parties,  his  alliance ;  let  him  be. 
Until  a  time  may  ferve.    For  prefent  vengeance. 
Take  it  on  her.    Camillo  and  PoUxenes 
Laugh  at  me ;  make  their  paftime  at  my  forrow ; 
They  fhould  not  laugh,  if  I  could  reach  them  ;  nor 
Shall  ftie,  wittia  my  power. 


M  2  khte^' 
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Enter  Paulina,  'VJtth  a  Child. 

You  muft  not  enter.     ,    ,   ,    -  j^^^a. 
pl/  Nay,  rather,  good  my  lords,  be  fecond  to  me. 

Fear  vou  his  tyrannous  paflion  more,  alas. 
Than  the  Queen's  life?  a  gracious  mnocent  foul. 
More  free  than  he  is  jealous. 

commanded, 
None  mould  come  at  him. 

Paul  Not  fo  hot,  good  Sir  ; 
I  come  to  bring  him  lleep.    'Jis  fuch  as  you 
ThaTcreep  like  ftadows  by  him.  and  do  figh 
It  each  his  needlefs  heavings ;  fuch  as  you 

I^ouri^  ^h^ttrl'i  meSal.  Is  true  ; 

Thatpreffes  bim  from  fleep. 

aTn^tS^Lorbutneedf^^ 
About  fomegoflips  for  your  Higbnefs. 

Leo.  l^ow  •      ^acious  lady.  Jrrtigonus, 

f  cT/r^l         "a?  fhe  (hou/not  come  about  me ; 

^^Xrit7^fo.-yLord. 

On  your  difpleafure's  peril  and  on  mine, 

Shelhouldnotvifityou. 

r!r  What  ?  can'ft  not  rule  her  ?  _ 

l^p  iliall  not  ruleme. 

^^^•n.^^  ^^11  t^kl  he  rein,  I  let  her  run. 
When  {he  Will  tal^e  tue  rem, 

T^n^  fheMl  not  ftumble.   
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Your  moft  obedient  counfellor  :  yet  that  dares 
Lefs  appear  To,  in  comforting  your  evils, 
Than  luch  as  moft  feems  yours.    I  fay,  I  come 
From  your  good  Queen. 

Leo,  Good  Queen  } 

Paul.  Good  Queen,  my  Lord, 
Good  Queen,  I  fay,  good  Queen ; 
And  would  by  combat  make  her  good,  fo  were  I 
A  man,  the  worft  about  you. 

Leo.  Force  her  hence. 

Faul.  Let  him,  that  makes  but  trifles  of  his  eyes, 
Firft  hand  me :  on  mine  own  accord,  L 11  oir  ; 
But  firft,  ril  do  my  errand.    The  good  Queen, 
For  fhe  is  good,  hath  brought  you  forth  a  daughter. 
Here 'tis;  commends  it  to  your  blelung. 

{^Laying  douon  the  Child. 

•    Leo.  Out  ! 

A  mankind  witch  !  hence  with  her,  out  o' door  : 
A  moft  intelligencing  bawd  ! 

Paul  Not  fo  ; 
J  am  as  ignorant  in  That,  as  you 
In  fo  intituling  me;  and  no  lefs  honeft. 
Than  you  are  mad  ;  which  is  enough,  I'll  warrant. 
As  this  world  goes,  to  pafs  for  honeft. 

Leo.  Traitors ! 
Will  you  not  pufh  her  out  ?  give  her  the  baftard. 

\To  Antigonos. 
Thou  dotard,  thou  art  woman-tyr'd  ;  unroolted 
By  thy  dame  Partkt  here.    Take  up  the  baftard, 
Take't  up,  I  fay  ;  give't  to  thy  croan, 

Paul.  For  ever 
Unvenerable  be  thy  hands,  if  thou 
Take'ft  up  the  Princefs,  by  that  forced  bafenefs 
Which  he  has  put  upon't  ! 

Leo.  He  dreads  his  wife, 

Paul.  So  I  would,  you  did  ;  then  'twere  paft  all  doubt. 
You  d  call  your  children  yours. 
LeO'  A  neft  of  traytors ! 
Ant.  I  am  none,  by  this  good  light. 
Paul  Nor  I ;  nor  any 

M  3  But 
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But  one  that's  here ;  and  that's  himfelf.    For  he 
The  facred  honour  of  himfelf ,  his  Queen's,  • 
His  hopeful  fou's,  his  babe's,  betrays  to  flander, 
Whofe  fting  is  /harper  than  the  fword's ;  and  will  not 
(For  as  the  cafe  now  flands,  it  is  a  curfe 
He  cannot  b^  eompeird  to't)  once  remove 
The  root  of  his  opinion,  which  is  rotten^ 
Az  ever  oak  or  ftone  was  found. 
Leo.  A  callat 

Of  boundlefs  tongue,  who  late  hath  beat  her  husband^ 
And  now  baits  me  !— - — This  brat  is  none  of  mine; 
It  is  the  ifTue  of  PoUxenes. 
Hence  with  it,  and  together  with  the  dam. 
Commit  them  to  the  fire. 

Faul.  It  is  yours  5 
And,  might  we  lay  th'  old  proverb  to  your  charge^  ^ 
So  like  you,  'tis  the  worfe.    Behold,  my  lords, 
Aitho'  the  print  he  little,  the  whole  matter 
And  copy  of  the  father ;  eye,  nofe,  lip. 
The  trick  of 's  frown,  his  forehead,  nay,  the  valley. 
The- pretty  dimples  of  his  chin,  and  cheek,  his  fmiles,. 
The  very  mould  and  frame  of  hand,  nail,  finger. 
And  thou,  good  Goddefs  Nature,  which  haft  made  it 
So  like  to  him  that  got  it,  if  thou  haft 
The  ordering  of  the  mind  too,  'mongft  all  colours 
No  yellow  in't ;  left  ftie  fufpe^l,  as  he  does. 
Her  chidren  not  her  husband's. 

Leo.  A  grofs  hag  ! 
And,  lozel,  thou  art  worthy  to  be  hang'd. 
That  wilt  not  ftay  her  tongue. 

Ant.  Hang  all  the  husbands, 
That  cannot  do  that  feat,  you'll  leave  yourfelf 
Hardly  one  fubjed. 

Leo.  Once  more,  take  her  hence. 

Faul.  A  moft  unworthy  and  unnatural  lord 
Can  do  no  more. 

Leo.  ril  ha'  thee  burnt. 

Faul  I  care  not  ; 
It  is  an  heretick  that  makes  the  fire, 
Not  (he  which  burns  in't.  I'll  not  call  you  tyrant, 

Bat 
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Biit  this  moft  cruel  ufage  of  your  Queen 

(Not  able  to  produce  more  accufation 

Than  your  own  weak-hing'd  fancy)  fomething  favours 

Of  tyranny ;  and  will  ignoble  make  you. 

Yea,  fcandalous  to  the  world. 

Leo.  On  your  allegiance, 
Out  of  the  chamber  with  her.  Were  I  a  tyrant. 
Where  were  her  life  ?  flie  durft  not  call  me  fo. 
If  ftie  did  know  mc  one.    Away  with  her. 

Paul.  I  pray  you,  do  not  pu(h  me,  TU  be  gone. 
Look  to  your  babe,  my  lord ;  *tis  yours ;  Jo^ve  fend  her 
A  better  guiding  fpirit !  What  need  thefe  hands  ? 
You,  that  are  thus  fo  tender  o'*er  his  follies, 
Will  never  do  him  good,  not  one  of  you. 
So,  fo  :  farewel,  we  are  gone,  [Exit, 

Leo,  Thou,  traitor,  hall  fet  on  thy  wife  to  this. 
My  child?  away  with't.    Even  thou,  thou  that  haft 
A  heart  fo  tender  o'er  it,  take  it  hence, 
And  fee  it  inftantly  confum'd  v/ith  fire  ; 
Even  thou,  and  none  but  thou.    Take  it  up  firait : 
Within  this  hour  bring  me  word  it  is  done. 
And  by  good  teftimony,  or  Til  feize  thy  life. 
With  what  thou  elfe  cairil  thine  :  if  thoa  refufe. 
And  wilt  encounter  with  my  wrath,  fay  fo  : 
The  baftard  brains  with  thefe  my  proper  hands 
Shall  I  da(h  out:  go  take  it  to  the  fire, 
'  For  thou  fett'fl  on  thy  wife. 

Jf2t,  I  did  not,  Sir  : 
Thefe  lords,  my  noble  fellows,  if  they  pleafe. 
Can  clear  me  in't. 

Lor^/s.  We  can  ;  my  royal  Liege, 
He  is  not  guilty  of  her  coming  hither  : 

Leo,  You're  liars  all. 

Zor^j.  'Befeech  your  Highnefs,  give  us  better  credit* 
We've  always  truly  ferv'd  you,  and  befeech  you 
So  to  efteem  of  us  ;  and  on  our  knees  we  beg, 
(As  recom pence  of  our  dear  fervices 
Part,  and  to  come)  that  you  do  change  this  purpofe. 
Which  being  fo  horrible,  fo  bloody,  muft 
Lead  on  to  Tome  foul  ifTue.    We  all  kneel 

M  4  Leo. 
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Leo.  I  am  a  feather  for  each  wind  that  blows : 
Shall  I  live  on,  to  fee  this  baftard  kneel 
And  call  me  father  ?  better  barn  it  now. 
Than  curfe  it  then.    But  be  it;  let  it  live: 
It  fhall  not  neither. —  You,  Sir,  come  you  hither  ; 

[To  i^ntigonas. 

You,  that  have  been  fo  tenderly  officious 

With  lady  Margery^  your  midwife  there, 

To  fave  this  baitard's  life  ;  (for  'tis  4  baftard, 

So  fure  as  this  beard's  gray)  what  will  you  adventure 

To  fave  this  brat's  life  ?  ' 

Jnt,  Any  thing,  my  Lord, 
That  my  abi'ity  may  undergo, 
And  noblenefs  impcfe  :  at  ieaft,  thus  much ; 
I'll  pav/n  the  little  blood  which  I  have  left, 
To  fave  the  innocerit  ;  any  thing  poffible. 

Leo,  It  fhall  be  poiTible ;  fwear  by  this  fword. 
Thou  wilt  perform  my  bidding. 

Jnt,  I  will,  my  Lord. 

Leo,  Mark  and  perform  it;  feeft  thou?  for  the  fail 
Of  any  point  in't  (bail  not  only  be 
Death  to  thyfelf,  but  to  thy  lewd  tongu'd  wife, 
Whom  for  this  time  we  pardon.  We  enjoyn  thee. 
As  thou  art  liege  m. an  to  us,  that  thou  carfy 
This  female  baftard  hence,  and  that  thou  bear  it 
To  feme  remote  and  defart  place,  quite  out 
Of  our  dominions  5  and  that  there  thou  leave  it, 
{Without  more  mercy,)  to  its  own  protedion 
-And  favour  of  the  climate.    As  by  flrange  fortune 
It  came  to  us,  I  do  in  jullice  charge  thee, 
On  thy  foul's  peril  and  thy  body's  torture. 
That  thou  commend  it  ftrangely  to.fome  place. 
Where  chance  may  nurfe,  or  end  it.    Take  it  up,, 

Jnt,  I  fwear  to  do  this :  tho'  a  prefent  death 
Had  been  more  merciful.    Come  on,  poor  babe ; 
Some  powerful  fpirit  inftrudt  the  kites  and  ravens 
To  be  thy  nurfes  !  Wolves  and  bears,  they  fay, 
(Cafling  their  favagenefs  afide)  have  done 
Like  offices  of  pity.    Sir,  be  profperous 
Jn  more  than  this  deed  does  require ;  and  bleffing, 

Agamft 
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Againft  this  cruelty,  fight  on  thy  fide  ! 

Poor  thing,  condemned  to  lofs. —  [£^/>,,av//^  the  Child, 

Leo.  No;  I'll  not  rear 
Another's  iffue. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef,  Pleafe  your  Highnefs,  polls. 
From  thofe  you  fen t  to  th'  oracle,  are  come 
An  hour  fmce.    Cleomines  and  Dion y 
Being  well  arrived  horn  Delphos,  are  both  landed,, 
Hafting  to  th'  court* 

Lord.  So  pleafe  you.  Sir,  their  fpeed. 
Hath  been  beyond  account.  * 

Leo.  Twenty-threC:  days 
They  have  been  abfent :  this  good  fpeed  foretek, , 
The  great  Jpol/o  fuddenly  will  have 
The  truth  of  this  appear.    Prepare  you,  lords,> 
Summon  a  feffion,  that  we  may  arraign 
Our  moft  difloyal  Lady  ;  for  as  flie  hath 
Been  publickly  accus'd^  fo  (hall  fhe  have 
A  juft  and  open  tryal.    While  fhe  lives, , 
My  heart  will  be  a  burthen  to  me.    Leave  me^ 
And  think  upon  my  bidding.  [Exeunt  fe^vera/^^ 

ACT  IIL 

S  C  E  N  E,       Part  of  Sicily,  t^ear  tht 

Sea-fide. 

Enter  Cleomines  and  Dion. 

C  L  E  O  M  I  N  E  5. 

Tii  E  climate's  delicate,  the  air  moft  fweet. 
Fertile  the  ifle^  the  teniple  much  furpafcng . 
The  common  praife  it  bears. 
"Bion,  I  Hiall  report,  \ 
F^r  moft  ii  caught'me,  the  celeftial  habits^^ 
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^Methinks,  I  fo  fliould  term  them,)  and  the  reverence 
Of  the  grave  wearers,    O,  the  facrifice— 
How  ceremonious,  folemn,  and  uneartlily 
It  was  i'  th'  offering  ! 

Cleo.  But  cf  all,  the  burft 
And  the  ear-deafning  voice  o'  th'  oracle, 
Kin  to  Jo^es  thunder,  fo  furpriz'd  my  fenfc. 
That  1  was  nothing. 

Dion,  If  th'  event  o'  th'  journey 
Prove  as  fuccefsful  to  the  Queen,  (O  be't  fo  !) 
As  it  hath  been  to  us,  rare,  pleafant,  fpeedy. 
The  time  is  worth  the  ufe  on't. 

Clev,  Qx^dXAfoUo^ 
Turn  all  to  th'  befl !  thefe  proclamations. 
So  forcing  faults  upon  Hermione^ 
I  little  like. 

Dion.  The  violent  carriage  of  it 
Will  clear  or  end  the  bufmefs ;  when  the  oracle, 
(Thus  by  Jpolio's  great  divine  feal'd  up,) 
Shall  the  contents  difcover  :  fomething  rare 
Even  then  will  rufh  to  knowledge.  Go ;  frefh  horfes : 
And  gracious  be  the  ifTue  !  [^E^cemt* 

SCENE  reprefents  a  court  of  Jujlice. 
Leontes,  Lords  and  Officers ,  appear  properly  feated^ 

Leo,  npHIS  feffion,  (to  our  great  grief,  we  pro- 

X  nounce,) 
Ev'n  pufhes  'gainft  our  heart.    The  party  try'd. 
The  daughter  of  a  King,  our  wife,  and  one 

Of  us  too  much  belov'd ;  let  us  be  clear 'd 

Of  being  tyrannous,  fince  we  fo  openly 
Proceed  in  juftice,  wh'ich  fhall  have  due  courfe. 
Even  to  the  guilt,  or  the  purgation. 

Produce  the  prifoner.  

Offi,  Jt  is  his  Higlmefs'  pleafurc,  that  the  Quectt 
Appear  in  perfon  here  in  court.   Silence ! 


HfrmloRC 
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Hermionc  is  trough  in,  guarded  5  Paulina,  and  Ladits^ 

attending^ 

•  Leo,  Read  the  indidment. 

Offi.  Hermione,  ^een  to  the  worthy  Leontes,  King 
of  Sicilia,  thou  art  here  accufed  and  arraigned  of  high 
ireafon,  in  committing  adultery  ^ith  Polixenes,  King  of 
Bohemia,  and  con/firing  nvith  Caniillo  to  take  anjoay  the 
life  of  our  fo^ereign  lord  the  King,  thy  royal  husband ; 
the  pretence  njuhereof  being  by  circumjiances  partly  laid open^ 
thou,  Hermione,  contrary  to  the  faith  and  allegiance  of  a 
true  fuhjcB,  didft  counfel  and  aid  them,  for  their  better 
fafety,  to  fly  a^ivay  by  night. 

Her.  Since  what  I  am  to  fay,  muft  be  but  That 
Which  contradids  my  accufation  ;  and 
The  teftimony  on  my  part,  no  other 
But  what  comes  from  myfelf ;  it  fhail  fcarce  boot  me 
To  fay,  Not  guilty  :  mine  integrity, 
Being  counted  falfhood,  fhall,  as  I  cxprcfs  it, 
!Be  fo  received.    But  thus,  if  powers  divine 
Behold  our  human  adlions,  as  they  do, 
I  dou5t  not  then,  but  innocence  (hall  make 
Falfe  accufation  blufh,  and  tyranny 
Tremble  at  patience. —  You,  my  Lord,  beft  know. 
Who  leaft  will  feem  to  do  fo,  my  pail  life 
Hath  been  as  continent,  as  chafte,  as  true. 
As  I  am  now  unhappy ;  which  is  more 
Than  hiftory  tran  pattern,  tho'  devis'd, 
And  play'd,  to  take  fpedators.    For  behold  me 
A  fellow  of  the  royal  bed,  which  owe 
A  moiety  of  the  throne,  a  great  King's  daughter, 
The  mother  to  a  hopeful  Prince,  here  landing 
To  prate  and  talk  for  life  and  honoui*,  'fore 
Who  pleafe  to  come  and  hear.    For  life,  1  prize  it 
As  I  weigh  grief  which  I  would  fpare  :  for  honour, 
'Tis  a  derivative  from  me  to  mine, 
And  only  That  I  ftand  for.    I  appeal 
To  your  own  confcience.  Sir,  before  Polixenes 
Came  to  your  court,  how  I  was  in  your  grace. 
How  merited  to  be  fo  i  fince  he  caiaae^ 
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With  what  encounter  fo  uncurrant  I  ' 
,  Have  flram'd  t'  appeair  thus ;'  if  one  jot  beyond 
The  bcunds  of  honour,  or  in  aft,  or  will 
That  way  inclining,  hardned  be  the  hearts 
Of  all  that  hear  me,  and  my  near'il  of  kin 
Cry,  lie,  upon  my  grave ! 

Leo.  1  ne'er  heard  yet. 
That  any  of  thofe  bolder  vices  wanted 
Lefs  impudence  to  gain- fay  what  they  did. 
Than  to  perform  it  firft. 

Her.   \  hai's  true  enough  ; 
Tho'  'tis  a  faying,  Sir,  not  due  to  me. 

Leo.  You  Will  not  own  it. 

Her^  More  than  milirefs  of, 
"W  hat  comes  to  me  in  name  of  fault,  I  muft  not 
^t  all  acknowledge.    For  Folixenesy 
With  whom  1  am  accused,  1  do.  confefs, 
I  lov'd  him,  as  in  honour  he  required; 
With  fuch  a  kind  of  love,  as  might  become 
A  lady  like  me  ;  with  a  love,  even  fuch. 
So  and  no  other,  as  yourfelf  commanded  : 
Which  not  to  have  done,  I  think,  had  been  in  me 
Both  difobedience  and  ingratitude 
To  you,  and  towards  your  friend.;  whofe  love  hadi 
fpoke, 

Even  fince  it  could  fpeak,  from       infant, ,  freely> 

'1  hat  it  was  yours.    Now  for  Confpiracy, 

J  know  not  how  it  tafles,  tho'  it  be  dilh'd 

For  me  to  try  how;  all  I  know  of  it, 

Js,  that  Camillo  was  an  honeft  man  ;  V,  - 

And  why  he  left  your  Court,  the  Gods  thcnndvcs 

(Wotting  no  more  than  J,)  are  ignorant. 

Leo.  You  knew  of  his  departure,  as  you  know 
What  you  have  underta'en  to  do  in's  abfence. 

Her,  Sir, 

You  Ipeak  a  language  that  I  underfland  not  ^ 
My  lite  Hands  in  the  level  of  your  dreams. 
Which  rillay  down. 

Leo.  Your  Adions  are  my  Dreams. 
Y-ou  had  a  Bafiard  by  Pdlixenes,  . 
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And  I  but  dream'd  it — as  you  were  paft  all  fhame, 
(Thorc  of  your  Fa6l  are  fo)  fo  paft  all  truth ; 
Which  to  deny,  concerns  more  than  avails  :  for  as 
Thy  brat  hath  been  caft  out,  like  to  it  felf. 
No  father  owning  it,  (which  is,  indeed. 
More  criminal  in  thee  than  it)  ib  thou 
Shalt  feel  our  juftice ;  in  whofe  eafieft  paflage 
Look  for  no  lefs  than  death. 

Her.  Sir,  fpare  your  threats  ; 
The  bug,  which  you  would  fright  me  with,  I  feek  : 
To  me  can  life  be  no  commodity. 
The  crown  and  comfort  of  my  life,  your  Favourj^ 
I  do  give  loft  ;  for  I  do  feel  it  gone. 
But  know  not  how  it  went.   My  fecond  joy,  • 
The  lirft- fruits  of  my  bod  > ,  from  his  prefence 
I*m  barr'd  like  one  infe^lious.  My  third  comfort,.. 
(Starred  moft  unluckily,)  is  from  my  breaft 
(The  innocent  milk  in  it:  moft  innocent  mouth) 
Hard  out  to  murder  ;  my  felf  on  every  poft 
Proclaimed  a  ftrumpet ;   with  immodeft  hatred 
The  child -bed  privilege  deny'd,  which  'longs 
To  women  of  all  faftiion  :  laltly,  hurried 
Here  to  this  place,  i'th'  open  air,  before 
I  have  got  tlrength  of  limit.    Now,  my  liege. 
Tell  me  what  bleflings  I  have  here  alive. 
That  I  Ihould  fear  to  die  ?  therefore  proceed : 
But  yet  hear  this ;  miftakemenot;  no  life, 
I  prize  it  not  a  ftraw  ,*  but  for  mine  honour. 
Which  I  woiW  free,  if  1  ftiall  be  condemned 
Upon  furmifes,  (all  proofs  fleeping  elfe, 
But  what  your  jealoufies  awake,)  I  tell  you, 
*Tis  Rigour,  and  not  Law.  Your  Honours  all, 
I  do  refer  me  to  the  Oracle  : 
Jpollo  be  my  judge. 

Enter  Dion  and  CleomineSo 

Lord.  This  your  requeft 
Is  altogether  juft  ;  therefore  bring  forth. 
And  in  Jpollo's  name,  his  Oracle. 

Hir.  1  he  Emperor  of  Ru£ta  was  my  father. 

Oh, 
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Oh,  that  he  were  alive,  and  here  beholding 
His  daughter's  tryal  ;  that  he  did  but  fee 
The  flatnefs  of  my  mifery  j  yet  with  eyes 
Gf  Pity,  not  Revenge  ! 

Offi,  You  here  lhall  fwear  upon  the  Sword  of  Juftic^, 
That  you,  C /eomines  znd  Dio»,  have 
Been  both  at  Delphosy  and  from  thence  have  brought 
This  feaPd  up  Oracle,  by  the  hand  delivered 
Gf  great  Apolloh  Prieft ;  and  that  fince  then 
You  have  not  dar'd  to  break  the  holy  Seal, 
Nor  read  the  fecrets  in^t. 

Cleo,  Dio?t.  All  this  we  fwear. 

Leo.  Break  up  the  Seals,  and  read. 

Ojffi,  Hermione/j  chajie^  Polixenes  hlameUfs^  Camillo 
a  true  SubjeSi.  Leontes,  a  jealous  Tyrant,  his  innocent  babe 
truly  begotten;  and  th^ King Jh all  live  without  an  heir^  if 
^haty  njohich  is  lofi ,  he -not  found. 

Lords.  Now  blefled  be  tiie  ^t2X  Apollo! 

Her,  Praifed  ! 

Leo,  Haft  thou  read  truth  ? 

O^.  Ay,  my  lord,  even  fo  as  it  is  here  fet  down, 

Leo,  There  is  no  truth  at  all  i'th'  Oracle  5 
The  Seffion  lhall  proceed  J  this  is  meer  falffibod. 

Enter  Ser^vant, 

Ser.  My  lord  the  King,  the  E^ing, 

Leo,  What  is  the  bulinefs  ? 

Ser,  O  Sir,  I  (hall  bp  hated  to  report  k. 
The  Prince  your  fon,  with  meer  conceit anorear 
Of  the  Queen's  Speed,  is  gone. 

Leo,  How  gone  ? 

Ser,  Is  dead. 

Leo.  Jpollo\  angry,  and  the  heav'ns  themfelves 
Do  ftrike  at  my  injuftice. — How  now,  there  ? 

[Hcr^faints, 

Pau.  This  news  is  mortal  to  the  Queen ,  look  down^ 
And  fee  what  death  is  doing. 

Leo,  Take  her  hence ; 
Her  heart  is  but  o'er-charg'd ;  ihe  will  recover. 

[Epceunt  ?^w]in^  and  ladies  iviti?  Hermicne.; 


^hi  W  I  N  T  E  R^i  T  A  L  E.  £73 

I  have  too  much  believ'd  mine  own  fufpicion  : 

^Befeech  you  tenderly  apply  to  her 

Some  remedies  for  life.    Apollo,  pardon 

My  great  Prophanenefs  'gainft  thine  Oracle ! 

I'll  reconcile  me  to  Polixenes, 

New  woo  my  Queen,  recal  the  good  Camlllo  ; 

(Whom  I  proclaim  a  man  of  Truth,  of  Mercy) 

For  being  tranfported  by  my  jealoufies 

To  bloody  thoughts  and  to  revenge,  I  chofc 

Camillo  for  the  Minifter,  to  poifon 

My  friend  Polixenes ;  which  had  been  done. 

But  that  the  good  mind  of  Camillo  tardied 

My  fwift  Command  ;  tho'  I  with  death,  and  witfe 

Reward,  did  threaten,  and  encourage  him. 

Not  doing  it,  and  being  done ;  he  (moft  humane. 

And  fiird  with  Honour)  to  my  kingly  Gueft 

Unclafp'd  my  pradlice,  quit  his  fortunes  here, 

Which  you  knew  great,  and  to  the  certain  hazard; 

Of  all  incertainties  himfelf  commended. 

No  richer  than  his  honour  :  how  he  glifters 

Through  my  dark  Ruft  !  and  how  his  Piety 

Does  my  deeds  make  the  blacker  ! 

Enter  Paulina, 

Pau.  Woe  the  while  f 
O,  cut  my  lace,  left  my  heart,  cracking.it. 
Break  too.  

Lord,  What  fit  is  this,  good  lady  ? 

Pau,  What  ftudied  torments.  Tyrant,  haft  for  me  ? 
What  wheels  ?  racks  ?  fires  ?   what  flaying  ?   boiling  P 
burning 

In  leads,  or  oils  ?  what  old,  or  newer,  torture 
Muft  I  receuve  ?  whofe  every  word  deferves 
To  tafte  of  thy  moft  worft.    Thy  Tyranny 
Together  working  with  thy  Jealoufies, 
(Fancies  too  weak  for  boys,  too  green  and  idle 
For  girls  of  nine  !)  O,  think,  what  they  have  done, 
And  then  run  mad,  indeed ;  ftark  mad,  for  all 
Thy  by-gone  fooleries  were  but  fpices  of  it. 

That 
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That  thou  betray 'dft  Polixenes,  'twas  nothing  ;  (8) 
That  did  but  fhew  thee  of  a  Soul  inconftant. 
And  damnable  ingrateful :  nor  was't  much, 
Thou  wouid'il  have  poifon'd  good  Camillo'%  honour, 
To  have  him  kill  a  King :  poor  trefpafTes, 
More  monftrous  {landing  by  ;  whereof  1  reckon 
The  cafting  forth  to  crows  thy  baby-daughter. 
To  be,  or  none,  or  little     tho'  a  devil 
Would  have  (hed  water  out  of  fire,  ere  done't  : 
Nor  is't  direftly  laid  to  thee,  the  death 
Of  the  young  Prince,  wh'  fe  honourable  thought* 
(Thoughts  high  for  one  fo  tender)  cleft  the  heart. 
That  could  conceive  a  grofs  and  foolilh  Sire 
Blemifh'd  his  gracious  Dam  :  this  is  not,  no. 
Laid  to  thy  ar.fwer  ;  but  the  laft,  O  lords, 
When  I  have  faid,  cry,  woe!  the  Queen,  the  Queen,~ 
The  fweeteii,  deareft,  creature's  dead ;   and  vengeance 
for't 

Not  dropt  down  yet. 

Lord.  The  higher  Powers  forbid  ! 

Fau,  I  fay,  (he's  dead,  I'll  fwear't :  if  word,  nor  oath. 
Prevail  not,  go  and  fee  :  if  you  can  bring 
Tindure  or  luflre  in  her  lip,  her  eye. 
Heat  outwardly,  or  breath  within,  I'll  ferve  you 
As  I  would  do  the  Gods.    But,  O  thou  tyrant  ? 
Do  not  repent  thefe  things;  for  they  are  heavier 
Than  all  thy  woes  can  ftir  :  therefore  betake  thee 
To  nothing  but  Defpair.    A  thoufand  knees. 
Ten  thoufand  years  together^  naked,  falling, 
Upon  a  barren  mountain,  and  ftill  winter 

ftorm  perpetual,  could  not  move  the  Gods 

(8)  That  thou  hctrafdfi  Polixcncs,  ''t^ai.  Nothing  %  . 
That  did  but  freiv  thee,  of  a  Fpol,  inconfianty 
And  damnable  ingrateful.^  I  have  ventuKd  at  a  /Jighfc 
Alteration  here,  againft  the  Authority  of  all  the  Copies.  Jt  is 
certainly  too  grofs  and  blunt  in  Piiulina,  tho*  She  might  im- 
peach the  King  of  Fooleries,  in  feme  of  his  paft  Actions  and 
Conduft,  to  call  him  downright  a  Fool.  And  it  is  much  more 
pardonable  in  her  to  arraign  his  Morals,  and  'the  Qualities  ©f 
kh  Mind,  than  rudely  to  call  him  Jdiot  to  his  Face. 

Tg 
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To  look  that  way  thou  wert. 

Leo.  Go  on,  go  on  :  ' 
Thou  canH  not  fpeak  too  much  ;  I  have  deferv'd 
All  tongues  to  talk  their  bittereft. 

Lord,  Say  no  more ; 
Howe'er  the  bufmefs  goes,  you  have  made  fault 
I'th'  boldnefs  of  your  fpeech. 

Pati.  I  am  forry  for't. 
All  faults  I  make,  when  I  fhall  come  to  know  them, 
I  do  repent :  alas,  I've  fhew'd  too  much 
The  ralhnefs  of  a  woman ;  he  is  touched 
To  th'  noble  heart.   What's  gone,  and  what's  pad  help. 
Should  be  paft  grief   Do  not  receive  afHidlion 
At  my  petition,  Ibefeechyou;  rather 
Let  me  be  punilhM,  that  have  minded  you 
Of  what  you  fiiould  forget.    Now,  good  my  liege. 
Sir,  royal  Sir,  forgive  a  foolifh  woman  j 
The  love  I  bore  your  Queen— lo,  fool  again  !— — 
ril  fpeak  of  her  no  more,  nor  of  your  children : 
I'll  not  remember  you  of  my  own  lord, 
"Who  is  loft  too.    Take  you  your  patience  to  you^ 
And  ril  fay  nothing. 

Leo,  Thou  did  ft  fpeak  but  well. 
When  moft  the  truth ;  which  I  receive  much  better 
Than  to  be  pitied  of  thee.  Pr'ythee,  bring  me 
To  the  dead  bodies  of  my  Queen  and  fon  ; 
One  Grave  fhall  be  for  both.    Upon  them  (hall 
The  caufes  of  their  death  appear  unto 
One  fhame  perpetual;  once  a  day  Til  vifit 
The  Chapel  where  they  lye,  and  tears,  fhed  therCs, 
Shall  be  my  recreation.    So  long  as  nature 
Will  bear  up  with  this  exercife,  fo  long 
I  daily  vow  to  ufe  it.   Come,  and  lead  me 
To  thef§  forrows.  {Exeunt, 
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SCENE  changes  to  Bohemia^  Adejart  Country  i 
the  Sea  at  a  little  dijiance. 

Enter  Antigonus  5v//>&  «  Child,  and  a  Manner. 

'Jnt.  'nr^HOU  art  perfeft  then,  our  fhip  hath  touchU 

JL  upon 
The  defarts  of  Bohemia  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  my  lord ;  and  fear, 
We've  landed  in  ill  time ;  the  skies  look  grimly, 
And  threaten  prefent  blufters.   In  my  confcience. 
The  heav'ns  with  that  we  have  in  hand  are  angry, 
And  frown  upon's. 

Ant.  Their  facred  wills  be  done  !  get  thee  aboartf^ 
Look  to  thy  bark,  1 11  not  be  long  before 
I  call  upon  thee. 

Mar.  Make  your  beft  hafte,  and  go  not 
Too  far  i'fh'  land ;  'tis  like  to  be  loud  weather,. 
Befides,  this  place  is  famous  for  the  creaturca 
Of  prey,  that  keep  upon't. 

Ant.  Go  thou  away. 
I'll  follow  inftantly. 

Mar,  Tm  glad  at  heart 
To  be  fo  rid  o'  th'  bufinefs^ 

Ant.  Come,  poor  babe  ; 
I  have  heard,  but  not  believ'd,  the  fpirits  of  the  dead 
May  walk  again  ;  if  fuch  thing  be,  thy  mother 
Appear'd  to  me  laft  night ;  for  ne'er  was  dream 
So  like  a  waking.    To  me  comes  a  creature. 
Sometimes  her  head  on  one  lide,  fome  another, 
I  never  faw  a  vefTel  of  like  forrow 
So  fiird,  and  fo  becoming ;  in  pure  white  robes,. 
Like  very  fandlity,  fhe  did  approach 
My  cabin  where  I  lay ;  thrice  bow'd  before  me. 
And,  gafping  to  begin  fome  fpeech,  her  eyes 
Became  two  fpouts  \  the  fury  fpent,  anon 
Did  this  break  from  her.       Good  AntigonuSy 
"  Since  fate,  againft  thy  better  difpofition, 

Hath  made  thy  perlbn  for  the  thrower- out 
;f  Of  my  poor  babe,  according  to  thine  oath, 

Place* 
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Places  remote  enough  are  in  Bohemia, 

**  There  weep,  and  leave  it  crying ;  and,  for  the  babe 

*'  Is  counted  loft  for  ever  and  ever,  Perdita, 
I  pr'ythee,  call't.    For  this  ungentle  bufinefs. 
Put  on  thee  by  my  lord,  thou  ne'er  (halt  fee 

•*  Thy  wife  Paulina  more."  And  fo,  with  Ihrickv 

She  melted  into  air.    AiFrighted  much, 

I  did  in  time  colledl  myfelf,  and  thought 

This  was  fo,  and  no  flumber :  Dreams  are  toys,  - 

Yet  for  this  once,  yea,  fuperftitioufly, 

I  will  be  fquar'd  by  this.    I  do  believe, 

Bermione  hath  fufFer'd  death  ;  and  that 

Apollo  would,  this  being  indeed  the  iffue 

Of  King  Polixenesy  it  fhould  here  be  laid. 

Either  for  life  or  death,  upon  the  earth 

Of  its  right  father.    Bloflbm,  fpced  thee  well ! 

[Laying  donvn  the  childi 

There  lye,  and  there  thy  chara(!ler :  there  thefe. 

Which  may,  if  fortune  pleafe,  both  breed  thee,  pretty 
one. 

And  ftill  reft  thine.  The  ftorm  begins; — Poor  wretch. 

That  for  thy  mother's  fault  art  thus  expos'd 

To  lofs,  and  what  may  follow,  (weep  I  cannot, 

But  my  heart  bleeds :  and  moft  accurft  am  I 

To  be  by  oath  enjoin'd  to  this.)  Farewel  \ 

The  day  frowns  more  and  more  ;  thou  art  like  to  have 

A  lullaby  too  rough  :  I  never  faw 

The  heav'ns  fo  dim  by  day.    A  favage  clamour ! 

Well  may  I  get  aboard !  this  is  the  chace  ; 

I  am  gone  for  ever.  [^Exity  purfued  by  a  hat: 

Enter  an  old  Shepherd. 

Shep.  I  would  there  were  no  age  between  ten  ani 
three  and  twenty,  or  that  youth  would  fleep  out  the  reft : 
for  there  is  nothing  in  the  betnjoeen  but  getting  wenches 
with  child,  wronging  the  ancientry,  ftealing,  fighting — 
hark  you  now ! — would  any  but  thefe  boil'd  brains  of 
nineteen,  and  two  and  twenty,  hunt  this  weather  ?  They 
have  fcar'd  away  two  of  my  beft  fheep,  which,  I  fear, 
the  wolf  will  fooner  find  than  the  mafter  ;  if  any  where 
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I  have  them,  'tis  by  the  fea-fide,  brouzing  of  ivy. 
Good  luck,  an't  be  thy  will !  what  have  we  here  ? 
{Taking  up  the  child.^  Mercy  on's,  a  bearne  !  a  very 
pretty  bearne  !  a  boy,  or  a  child,  I  wonder  !  a  pretty 
one,  a  very  pretty  one  ;  fure,  fome  'fcape  :  tho'  I  am 
not  bookifh,  yet  I  can  read  waiting- gentlewoman  in  the 
*fcape.  This  has  been  fome  flair- work,  fome  trunk- 
work,  fome  behind-door-work  :  they  were  warmer  that 
got  this,  than  the  poor  thing  is  here.  Til  take  it  up  for 
pity,  yet  Til  tarry  ^till  my  fon  come  :  he  hollow'd  but 
even  now ;  Whoa,  ho-hoa  ! 

Enter  Clown. 
eio.  Hilloa,  loa!  

Shep.  What,  art  fo  near?  if  thouMt  fee  a  thing  to 
talk  on  when  thou  art  dead  and  rotten,  come  hitli^r. 
What  aiPft  thou,  man  ? 

do.  I  have  feen  two  fuch  fights,  by  fea  and  by  land  r 
but  I  am  not  to  fay,  it  is  a  fea  ;  for  it  is  now  the  sky ; 
betwixt  thefirmament  and  it  you  cannot  thruft  a  bodkin's 
point. 

Shep.  Why,  boy,  how  is  it? 

Clo.  I  would,  you  did  but  fee  how  it  chafes,  how  it 
rages,  how  it  takes  up  the  Ihore;  but  that's  not  to  the 
pomt ;  oh,  the  moft  piteous  cry  of  the  poor  fouls,  fome- 
times  to  fee  'em,  and  not  to  fee  'em :  now  the  fhip  boring 
the  moon  with  her  main-maft,  and  anon  fwallow'd  with 
yeft  and  froth,  as  you'd  thruft  a  cork  into  a  hogOiead. 

And  then  for  the  land  fervice,  to  fee  how  the  Bear 

tore'  out  his  fhoulder  bone,  how  he  cry'd  to  me  for  help, 
and  faid,  his  name  was  Anttgonus,  a  nobleman.  But  to 
make  an  end  of  the  Ihip,  to  fee  how  the  fea  flap  dra- 
gon'd  it.  But  firft,  how  the  poor  fouls  roar'd,  and  the 
fea  mock'd  them.  And  how  th^poor  gentleman  roar'd, 
and  the  bear  mock'd  him ;  both  roaring  louder  than,  the 
fea,  or  weather. 

^hep.  'Name  of  mercy,  when  was  this,  boy  ? 

do.  Now,  now,  1  have  not  wink'd  fince  1  faw  thefe 
flghts ;  the  men  are  not  yet  cold  under  water,  nor  the 
Ijear  half  din'd  cn  the  gentleman  ;  he's  at  it  now. 

(9)  ^^n^ 
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(9)  Shep,  'Would,  I  had  been  by  to  have  help'd 
the  nobleman. 

Clo.  I  would,  you  had  been  by  the  fhip-fide,  to  have 
helped  her ;  there  your  charity  would  have  lack'd  foot- 
ing.   [Jjlde.. 

Shep,  Heavy  matters,  heavy  matters  f  but  look  thee 
here,  boy.  Now  blels  thyfelf ;  thou  rpeetH  with  things 
dying,  I  with  things  new  born-  Here's  a  iight  for  thee$ 
look  thee,  a  bearing-cloth  for  a  fqu  re's  child  I  lo  ^k  thee 
here  i  take  up,  take  up,  boy,  open't ;  lo,  let's  fee  :  it 
was  told  me,  I  ihould  be  rich  by  tne  fairies.  This  is 
fome  changling  .  open't ;  what's  within,  boy  ? 

(10)  Clo,  You're  a  made  old  man  ;  if  the  fins  ^  f  your 
youth  are  forgiven  you,  you're  well  to  live.  Gold  !  all 
gold!  

Shep,  This  is  fairy  gold,  boy,  and  will  prove  fo.  Up 
with  it,  keep  itclofe  :  home,  home,  the  next  way.  We 
are  lucky,  boy ;  and  to  be  fo  flill,  requires  nothing  but 
fecrefie.  Let  my  fheep  go :  come,  good  boy,  the  next 
way  home. 

Clo,  Go  you  the  next  way  with  your  findings,  I'll  go 
fee  if  the  Bear  be  gone  from  the  gentleman  ;  and  how 
much  he  hath  eaten  :  they  are  never  curfl  but  when  they 
are  hungry  :  if  there  be  any  of  him  left,  I'll  bury  it. 

Shep,  That's  a  good  deed.    If  thou  may'ft  difcern  by 

(9)  Shep.  IVouldy  I  bad  been  hy  to  ha've  helfd  the  Man,'\ 
Tho'  all  the  printed  Copies  concur  in  this  reading,  I  am  per- 
fuaded,  we  ought  to  reftore.  Nobleman,  The  Shepherd  knew 
nothing  of  Antigonui's  Age  }  befides,  the  Clown  had  juft  told 
liis  Father,  that  he  faid,  his  Name  was  ^AntigonM  a  Nobleman, 
and  no  lefs  than  three  times  in  this  (hort  Scene,  the  Clown, 
fpcaking  of  him,  calls  him  the  Gentleman, 

(10)  Ton  re  a  mad  old  Man  ;  if  the  Sim  of  your  youth  are  for^ 
giivenyou,you\e  well  to  li'ue.  Go/d  !  all  Gold!]  This  the  Clown 
fays  upon  his  opening  his  Fardel,  and  difcovering  the  Wealth 
in  it.    But  this  is  no  Reafon  why  he  fhould  call  his  Father  a 

mad  old  Man.  I  have  venturM  to  correft  in  the  Text.  Tou\e 

a  made  old  Man  :  i.e.  your  Fortune's  made  by  this  adventiti- 
ou»  Treafurc.   So  our  Poet,  in  a  Number  of  other  Paflages. 

that 
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that  which  is  left  of  him,  what  he  is,  fetch  me  to  th* 
fight  of  him. 

Clo.  Marry,  will  1 5  and  you  fliall  help  to  put  him 
i'th'  ground. 

Shef.  'Tis  a  lucky  day,  boy,  and  we'll  do  good  deeds 
^on't,  {Exeunt. 
Enter  Time,  as  Chorus. 

Time.  I,  that  pleafe  fome,  try  all,  both  joy  and 
terror 

Of  good  and  bad,  that  mask  and  unfold  error  ;  (11) 

Now  take  upon  me,  in  the  name  of  Time, 

To  ufe  my  wings.  Impute  it  not  a  crime 

To  me,  or  my  fwift  paffage,  that  I  Aide 

O'er  fixceen  years,  and  leave  the  growth  untry'd 

Of  that  wide  gap ;  fince  ic  is  in  my  power 

To  overthrow  law,  and  in  one  felf-born  hour 

To  plant  and  o'erwhelm  cuftom.  Let  me  pafs 

The  fame  I  am,  ere  ancient'ft  order  was. 

Or  what  is  now  receiv'd.    I  witnefs  to 

The  times,  that  brought  them  in ;  fo  fhall  I  d® 

To  th'  frefheft  things  now  reigning,  and  make  ftale 

The  gliftering  of  this  prefent,  as  my  tale 

Now  feems  to  it :  your  patience  this  allowing, 

I  turn  my  glafs ;  and  give  my  fcene  fuch  growings 

you  had  flept  between.   Leontes  leaving 
Th'  efFedls  of  his  fond  jealoulies,  fo  grieving 
That  he  Ihuts  up  himfelf ;  imagine  me. 
Gentle  fpedlators,  that  I  now  may  be. 
In  fair  Bohemia  ;  and  remember  well, 
I  mention  here  a  fon  o'th'  King's  whom  Florizel 
I  now  name  to  you  ;  and  with  fpeed  fo  pace 
To  fpeak  oiPerdita,  now  grown  in  grace 

(11)  7hat  make  and  unfold  Emr."}   This  does  not  in 

my  Opinion  take  in  the  Poet's  Thought.  Time  does  not 
make  miftakes,  and  difcover  them,  at  different  Conjunfturesj 
but  the  Poet  means,  that  Time  often  for  a  Seafon  covers  Errors, 
which  he  afterwards  difplayi  and  brings  to  Light,  1  choofe  there- 
fore to  read  5 

I..  .11    m^tbat  maske  and  unfold  Error, 

Equal 
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Equal  with  wondring.  What  of  her  enfues, 

I  Jift  not  prophefie     But  let  Time's  news 

Beknown,  when 'tis  brought  forth.  A  (hephercTs  daughter^ 

And  what  to  her  adheres,  which  follows  after. 

Is  th'  argument  of  time;  of  tiiis  allow, 

Jf  ever  you  have  fpent  time  ^vorle  ere  now  : 

3f  never,  yet  that  Time  himfelf  doth  fay. 

He  wifhes  eameltly,  you  never  may,  \^ExiL 

ACT  IV. 

SCENE,  the  Court  of  Bohemia. 
Enter  Polixenes  and  Camillo. 

POLIXENES, 

I Pray  thee,  good  Camillo,  be  no  more  importunate ; 
'tis  a  fickaefs  denying  the'e  any  thing,  a  death  to 
grant  this. 

Cam\  It  is  fifteen  years  fince  I  faw  my  country; 
though  I  have  for  the  moft  part  been  aired  abroad,  I 
defire  to  lay  my  bones  there.  Befides,  the  penitent  King, 
my  matter,  hath  fent  for  me;  to  whofe  feeling  forrows 
I  might  be  fome  allay,  or  I  o'erween  to  think  fo,  which 
is  another  fpur  to  my  departure. 

Pol,  As  thou  lov'ft  me,  Camilloy  wipe  not  out  the  reft 
of  thy  fervices  by  leaving  me  now  ;  the  need  I  have  of 
thee,  thine  own  goodnefs  hath  made  :  better  not  to  have 
had  thee,  than  thus  to  want  thee.  Thou  having  made  me 
bufinefs,  which  none,  without  thee,  can  fufiiciently 
manage,  muft  either  ftay  to  execute  them  thy  fclf,  or 
take  away  with  thee  the  very  fervices  thou  haft  done; 
which  if  I  have  not  enough  confider'd,  (as  too  much  I 
cannot,)  to  be  more  thankful  to  thee  (hall  be  my  ftudy  ; 
and  my  profit  therein,  the  heaping  friendfhips.  Of  that 
fatal  country  Sicilian  pr'ythee,  fpeak  no  more ;  whofe 
very  naming  puniflies  - me  with  the,  remembrance  of  tha^ 

penitent 
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penitent,  as  thou  calPft  him,  and  reconciled  King  my 
brother,  whofe  lofs  of  his  mod  precious  Queen  and  chil- 
dren are  even  now  to  be  afrefh  lamented  Say  to  me, 
when  faw'll  th^u  the  Prince  Flori^el  my  fon  ?  Kings 
are  no  lefs  unhappy,  their  ifTue  not  being  gracioiis,  than 
they  are  in  loiing  them,  wiien  they  have  approved  their 
virtu  eso 

Cam.  Sir,  it  is  three  days  fince  I  faw  the  Prince  ; 
what  his  happier  afFalrs  may  be,  are  to  me  unknown: 
but  1  have  (mifiingiy)  noted,  he  Js  of  late  much  retired 
from  court,  and  is  iefs  frequent  to  his  princely  exercifes 
than  formerly  he  hatn  appear'd. 

Pel  I  have  conhder'd,  fo  much,  Camilloy  and  with 
fome  care  fo  far,  that  I  have  eyes  under  my  fervice, 
which  look  upon'  his*  removednefs ;  from  whom  I  have 
this  intelligence,  tnat  he  is  feluom  from  tPie  houfe  of  a 
mod  homely  fhepherd  ;  a  man,  they  fay,  that  from  very 
nothing,  and  beyond  the  imagination  of  his  neighbours, 
is  grown  into  an  unfpeakable  eflate. 

Cam,  I  have  heard.  Sir,  of  fuch  a  man,  who  hath  a 
daughter  of  molt  rare  note ;  the  report  of  her  is  ex- 
tended more  than  can  be  thought  to  begin  from  fuch  a 
cottage. 

Pol.  (12)  That's  likewife  a  part  of  my  intelligence; 
and,  I  fear,  the  Engle  that  plucks  our  fon  thither.  Thou 
flialt  accompany  us  to  the  place,  where  we  will  (not  ap- 

(12)  T:'bat"s  likewife  part  of  my  Intelligence  ;  but,  I  fear  the 
Angle  that  plucks  our  Son  tbitber.]  The  disjun6iive  here,  I  think, 
makes  ftark  Nonfenfe  of  the  Context :  and  the  Editors  have 
palm'd  an  Allufion  in  the  Word  Angle,  which  feems  foreign  to 
the  Senfe  of  the  Paffage.  As,  before,  in  the  Taming  of  the 
Shrew,  Angel  is  miftakenly  pqt  for  Engle :  fo  I  fufpe<fi,  Angle, 
liy  the  fame  eafy  Corruption,  is  here.  I  have  there  prov'd  the 
Ufe  and  Meaning  of  the  Word.  Til  proceed  briefly  to  juflify 
the  Emendation  1  have  here  made,  by  fhewing  how  naturally  it 
falls  in  with  the  Senfe  we  fhould  expedl.  Camillo  had  juft  told 
the  King,  he  had  heard  of  fuch  a  Shepherd,  and  of  a  Daughter 
he  had  of  moft  rare  Note.  Ay,  replies  the  King,  that's  a  Part 
§f  my  Intelligence  too  j  and,  /  fear,  \_that  Daughter  n]  the  Siren, 
the  Decoy,  the  Invitation,  that  plucks  qut  Son  thither* 

pearing 
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pearlng  what  we  are)  have  fome  quedion  with  the  fhep- 
herd  ;  from  whofe  fimplicity,  I  think  it  not  uneafie  to 
get  the  caafe  of  my  fon's  refort  thither.  Pr'ythee,  be 
my  prefent  partner  in  this  bufmefs,  and  lay  afide  the 
thoughts  of  Sicilia. 

Cam,  I  willingly  obey  your  com'mand. 

PoL  My  befl:  Camillo — we  miift  difguife  ourfelves. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Country. 
Enter  Autolicus  finging. 

'tTTH  E  N  daffadih  begin  to  peere, 

yy      With,  heigh  !  the  doxy  o'ver  the  dalcy 

Why,  then  comes  in  the  f^eet  0''  tF year  ; 

For  the  red  blood  reigns  in  the  ^-ojinter  s  pale^ 
^he  ivhite  Jheet  bleaching  on  the  hedge ^ 

IV iih,  hey  !  thefnjoeet  birds y  O  honjj  they  Jtng  f 
Doth  fet  my  pugging  tooth  on  edge : 

For  a  quart  of  ale  is  a  dijh  for  a  king* 
The  lark,  that  tirra  lyra  chaunts^ 

Withy  hey  I  'witht  hey!  thethrujhandthejay: 
Are  fiimmer  fongs  for  me  and  my  aunts. 
While  njje  lie  tumbling  in  the  hay. 
I  have  ferved  Prince  Florizel,  and  in  my  time  wore 
three- pile,  but  now  I  am  out  of  fervice. 
But  Jhall  I  go  mourn  for  that,  my  dear  ? 

"The  pale  moon  JJ?ines  by  night : 
And  nxjhen  1  njoander  here  and  there ^ 

I  then  do  go  moft  right. 
If  tinkers  may  haue  lea^e  to  live^ 

And  bear  the  fi-Lu-skin  budget ; 
Then  my  account  I  "well  may  gi've, 
And  in  the  Jiocks  avouch  it. 
My  traffick  is  fheets ;  when  the  kite  builds,  look  to  lefler 
linnen.    My  father  nam'd  me  Autolicus^  being  litter'd 
under  Mercury  ;  who,  as  I  am,  was  likewife  a  fnapper- 
up  of  unconfider'd  trifles  :  with  die  and  drab,  I  pur- 
chased this  caparifon  ;  and  my  revenue  is  the  filly  cheat. 
Gallows,  and  knock,  are  too  powerful  on  the  high- way  ; 
Vol.  IU.  N  beating 
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beating  and  hanging  are  terrors  to  me  :  for  the  h'fe  to 
come,  I  Ikep  out  the  thought  of  it.— ——A  prize  !  a 
prize ! 

Enter  CloiA>n. 

CIo.  Let  me  fee,  —  Every  eleven  weather  tods,  every 
tod  yields  pound  and  odd  (hilling  j  fifteen  hundred  (horn, 
what  comes  the  wool  too  ? 

Jut.  If  the  Iprind^e  hold,  the  cock's  mine.— 

Clo.  I  cannot  do't  without  compters.  Let  me  fee, 
what  am  1  to  buy  for  our  (heep-lhicaring  feaft,  three 

pound  of  fugar,   live  pound  of  currants,   rice  what 

will  this  fifter  of  mine  do  with  rice  ?  but  my  father  hath 
made  her  miilrefs  of  the  feaft,  and  fhe  lays  it  on.  She 
hath  made  me  four  and  twenty  nofe-gays  for  the  fhear- 
crs ;  three- man  fong-men  all,  and  very  good  ones,  but 
they  are  moft  of  them  means  and  bafes ;  but  one  Puritan 
among  them,  and  he  fings  pfalms  to  horn  pipes.  I 
muft  have  fafFron  to  colour  the  warden  pies,  mace  — • 

dates  -none  that's  out  of  my  note:  nutmegs, 

feven  ;  a  race  or  two  of  ginger,  but  that  I  may  beg ; 
four  pound  of  prunes,  and  as  many  railins  o'  th'  lun. 

Aut.  Oh,  that  ever  I  was  born  [ 

[Groveling  on  the  Ground, 

CIo.  V  th'  name  of  me— 

Jut,  Oh,  help  me,  help  me  :  pluck  but  off  thefe  rags, 
and  then  death,  death 

Clo.  Alack,  poor  foul,  thou  haft  need  of  more  rags 
to  lay  on  thee,  rather  than  have  thefe  off. 

Jut.  Oh,  Sir,  the  loathfomnefs  of  them  offends  me, 
more  than  the  flripes  I  have  receiv'd,  which  are  mighty 
ones,  and  millions. 

Clo,  Alas,  poor  man  !  a  million  of  beating  may  come 
to  a  great  matter. 

Jut.  I  am  robb'd.  Sir,  and  beaten  ;  my  mony  and 
apparel  ta  en  from  me,  and  thefe  deteftable  things  put 
epon  me. 

Clo.  What,  by  a  horfeman,  or  a  footman? 
Jut,  A  footman,  fweet  Sir,  a  footman. 

Ch. 
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Clo,  Indeed,  he  Ihould  be  a  foot- man,  by  the  gar- 
ments he  hath  left  with  thee  ;  if  this  be  a  horfe- man's 
coat,  it  hath  feen  very  hot  fervice.  Lend  me  thy  hand^^ 
I'll  help  thee.    Come,  lend  me  thy  hand. 

[ Helping  h'un  up. 

Jut.  Oh,  good  Sir,  tenderly,  oh  ! 
CIo,  Alas,  poor  foul. 

Jut,  O  good  Sir,  foftly,  good  Sir :  I  fear.  Sir,  my 
flioulder- blade  is  out. 

Clo,  How  now,  canft  Hand  ? 

Jut,  Softly,  dear  Sir  ;  good  Sir,  foftly ;  you  ha'  done 
me  a  charitable  office. 

Clo,  Doft  lack  any  mony  ?  I  have  a  little  mony  for 
thee. 

Jut.  No,  good  fweet  Sir  ;  no,  I  bcfcech  you,  Sir ;  I 
have  a  kinfnian  not  paft  three  quarters  of  a  mile  hence, 
unto  whom  I  was  going ;  I  (liall  there  have  mony,  or 
any  thing  I  want :  offer  me  no  mony,  I  pray  you  ;  that 
kills  my  heart. 

Clo,  What  manner  of  fellow  was  he,  that  robb'd  you  ? 

Jut,  A  fellow.  Sir,  that  I  have  known  to  go  about 
with  trol-my  dames  :  I  knew  him  once  a  fervant  of 
the  prince  ;  I  cannot  tell,  good  Sir,  for  which  of  his 
virtues  it  was,  but  he  was  certainly  whipp'd  out  of  the 
€ourt. 

Clo^  His  vices,  you  would  fay  ;  there's  no  virtue 
whipp'd  out  of  the  court;  they  cherifli  it  to  make  it  llay 
there,  and  yet  it  will  no  more  but  abide. 

Jut.  Vices  I  would  fay.  Sir.  I  know  this  man  well, 
he  hath  been  fmce  an  ape -bearer,  then  a  procefs-ferver, 
a  baiiifF ;  then  he  compafs'd  a  motion  of  the  prodigal 
fon,  and  married  a  tinker's  wife  within  a  mile  where 
my  land  and  living  lyes ;  and  having  flown  over  many 
knavilh  profelTions,  he  fettled  only  in  a  rogue ;  fome  call 
him  Auto  liens, 

Clo,  Out  upon  him,  prig!  for  my  life,  prig;  he 

haunts  wakes,  fairs,  and  bear-baitings. 

Jut,  Very  true,  Sir  ;  he,  Sir,  he  ;  that's  the  rogue, 
that  put  me  into  this  apparel. 

N  z  Clo. 
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do.  Not  a  more  cowardly  rogue  in  all  Bohemia ;  if 
you  had  but  look'd  big,  and  fpit  at  him,  he'd  have  run. 

Aut,  I  mufi:  confefs  to  you.  Sir,  I  am  no  fighter ;  I 
am  falfe  of  heart  that  way,  and  that  he  knew,  I  warrant 
him. 

Clo.  How  do  you  now  ? 

Jut,  Sweet  Sir,  much  better  than  I  was :  I  can  (land, 
and  walk ;  I  will  even  take  my  leave  of  you,  and  pace 
foftly  towards  my  kinfman^s. 

Clo.  Shall  I  bring  thee  on  thy  way  ? 

Jut.  No,  good-fac'd  Sir  ;  no,  fweet  Sir. 

Clo.  Then,  farewel,  I  muft  go  to  buy  fpices  for  our 
fheep  (hearing.  [^Exit. 

Jut.  Profper  you,  fweet  Sir !  Your  purfe  is  not  hot 
^  enough  to  purchafe  your  fpice.  Til  be  v^ith  you  at 
your  fheep- fnearing  too  :  Jf  I  make  not  this  cheat 
bring  out  another,  and  the  ihearers  prove  fheep,  let 
me  be  unrolPd,  and  my  name  put  into  the  book  of 
virtue  I 

s  o  N  a 

Jog  on,  jog  on,  the  foot-path  i^ay^ 

Jnd  merrily  hent  the  Jlile-a. 
J  ?nerry  heart  goes  all  the  dajy 

Tour  fad  tires  in  a  mile- a.  '  [Exit. 

SCENE,  the  Profpea  of  a  Shepherd's  Cotte, 

Enter  Florizel  W  Perdica. 

flo,       H  E  S  E  your  unufual  weeds  to  each  part  of  you 

A    Do  give  a  Hfe  :  no  fliepherdefs,  but  Flora 
Peering  in  April\  front.    This  your  fheep-ihearing 
Is  as  a  meeting  of  the  petty  gods, 
And  you  the  Queen  on't. 

Per.  Sir,  my  gracious  lord. 
To  chide  at  your  extreams  it  not  becomes  me : 
Oh  pardon,  that  I  name  them  :  your  high  felf, 
The  gracious  mark  o'  th'  land,  you  have  obfcur'd 
With  a  fwain's  wearing;  and  me,  poor  lowly  maid, 
Moft  goddefs-like  prank*d  up.    But  that  our  feafts 
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In  every  mefs  have  folly,  and  the  feeders 
Digeft  it  with  a  cuftom,  I  fhould  blulH 
To  fee  youfo  attired  ;  fworn,  I  think. 
To  fhew  myfelf  a  glafs. 

Flo.  I  blefs  the  time, 
"When  my  good  falcon  made  her  flight  a-crofs 
Thy  father's  ground. 

Per,  Now  Jo^ue  afford  you  caufe  ! 
To  me  the  diS^erence  forges  dread,  your  greatnefs- 
Hath  not  been  us'd  to  fear;  even  now  I  tremble 
To  think  your  father,  by  fome  accident. 
Should  pafs  this  way,  as  you  did  :  oh,  the  fates !' 
How  would  he  look,  to  fee  his  work,  fo  noble,. 
Vildly  bound  up  !  what  would  he  fay  !  or  how 
Should  I  in  thefe  my  borrowed  flaunts  behold 
The  fternnefs  of  his  prefence  ! 

Flo.  Apprehend 
Nothing  but  jollity  :  the  Gods  themfelves. 
Humbling  their  deities  to  love,  have  taken 
The  fhapes  of  beafts  upon  them.  Jupiter 
Became  a  bull,  and  bellow'd  j  the  green  iV^///^;?^ 
A  ram,  and  bleated;  and  the  fire-rob'd  God, 
Golden  Apollo^  a  poor  humble  fwain, 
As  I  feem  now.    Their  transformations 
Were  never  for  a  piece  of  beauty  rarer. 
Nor  in  a  way  fo  chaile  :  fince  my  defires 
Run  not  before  mine  honour,  nor  my  lufls 
Burn  hotter  than  my  faith. 

Fer.  O,  but,  dear  Sir. 
Your  refolution  cannot  hold,  when  'tis 
Opposed,  as  it  muft  be,  by  th'  power  o'  th'  King. 
One  of  thefe  two  mufi:  be  neceliities. 
Which  then  will  fpeak,  that  you  muft  change  this 

purpofe, 
Or  T  my  life. 

Flo,  Thou  deareft  P^r^//^, 
With  thefe  forc'd  thoughts,  I  pr'ythee,  darken  not 
"The  mirth  o'  th'  feaft  ;  or  Til  be  thine,  my  fair. 
Or  not  my  father's.    For  I  cannot  be 
Mine  own,  nor  any  thing  to  any,  if 

N  3 
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I  be  not  thine.    To  this  I  am  moft  conftant, 
Tho'  deftiny  fay  no.    Be  merry,  (Gentle,) 
Strangle  fuch  thoughts  as  thefe,  with  any  thing 
That  you  behold  the  while.   Your  guefts  are  coming : 
Lift  up  your  countenance,  as  'twere  the  day 
Of  celebration  of  that  nuptial,  which 
We  two  have  fworn  fhall  come. 

Per,  O  lady  fortune. 
Stand  you  aufpicious  ! 

Enter  Shepherd,  Clonjon,  Mopfa,  Dorcas,  Servants* 
tvlth  Polixenes  and  Camillo  difguisd. 

Flo,  See,  your  guells  approach  i 
Addrefs  yourfelf  to  entertain  them  fprightly. 
And  let's  be  red  with  mirth. 

Shep,  Fie,  daughter ;  when  my  old  wife  liv'd,  upon 
This  (?ay  (he  was  both  pantler,  butler,  cook. 
Both  dame  and  fervant ;  welcom'd  all,  fcrv'd  all ; 
Would  ling  her  fong,  and  dance  her  turn  \  now  here 
At  upper  end  o'  th'  table ;  now  i'  tb'  middle : 
Gn  his  fhoulder,  and  his ;  her  face  o'  fire 
With  labour  ;  and  the  thing  Ihe  took  to  quench  it 
She  would  to  each  one  fip.    You  are  retired, 
As  if  you  were  a  feaded  one,  and  not 
Thehoilefs  of  the  meeting  :  pray  you,  bid 
Thefe  unknown  friends  to's  welcome,  for  it  is 
A  way  to  make  us  better  friends,  more  known. 
Come,  quench  your  blofhes,  and  prefent  yourfelf 
That  which  you  are,  miftrefs  o'  th'  feaft.  Come  on,. 
And  bid  us  welcome  to  your  iheep-lhearing, 
As  your  good  flock  fhall  profper. 

Per,  Sirs,  welcome.  \foVo\,andC2imi 
It  is  my  father's  will,  I  fliould  take  on  me 
The  hollefsfhip  o'  th'  day  ;  you're  welcome.  Sirs, 
Give  me  thofe  flowers  there,  Dorcas, — Reverend  Sira^ 
For  you  there's  rofemary  and  rue,  thefe  keep 
Seeming  and  favour  all  the  winter  long  : 
Grace  and  remembrance  be  unto  you  both,. 
And  wdcomQ  to  our  fliearing  ! 
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FoL  Shepherdefs, 
(A  fair  one  are  you,)  well  you  fit  our  ages 
With  flowers  of  winter.* 

Per.  Sir,  the  year  growing  ancient. 
Not  yet  on  fummer's  death,  nor  on  the  birth 
Of  trembling  winter,  the  faireft  flowers  o'  th'  feafoni 
Are  our  carnations,  and  flreak'd  gilly  flowers. 
Which  (ome  call  nature's  ballards :  of  that  kind 
Our  ruftick  garden's  barren,  and  I  care  not 
To  get  flips  of  them. 

Pol.  Wherefore,  gentle  maiden. 
Do  you  negled  them  ? 

Per.  For  I  have  heard  it  faid. 
There  is  an  art,  which  in  their  piednefs  fl:iarea 
With  great  creating  nature. 

Pol,  Say,  there  be  ; 
Yet  nature  is  made  better  by  no  mean. 
But  nature  makes  that  mean  ;  fo  over  that  art. 
Which,  you  fay,  adds  to  nature,  is  an  art 
That  nature  makes ;  you  fee,  fweet  maid,  we  mairy 
A  gentler  fcyon  to  the  wild  eft  flock  ; 
And  make  conceive  a  bark  of  bafer  kind 
By  bud  of  nobler  race.    This  is  an  art, 
Which  does  mend  nature  i  change  it  rather  5  b«t 
The  art  itfelf  is  nature. 

Per,  So  it  is. 

PoL  Then  make  your  garden  rich  m  gilly- flowers,; 
And  do  not  call  them  baltards. 

Per,  I'll  not  put 
The  dibble  in  earth,  to  fet  one  flip  of  them  : 
No  more  than,  were  I  painted,  I  would  wifli 
This  youth  fliould  fay,  'twere  well  ;  and  only  therefore^ 
Defire  to  breed  by  me. — Here's  flowers  for  you ; 
Hot  lavender,  mints,  favoury,  marjoram. 
The  mary-gold,  that  goes  to  bed  with  th'  fun. 
And  with  him  rifes,  weeping  :  thefe  are  flowers 
Of  middle  fummer,  and,  I  think,  they  are  given 
To  men  of  middle  age,    Y 'are  very  welcome. 

Cam,  I  fliould  leave  grazing,  were  I  of  your  flock. 
And  only  live  by  gazing, 

N.  4s  Per, 
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Per,  Out,  alas  ! 
You'd  be  fo  lean,  that  blafts  of  January 
Would  blow  you  through  and  through.  Now,  my  faireft 
friend, 

I  would,  I  had  fome  fiowers  o'th'  fpring,  that  might 
Become  your  time  of  day  ;  and  yours,  and  yours, 
That  wear  upon  your  virgin-branehes  yet 
Your  maiden- heads  growing :  O  Proferpina, 
For  the  flowers  now,  that,  frighted,  thou  let'fl  fall 
From  Z>/j's  waggon  !  dalFadils, 
That  come  before  the  fwallow  dares,  and  take 
The  winds  of  March  with  beauty  ;  violets  dim,. 
But  fweeter  than  the  lids  of  Juno's  ejcs^ 
Or  Cyther€a\  breath  ;  pale  primrofes. 
That  die  unmarried,  ere  they  can  behold 
Bright  Phcehtis  in  his  ftrength  ;  (a  malady 
Mofl  incident  to  maids;)  bold  oxiips,  and 
The  crown-imperial ;  liliies  of  all  kinds. 
The  flower  de- lis  being  one.    O,  thefe  I  lack 
To  make  you  garlands  of,  and,  my  fweet  friend, 
To  ftrow  him  o'er  and  o'er. 
Flo,  What  ?-  like  a  coarfe  ? 

Per,  No,  like  a  bank,  for  love  to  lie  and  play  on  y. 
Not  like  a  coarfe;      if,— not  to  beburkd 
But  quick,,  and  in  mine  arms.  Come,  take  yourflowers.! 
Metbinks,  I  play  as  I  have  feen  them  do 
In.  whitfon  paftorals ;  fure,  this  robe  of  mine 
Poes  change  my  difpofition. 

Flo.  What  you  do, 
Still  betters  what  is  done.  When  you  fpeak,  (fweet} 
I'd  have  you  do  it  ever  ;  when  you  fmg, 
I'd  have  you  buy  and  fell  fo ;  fo,  give  alms  ; 
Pray,  fo  ;  and  for  the  ord'ring  your  affairs. 
To  flng  them  too.  When  you  do  dance,  I  wi(h  yoa 
A  wave  o'  th'  fea,  that  you  might  ever  do 
Nothing  but  that ;  move  llill.  Hill  fo, 
And  own  no  other  fundion.    Each  your  doing. 
So  Angular  in  each  particular. 
Crowns  what  you're  doing  in  the  prefent  deeds, 
lliat  all  your  ads  are  Queens, 
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Per,  O  Doricles, 
Your  praifes  are  too  large  ;  but  that  your  youth 
And  the  true  blood,  which  peeps  forth  fliirly  through  it, 
•   Do  plainly  give  you  o^ut  an  unllain'd  (hepherd  i 
With  vvifdom  I  might  fear,  my  Doricles, 
You  woo'd  me  the  falfe  way, 

Flo.  I  think,  you  have 
As  little  skill  to  fear,  as  I  have  purpofe 
To  put  you  to't.    But,  come  ;  our  dance,  I  pray  ; 
Your  hand,  my  Perdita  ;  fo  turtles  pair. 
That  never  mean  to  part. 

Per.  I'll  fwear  for  'em. 

Pol.  This  is  the  prettied  low  born  lafs,  that  ever 
Ran  on  the  green  ford  :  nothing  fhe  does,  or  fecms. 
But  fmacks  of  fomething  greater  than  herfelf. 
Too  noble  fpr  this  pliace. 

Cam.  He  tells  her  fomething,  (13) 
That  makes  her  blood  look  out :  good  footh,  flie  is 
The  Queen  of  curds  and  cream. 

Clo.  Come  on,  ftrike  up.  • 

Dor,  Mop/a  muft  be  your  miP.refs ;  marry,  garlick  to 
mend  her  killing  with  — . 

Mop.  Now,  in  good  time  ' 

Clo.  Not  a  word,  a  word  3  we  Hand  upon  our  man- 
ners ;  come,  ftrike  up. 

Here  a  dance  of  Shepherds  and  ShefherdeJJes, 

Pol.  Pray,  good  fnepherd,  what  fair  fwain  is  this. 
Who  dances  with  your  daughter  ? 

(13)  He  tells  ber  Something y 

That  makes  her  Blood  look  on't.]  Thus  all  the  old  Editions 
€orruptedly.    I  dare  fay,  I  have  rellor'd  the  true  Reading  j  and 
the  Meaning  muft  be  this.    The  Prince  tells  her  Something,  that 
calls  the  Blood  up  into  her  Cheeks j  and  makes  her  blujh.    She,  but  a 
little  before,  ufes  a  like  Expreffion  to  defcribe  the  Prince's  Sin- 
cerity, which  appeared  in  the  honefl  Blocd  rifing  on  his  Face, 
Your  Praifes  are  too  la,rge  j  out  that  your  Touth 
And  the  true  Blood,  *ivhich  peeps  forth  fairly  through  ;V, 
i)o  plainly  give  you  out  an  unjiain  d  Shepberdt 

N  5  Uep. 


S/>ep,  They  call  him  Doric/es,  and  he  boafts  himfelf 
To  have  a  worthy  feeding  ;  but  I  have  it 
Upon  his  ovt^n  report,  and  I  believe  it : 
He  looks  like  footh  ?  he  fays,  he  loves  my  daughter^. 
J  think  fo  too  ;  for  never  gaz'd  the  moon 
Upon  the  water,  as  he'll  lland  and  read 
-As  'twere  my  daughter's  eyes  :  and,  to  be  plain, 
I  think,  there  is  not  half  a  kifs  to  chufe 
Who  loves  another  heft, 
Fo/,  She  dances  featly. 
Shp,  So  file  does  any  thing,  tho'  I  report  It 
'  That  fhould  be  filent ;  if  young  Dorkles 
Do  light  upon  her,  (he  (hall  bring  him  That 
Which  he  not  dreams  of. 

Enter  a  Servants 

Ser.  O  matter,  if  you  did  but  hear  the  pedlar  at  the 
door,  you  would  never  dance  again  after  a  tabor  and^ 
pipe:  no,  the  bag- pipe  could  not  mov£  you ;  he  fings- 
feveral  tunes,  fader  than  you'll  tell  mony  ;  he  utters- 
them  as  he  had  eaten  ballads,  and  all  mens'  ears  grew  to 
his  tunes. 

C/o.  He  could  never  come  better  ;  he  lhall  come  in 
J  love  a  ballad  but  even  too  well,  if  it  be  doleful  matter 
merrily  fctdown    or  a  very  pleafant  thing  indeed,  and. 
img  lamentably. 

Ser.  He  hath  fongs  for  man.  or  woman,  of  all  fizes  5 
no  milliner  can  fo  fit  his  cuftomers  with  gloves :  he  has 
the  prettieft  Ia\^-fongs  for  maids,  fo  without  bawdryj^^ 
(which  is  lirangej  with  fucfi  delicate  burthens  of  dil-doV 
and  fa-'ding's :  jump  her,  and  thump  her:  and  where 
feme  flretch-mouth'd  rafcal  would,  as  it  were,  mean  mif-- 
chief,  and  break  afoul  gap  into  the  matter,  he  makes 
the  maid  to  anfvver,  Whoop,  do  we  no  harm,  good  man  1 . 
puts  him  off,  flights  him,  with  Whoops  do  me  no  harm^. 
gBod  TTian* 

Poi.  This  i-s  a  brave  fellow. 

G/f.  Believe  me,  thou  talkeft  of  an  admirable  con- 
liei ted  fellow  ;  has  he  any  unbraided  wares  ? 
^f/:.  He.  hath  ribbons  of  all  the  colours    th'  rainbow  1% 

Bointsp, 
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points,  more  than  all  the  lawyers  in  Bshemia  can  learnedly 
handle,  though  they  come  to  him  by  the  grofs ;  inkles,, 
caddiffes,  cambricks,  lawns ;  why,  he  fmgs  them  over, 
as  they  were  Gods  and  Goddefles ;  you  would  think  a 
fmock  were  a  fhc-angel,  he  fo  chants  to  the  fleeve-hand^ 
and  the  work  about  the  fquare  on't. 

Clo.  Pr'ythee,  bring  him  in  }  and  let  him  approach,, 
finging. 

Per,  Forewarn  him,  that  he  ufe  no  fcurrilous  words  > 
in's  tunes. 

Clo.  You  have  of  thefe  pedlars  that  have  more  in  'emi 
than  you'd  think,  filler. 

Ber,  Ay,  good  brother,  or  go  about  to  think. 

Enter  Autolicus  fmglng. . 

Laxvn  as  njohite  as  driven  fnofw^- 

Cyprus  black  as  e^er  uuas  cro^v  ; 

Gloves  as  f^eet  as  damask  rofeSf 

Masks  for  faces  and  for  no/es  ; 

Bugle  bracelets,  neck- lace  amber 

Perfume  for  a  ladys  chamber  : 

Go/den  quoifs,  and ftomachers. 

For  my  lads  to  gi^e  their  dears  :  ■ 

Pins,  and  foaking- flicks  of  Jieel, 

What  maids  lack  from  head  to  heel : 

Come  buy  of  me,  come:  come  buy,  come  buy 

Buy,  lads,  or  elf e  your  lajjes  cry, 

Qome  buy,  &c. 

Clo,  If  I  were  not  in  love  with  Mopfa,  thou  fhould^flc 
take  no  mony  of  me  ;  but  being  enthrall'd  as  1  am^ 
it  will  alfo  be  the  bondage  of  certain  ribbons  and 

Mop,  I  was  promised  them  againft  the  feaft,  but  they 
come  not  too  late  now. 

Dor.  He  hath  promised  you  more  than  that,  or  there 
be  liars. 

Mi>/.  He  hath  paid  you  all  he  promised  you  ?  *may 
be,  he  has  paid  j'OU  more .5  .which  will  lhanae  you  to 
jg2,ve  bim^again,^. 


gloves 
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do.  Is  there  no  manners  left  among  maids  ?  will  the j 
wear  their  plackets,  where  they  (hould  wear  their  faces  ? 
is  there  not  milking-timc,  when  you  are  going  to  bed; 
or  kill-hole,  to  whiftle  of  thefe  fecrets,  but  you  mull 
be  ti: tie- tattling  before  all  our  guefls  ?  'tis  well,  they 
are  whifpring  :  clamour  your  tongues,  and  not  a  word 
more. 

Mcp.  I  have  done  :  come,  you  promis'd  me  a  tawdry 
lace,  and  a  pair  cf  fweet  gloves. 

CIo.  Have  I  not  told  thee  how  I  was  cozen'd  by  the 
way,  and  loft  all  my  mony  ? 

Aut.  And,  indeed,  Sir,  there  are  cozeners  abroad^ 
therefore  it  behoves  men  to  be  wary. 

Clo,  Fear  not  thou,  man,  thou  (halt  lofe  nothing 
here. 

Jut.  I  hope  fo.  Sir,  for  I  have  about  me  many  par- 
cels of  change. 

Clo.  What  haft  here?  ballads? 

Mop.  Pray  now,  buy  feme ;  J  love  a  ballad  in  print, 
or  a  life  ;  for  then  Vv'e  are  fure  they  are  true. 

Jut  Here's  one  to  a  very  doleful  tune,  how  a  ufurer's 
wife  was  brought  to  bed  with  twenty  mony  bags  at  a 
burthen;  and  liow  ftie  long'd  to  eat  adders'  heads,  and 
toads  carbonadoed,  - 

Mop»  Is  it  true,  think  you? 

Jut,  Very  true,  and  but  a  month  old. 

Dor,  Blefs  me  from  marrying  a  ufurer  I 

Jut,  Here's  the  midwife's  name  to't,  one  miftrefs  Tale- 
porter^  and  fxve  or  fix  honeft  wives  that  were  prefent. 
Why  ftiould  I  carry  lies  abroad  ? 

Mop.  Fray  you  now,  buy  it. 

CIo.  Come  on,  lay  it  by  ;  and  let's  firft  fee  more  bal- 
lads ;  we'll  buy  the  other  things  anon. 

Jut.  Here's  another  ballad,  of  a  fi(h  that  appear'd 
upon  the  coaft,  on  Wednrfday  the  fourfcore  of  April.,  forty 
thoafmd  fadom  above  water,  and  fung  this  ballad  againft 
the  hard  hearts  of  maids ;  it  was  thought,  flie  was  a  wo- 
man, and  was  turn  d  into  a  cold  fifh,  for  (he  would  not 
e;<change  flefti  with  one  that  lov'd  her  :  the  ballad  is  very 
pitiful,  and  as  true. 
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J)of\  Is  it  true  too,  think  you  ? 

Jut.  Fivejuftices  hands  at  it;  and  witneffes,  more 
than  my  pack  will  hold. 

C/o.  Lay  it  By  too  :  another.—— 

Jzit.  This  is  a  merry  ballad,  but  a  very  pretty  one. 

Mop,  Let's  have  fome  merry  ones. 

Jut.  Why,  this  is  a  pafling  merry  one,  and  goes  to 
the  tune  of,  Tivo  maids  ^^ooing  a  man  j  there's  fcarce  a 
maid  weilward,  but  fhe  fings  it :  'tis  in  requeft,  I  can 
tell  you. 

Mop.  We  can  both  fing  it;  if  thou'lt  bear  a  part,  thois 
fhalt  hear,  'tis  in  three  parts. 

Dor.  We  had  the  tone  on't  a  month  ago. 

Aut.  I  can  bear  my  part ;  you  muft  know,  'tis  my 
occupation  :  have  at  it  with  you. 

Aut.  Get  you  hence,  for  I  muft  go^ 
Where  it  Jits  not  you  to  kno^^ 
Dor.  Whither? 
Mop.  O  thither  ? 
Dor.  Whither? 

Mop.  ltbeco?nes  thy  oath  full  n.veilf 

Thou  to  me  thy  fecrets  telL 
Dor.  Me  too,  let  me  go  thither  : 
Mop.  Or  thou  goeft  to  tF  grange ^  or  miU, 
Dor.  If  to  either,  thou  dojl  ill: 
Aut.  Neither, 
Dor,  What  neither  ? 
Aut.  Neitjper. 

Dor.  Thou  haft  f^worn  my  love  to  he  ; 
Mop.  Thou  haft  fnjoorn  it  more  to  me  : 

Then  <vjhither  gseft  ?  fay^  nvhither  ? 

Clo.  We'll  have  this  fong  out  anon  by  ourfelves  :  my 
father  and  the  gentlemen  are  in  fad  talk,  and  we'll  not 
trouble  them  :  come,  bring"  away  thy  pack  after  me. 
Wenches,  I'll  buy  for  you  both  :  Fedler,  let's  have  the 
firft  choice  ;  follow  me,  girls. 

Jut.  And  you  Ihall  pay  well  for  'cm. 


S  O  N  G 
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SONG. 

Will  you  buy  any  tape^  or  lace  for  your  cafe^ 

My  dainty  ducky  my  dear  a? 
Andfilky  and  thread,  any  toys  for  your  head 

Of  the  ne^'^fty  and  fnfty  finf  ^ear-a  ? 
Come  to  the  Fedler  ;  monys  a  medlery 

^hat  doth  utter  all  mens  <ware-a, 

[Ex.  Clown,  Autolicus,  Dorcas,  and  Mop&. . 

Enter  Ser«vant, 

Ser.  (14)  Mafler,  there  are  three  goat  herds,  three 
fhepherds,  three  neat-herds,  and  three  fwine-herds,  that 
have  made  themfelves  all  men  of  hair,  they  call  them- 
felves  Saltiers :  and  they  have  a  dance,  which  the  wenches 
fay  is  a  gallymaufry  of  gambols,  becaufe  they  are  not; 
in't :  but  they  themfelves  are  o'th'  mind,  (if  it  be  not 
too  rough  for  fome,  that  know  little  but  bowJing,)  it  will . 
pleafe  plentifully. 

Shep,  Away!  we'll  none  on't ;  here  has  been  too- 
much  homely  foolery  already.    I  know.  Sir,  we  weary 
you.' 

Pol.  You  weary  thofe,  that  refrefh  us :  pray,  let's  fee. 
thefe  four-threes  of  herdfmen. 

Ser,  One  three  of  them,   by  their  own  report,  Sir^, . 
hath  danc'd  before  the  King  ;  and  not  the  worft  of  the 
three  but  jumps  twelve  foot  and  a  half  by  th'  fquare. 

Shep.  Leave  your  prating;  fince  thele  good  men  are- 
pleas 'd,  let  them  come  in  ;  but  quickly  now. 

(14)  Maftety  there  are  three  Carters,  three  Shepherds y  three 
Neat- herds y  and  three  Sw he-herds y'\  Thus  all  the  printed  Copies 
hitherto.  Now,  in  two  Speeches  after  this,  thefe  are  callM 
four  three's  of  Herd/men.  But  could  the  Carters  properly  be 
caird  HerdfiTien  f  At  leaft^  they  have  not  the  finaJ  Syllable, 
nerd^  in  their  Names  5  which,  I  believe,  Shakefpcare  intended, 
all  the  four  three's  ftiould  have.    I  have  therefore  guefs'd  that 

he  wrote  ;  Mafiery  there  are  three  Goat- herds,  &c.  -And 

fo,  I  think,  we  take  in  the /c«r  Species  of  Cattle  ufually 
tKnded  by  Herdfmis.. 

Hn9. 
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Here  a  Dance  of  t^d've  Satyrs. 

PoL  O,  father,  you'll  know  more  of  that  hereafter. 
Is  it  not  too  far  gone  ?  'tis  time  to  part  them  ; 
He's  fimple,  and  tells  much. — How  now,  fair  (hepherd  ? 
Your  heart  is  full  of  fomething,  that  doth  take 
Your  mind  from  feafting.    Sooth,  when  1  was  young. 
And  handed  love,  as  you  do,  I  was  wont 
To  load  my  fhe  with  knacks  :  I  would  have  ranfack'd 
The  pedler's  filken  treafury,  and  have  pour'd  it 
To  her  acceptance  ;  you  have  let  him  go, 
And  nothing  marted  with  him.    If  your  lafs 
Interpretation  Ihould  abufe»  and  call  this 
Your  lack  of  love  or  bounty  ;  you  were  ftraited 
For  a  reply  ,  at  leaft,  if  you  make  care 
Of  happy  holding  her. 

Flo.  Old  Sir,  1  know. 
She  prizes  not  luch  trifles  as  thefe  are  ; 
The  gifts,  fhe  looks  from  me,  are  packt  and  lockt 
Up  in  my  heart,  which  I  have  given  already. 
But  not  deliver'd.    O,  hear  me  breathe  my  love 
Before  this  ancient  Sir,  who,  it  fhould  feem. 
Hath  fometime  lov*d.    I  take  thy  hand,  this  hand^  . 
As  foft  as  dove's  down,  and  as  white  as  it. 
Or  Ethiopians  tooth,  or  the  fannM  fnow 
Tkat's  bolted  by  the  northern  blaft  twice  o'er, 

PoL  What  follows  this  ? 
How  prettily  the  young  fwain  feems  to  walh 
The  hand,  was  fair  before  !  I've  put  you  out  i 
But,  to  your  protellation :  let  me  hear 
What  you  profefs. 

Flo,  Do,  and  be  witriefs  to*t. 

PoL  A  nd  this  my  neighbour  too  ? 

Flo.  And  be,  and  more 
Than  he,  and  men;  the  earth,  and  heav'ns,  and  all 5. 
That  were  I  crown'dahemoft  imperial  monarch 
Thereof  moft  worthy,  were  I  the  faireft  youth 
That  ever  made  eye  fwerve,  had  force  and  knowledge 
More  than  was  ever  man's,  I  would  not  prize  them 
Without  her  love,  for  her  imploy  them  all  j 

Commend 
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Commend  them,  and  condemn  them,  to  her  fervice^ 
Or  to  their  own  perdition, 

FoL  Fairly  offered. 

Cam»  This  (hews  a  found  afFedion, 

Shep  But,  my  daughter. 
Say  you  the  like  to  him  ? 

Per.  I  cannot  fpeak 
So  well,  nothing  fo  well,  no,  nor  mean  better,. 
By  th'  pattern  of  mine  own  thoughts  I  cut  out 
The  purity  of  his. 

Shcp.  'I  ake  hands,  a  bargain ; 
And,  friends  unknown;  you  ihall  bearwitnefs  to't : 
I  give  my  daughter  to  him,  and  will  make 
Her  portion  equal  his, 

Flo.  O,  that  muft  be 
I'th'  virtue  of  your  daughter ;  one  being  dead, 
I  fhall  have  more  than  you  can  dream  of  yet. 
Enough  then  for  your  wonder  :  but  come  on , 
Gontradl  us  'fore  thefe  witneffes, 

Shep.  Come,  your  hand. 
And,  daughter,  yours. 

Pol.  Soft,  fwain,  a- while  ;  'befeech  you. 
Have  you  a  father  ? 

Flo.  I  have;  but  what  of  him  ?  • 

Pol.  Knows  he  of  this  ? 

Flo,  He  neither  does,  nor  fhall. 

PoL  Methinks,  a  father 
Is,  at  the  nuptial  of  his  fon,  a  guell 
That  bell:  becomes  the  table  :  'pray  you  once  more. 
Is  not  your  father  grown  incapable 
Of  reasonable  affairs  ?  is  he  not  ftupid 
With  age,  and  altering  rheums  ?  can  he  fpeak?  hear? 
Know  man  from  man?  difpute  hi's  own  eftate? 
Lies  he  not  bed- rid  ?  and,  again,  does  nothing, 
£ut  what  he  did  being  childiih  ? 

Flo.  No,  good  Sir ; 
He  has  his  health,  and  ampler  ftrength,  indeed. 
Than  mod  have  of  his  age. 

Pol.  By  my  white  beard. 
You  offer  him,  if  this  be  fo,  a  wrong 

Some-' 
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Something  unfilial :  Reafon,  my  fon 

Should  chufe  himfclf  a  wife  ;  but  as  good  reafon,. 

The  father  (all  whofe  joy  is  nothing  elfe 

But  fair  pofterity)  fhould  hold  fome  counfel 

In  fach  a  biifmefs. 

Flo.  I  yield  all  this ; 
But  for  fome  other  reafons,  my  grave  Sir, 
Which  'tis  not  fit  you  know,  I  not  acquaint 
My  father  of  this  bufincfs. 

Pol.  Let  himknow't* 

F/o.  He  fhall  not. 

Pol,  Pr'ythee,  let  him. 

F/o,  No  ;  he  mull  not. 

Shef.  Let  him,  my  fon,  he  lhall  not  need  to  gneve 
At  knowing  of  thy  choice. 

F/o,  Come,  come,  hemuftnot  :. 
Mark  our  contract. 

PoJ,  Mark  your  divorce,  young  Sir, 

[Difco'vering  himfelfl. 

Whom  fon  I  dare  not  call :  thou  art  too  bafe 
To  be  acknovvledg'd.  Thou  a  fcepter's  heir, 
That  thus  afFea'ft  a  fheep-hook  !  Thou  old  tray  tor, 
Tm  ibrry,  that,  by  hanging  thee,  I  can  but 
Shorten  thy  life  one  week.    And  thou  frelh  piece 
Of  excellent  witchcraft,  who  of  force  muft  kno\y 
The  royal  fool  thou  coap'ft  with  " 
Shep.  O  my  heart  I 

PoL  ril  have  thy  beauty  fcratch'd  with- briars,  and: 
made 

More  homely  than  thy  flate.    For  thee,  fond  boy, 
Jf  I  may  ever  know  thou  doft  but  figh 
That  thou  no  more  lhalt  fee  this  knack,  as  never 
1  mean  thou  fhalt,  well  bar  thee  from  fuccelTion  ^ 
Not  hold  thee  of  our  blood,  no,  not  our  kin. 
Far  than  Deucalion  off :  mark  thou  my  words  ; 
Follow  us  to  the  court.    Thou  churl,  for  this  time, 
Tho'  full  of  our  difpleafure,  yet  we  free  thee 
From  the  dead  blow  of  it :  and  you,  enchantment. 
Worthy  enough  a  herdfman ;  yea  him  too. 
That  makes  himfelf,  but  for  our  honour  therein. 
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ITn worthy  thee ;  if  ever,  henceforth,  thou 

Thefe  rural  latches  to  his  entrance  open. 

Or  hoope  his  body  more  with  thy  embraces, 

I  will  devife  a  death  as  cruel  for  thee. 

As  thou  art  t«nder  to  it.  [Exitl 

Per,  Even  here  undone  : 
I  was  not  much  afraid  ;  for  once  or  twice 
I  was  about  to  fpeak,  and  tell  him  plainly. 
The  felf-fame  fun,  that  fhines  upon  his  court. 
Hides  not  his  vifage  from  our  cottage,  but 
Looks  on  alike.    Wilt  pleafe  you.  Sir,  be  gone  ? 

[To  FIorizeL 

I  told  you,  what  would  come  of  this.    'Befeech  you. 
Of  your  own  ftatc  take  care    this  dream  of  mine. 
Being  now  awake,  Fll  queen  it  no  inch  farther. 
But  milk  my  ewes,  and  weep. 

Cam,  Why,  how  now,  father  ? 
Speak,  ere  thou  died. 
•  Shep,  I  cannot  fpeak,  nor  think, 
Nor  dare  to  know  That  which  I  know.   O  Sir, 

\To  Flor;zef% 

You  have  undone  a  man  of  fourfcore  three. 

That  thought  to  fill  his  grave  in  quiet ;  yea. 

To  die  upon  the  bed  my  father  dy'd. 

To  lye  clofe  fcy  his  honeft  bones ;  but  now 

Some  hangman  muft  put  on  my  fhrowd,  and  lay  ifie 

Where  no  prieil  (hovels  in  dull.    O  curfed  wretch  ! 

[To  Perdita; 

That  knew'ft.  This  was  the  Prince ; .  and  would'ft  ad* 
venture 

To  mingle  faith  with  him.    Undone,  undone  ! 

If  I  might  die  within  this  hour,  I  have  liv'd 

To  die  when  I  defire.  \Exih 

Flo,  Why  look  you  fo  upon  me? 
I  am  but  forry,  not  afraid  ;  delay 'd. 
But  nothing  alter'd :  what  I  was,  I  am  ; 
More  draining  on,  for  plucking  back ;  not  following 
My  lealh  umvillingiy. 

Cam,  Gracious  my  Lord, 
You  know  your  father's  temper :  at  this  time 

He 
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He  will  allow  no  fpcech,  (which  I  do  guefs. 
You  do  not  purpofe  to  him ;)  and  as  hardly 
Will  he  endure  your  fight,  as  yet  I  fear  ; 
Then,  'till  the  fury  of  his  Highnefs  fettle. 
Come  not  before  him. 

Flo.  1  not  purpofe  it. 
I  think,  Camillo 

Cam.  Even  he,  my  Lord. 

Per,  How  often  have  I  told  you,  'twould  be  thus 
How  often  faid,  my  dignity  would  laft 
But 'till  'twere  known  ? 

TIo.  It  cannot  fail,  but  by 
The  violation  of  my  faith,  and  then 
Let  nature  crufh  the  fides  o'th'  earth  together. 
And  mar  the  feeds  within  ! — Lift  up  thy  looks  !— - 
From  my  fuccellion  wipe  me,  father,  I 
Am  heir  to  my  affe£Uon. 

Cam.  Be  advis'd. 

Tlo.  I  am ;  and  by  my  fancy ;  if  my  reafon 
Will  thereto  be  obedient,  I  have  reafon  ; 
If  not  my  fenfes,  better  pleas'd  with  madnels. 
Do  bid  it  welcome. 

Ca7n,  This  is  defperate.  Sir. 

Flo»  So  call  it ;  but  it  does  fulfil  my  vow  ; 
I  needs  muft  think  it  honefty.  Camilloy 
Not  for  Bohemia^  nor  the  pomp  that  may 
Be  thereat  glean'd  ;  for  all  the  fun  fees,  or 
The  clofe  earth  wombs,  or  the  profound  feas  hide 
In  unknown  fadoms,  will  I  break  my  oath 
To  this  my  fair  belov'd  :  therefore,  I  pray  you. 
As  you  have  ever  been  my  father's  friend, 
When  he  (hall  mifs  me,  (as,  in  faith,  I  mean  not 
To  fee  him  any  more)  caft  your  good  counfels 
Upon  his  pafTion  ;  let  myfelf  and  fortune 
Tug  for  the  time  to  come.    This  you  may  know> 
And  fo  deliver,  I  am  put  to  fea 
With  her,  whom  here  I  cannot  hold  on  fhore ; 
And,  moft  opportune  to  our  need,  I  have 
A  veflel  rides  fafi  by,  but  not  prepar'd 
For  this  defign.    What  courfe  I  mean  to  hold 

Shali 
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Shall  nothing  benefit  your  knowledge,  nor 
Concern  me  the  reporting. 

Cam,  O  my  lord, 
I  would  your  fpirit  were  eafier  for  advice. 
Or  ftronger  for  your  need. 

Flo.  Hark,  Perdita  — 

~-  I'll  hear  you  by  and  by.  [7i  Cam. 

Cam.  He's  irremovable, 
Refolv'd  for  flight :  now  were  I  happy,  if 
His  going  I  could  frame  to  ferve  my  turn  ; 
Save  him  from  danger,  do  him  love  and  honour  ; 
Purchafe  the  fight  again  of  dear  Sicilia, 
And  that  unhappy  King,  my  mailer,  whom- 
I  fo  much  thirll  to  fee.  [Afidt^i^ 

Fio,  Now,  good  Camillo  i 
I  am  fo  fraught  with  curious  bufineis,  that 
I  leave  out  ceremony. 

Cam,  Sir,  I  think,, 
You  have  heard  of  my  poor  Services,  i'th'  lovr 
That  I  have  borne  your  father  ? 

Flo.  Very  nobly 
Have  you  deferv'd  :  it  is  my  father's  mufick 
To  fpeak  your  deeds,  not  little  of  his  care 
To  have  them  recompenc'd,  as  thought  on. 

Cam.  Well,  my  lord, 
If  you  may  pleafe  to  think  I  love  the  King,. 
And  through  him,  what's  neareft  to  him,  which  is 
Your  gracious  felf,  embrace  but  my  diredlion  j 
(If  your  more  ponderous  and  fettled  projedl 
May  fuffer  alteration,)  on  mine  honour, 
I'll  point  you  where  you  (hall  have  fuch  receiving 
As  lhall  become  your  highnefs,  where  you  may 
Enjoy  your  miftrefs ;  from  the  whom,  I  fee. 
There's  no  disjunflion  to  be  made,  but  by 
(  As,  heav.'ns  forfend  !  your  ruin.    Marry  her. 
And  with  my  befl  endeavours,  in  your  abfence. 
Your  difcontented  father  I'llflrive  to  qualifie>. 
And  bring  him  up  to  liking. 

Flo.  How,  Camillo, 
May  this,  almoft  a  miracle,  be  done  ? 

That. 
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That  I  may  call  thee  fomething  more  than  man. 
And  after  That  truft  to  thee  ? 

Cam.  Have  you  thought  on 
A  place  whereto  you'll  go  ? 

Flo,  Not  any  yet  ? 
But  as  th'unthought-on  accident  is  guilty 
Of  what  we  wildly  do,  fo  we  profefs 
'Our  felves  to  be  the  flaves  of  chance,  and  flies 
Of  every  wind  that  blows.  1 

Cam.  Then  lift  to  me : 
This  follows,  if  you  will  not  change  your  purpofe. 
But  undergo  this  flight,  make  for  Sicilia  ; 
And  there  prefent  your  felf,  and  yourf/air  Princcfs 
(Forfo,  I  fee,  flie  muft  be) 'fore 
She  ftiall  be  habited,  as  it  becomes 
The  partner  of  your  bed.    Methinks,  I  fee 
Leontes  opening  his  free  arms,  and  weeping 
His  welcomes  forth;  asks  thee,  the  fon,  forgivenefsj^ 
As  'twere  i'th'  father's  perfon ;  kiflTes  the  hands 
Of  your  frefh  Princefs  ;  o'er  and  o'er  divides  him, 
*Twixt  his  unkindnefs,  and  his  kindnefs ;  th'  one 
He  chides  to  hell,  and  bids  the  other  grow 
Fader  than  thought  or  time. 

Flo.  Worthy  Camilla^ 
What  colour  for  my  vifitation  fhall  I 
Hold  up  before  him  ? 

Cam.  Sent  by  the  King  your  father 
To  greet  him,  and  to  give  him  comforts.  Sir, 
The  manner  of  your  Bearing  towards  him,  with 
What  you,  as  from  your  father,  fliall  deliver. 
Things  known  betwixt  us  three,  Til  write  you  down  ;  ( (5) 
The  which  fliall  point  you  forth  at  every  fitting. 
What  you  muft  fay  ;  that  he  fliall  not  perceive. 
But  that  you  have  your  father's  bofom  there, 

^    (15)  Things  known  hettuixt  us  three  Fll  write  you  down, 
wk^  The  which  pall  point  you  forth  at  e'v''ry  fitting, 

Bf  What  you  muft  Jay  \ — ]  'EwQvy  Sitting,   methinks,  give* 

Hbuta  very  poor  Idea.  Every  fitting,  as  I  have  ventured  to  cor- 
reft  the  Text,  means,  ev'ry  convenient  Opportunity:  every 
Juncture,  when  it  \%  fit  tt  fpeak  of  fuch,  or  fuch,  a  Point. 

And 
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Ar>d  fpeak  his  very  heart. 

Flo.  I  am  bound  to  you : 
There  is  fome  fap  in  this. 

Cam,  A  courfe  more  promifing 
Than  a  wild  dedication  of  youj  lelves 
To  unpath'd  waters,  luidream'd  Ihores ;  moft  certain, 
To  miferies  enough  :  no  hope  to  help  you. 
But  as  you  fhake  ofF  one.  to  take  another  : 
Nothing  fo  certain  as  year  anchors,  who 
Do  their  beil  office,  if  they  can  but  ftay  you 
Where  you'll  be  loth  to  be  :  befides,  you  know, 
Profperity's  the  very  bond  of  love, 
Whofe  frefh  complexion  and  whofe  heart  together 
Afflidion  alters. 

Per.  One  of  thefe  is  true  : 
I  think,  afHidion  may  fubdue  the  cheek. 
But  not  take  in  the  mind. 

Cam,  Yea,  fay  you  fo? 
There  fliall  not  at  your  father's  houfc,  thefe  feven 

years. 
Be  born  another  fuch. 

Flo.  My  good  Camilhy 
She  is  as  forward  of  her  Breeding,  as 
She  is  i'th'  rear  o'  our  birth. 

Cam.  I  cannot  fay,  'tis  Pity 
She  lacks  initrudions,  for  fhe  feems  a  miftrefs 
To  moft  that  teach. 

Per.  Your  pardon.  Sir,  for  this : 
I'll  blulh  you  thanks. 

Flo,  My  pretticft  Perdita 
But,  oh,  the  thorns  we  ftand  upon  !  Camillo^ 
Preferver  of  my  father,  now  of  me  ; 
The  medicine  of  our  Houfe  !  how  (hall  we  do  ? 
We  are  not  furnifh'd  like  Bohemia'^  fon. 
Nor  {hall  appear  in  Sicily  -        ■  ■ 

Cam,  My  lord, 
Fear  none  of  this :  I  think,  you  know,  my  fortunes 
Do  all  lye  there  :  it  (hall  be  fo  my  care 
To  have  you  royally  appointed,  as  if 
The  Scene,  you  play,  were  mine.   For  inllance,  Sir, 

That 
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That^you  may  know  you  fhall  not  want;  one  word. — 

[They  talk  aftdt. 

Enter  Autolicus, 

Jut.  Ha,  ha,  what  a  fool  Honefly  is !  and  Truft,  his 
fworn  brother,  a  very  fimple  gentleman  !  I  have  fold  all 
jny  trumpery ;  not  a  counterfeit  ftone,  not  a  ribbon, 
glafs,  pomander,  browch,  table-book,  ballad,  knife, 
tape,  glove,  ihoe  tye,  bracelet,  horn- ring  to  keep  my 
Pack  from  falling  :  they  throng  who  fhould  buy  firft,  as 
if  my  trinkets  had  been  hallowed,  and  brought  a  bene- 
di^ion  to  the  buyer :  by  which  means,  I  faw  whofe 
purfe  was  beft  in  pi6lure  ;  and  what  I  faw,  to  my  good 
ufe,  1  remembered.    My  good  Clown  (who  wants  but 
fomething  to  be  a  reafonable  man)  grew  fo  in  love 
with  the  wenches  fong,  that  he  would  not  ftir  his  pet- 
titoes  'till  he  had  both  tune  and  words ;  which  fo  drew 
the  reft  of  the  herd  to  me,  that  all  their  other  fenfes 
fluck  in  ears ;  you  might  have  pinch'd  a  placket,  it  was 
fenfelefs ;  'twas  nothing  to  geld  a  codpiece  of  a  purfe 
I  would  have  filed  keys  off,  that  hung  in  chains :  no 
hearing,  no  feeling,  but  my  Sir's  fong,  and  admiring 
the  nothing  of  it.    So  that  in  this  time  of  lethargy, 
I  pick'd  and  cut  moft  of  their  feftival  purfes ;  and  had 
not  the  old  man  come  in  with  a  whoo-bub  againft 
his  daughter  and  the   King's  fon,  and  fcar'd  my 
choughs  from  the  chaff,  I  had  not  left  a  purfe  alive  in 
the  whole  army. 

[Camillo,  Flor.  and  Per.  come  forward. 
Cam,  Nay ;  but  my  letters  by  this  means  being 
there. 

So  foon  as  you  arrive,  fhall  clear  that  Doubt. 

Flor,   And  thofe  that  you'll  procure  from  King 
Leontes     — — • 

Cam.  Shall  fatisfie  your  father. 

Per,  Happy  be  you  ! 
All  that  you  fpeak  Ihews  fair. 

Cam,  Who  have  we  here  ?  [Seeing  Autol. 

We'll  make  an  instrument  of  this ;  omit 
Nothing  may  give  us  aid. 


3  12        Th  W  I  N  T  E  R  ^S  T  A  L  E; 


If  they  have  over  heard  me  now  :  why,  hatigin^C 

Cam.  How  now,  good  fellow. 
Why  (hak'fl:  tliou  fo  ?  fear  not,  man, 
Here's  no  harm  intended  to  thee. 

j^ut.  I  am  a  poor  fellow.  Sir. 

Cam.  Why,  be  fo  ftill ;  here's  no  body  will  fteal 
That  from  thee  ;  yet  for  the  outfide  of  thy  poverty,  we 
mufl:  make  an  exchange  ;  therefore  difcafe  thee  in- 
ftantly  :  (thou  muft  think,  there's  neceflity  in't)  and 
change  garments  with  this  gentleman  :  tho'  the  penny- 
worth, on  his  fide,  be  the  worft,  yet  hold  thee,  there's 
fome  boot. 

Jut.  I  am  a  poor  fellow,  Sir  ;  (I  know  ye  well 
enough.) 

Cam.  Nay,  pr'ythee,  difpatch :  the  gentleman  is  half 
flead  already. 

Jut.  Are  you  in  earned.  Sir  ?  (I  fmell  the  trick 
on't.)^  

Flo.  Difpatch,  I  pr'ythee. 

Jut,  Indeed,  I  have  had  Earneft,  but  I  cannot  with 
confcience  take  it. 

Cam.  Unbuckle,  unbuckle. 
Fortunate  miilrefs !  (let  my  prophecy 
Come  home  to  ye,)  you  muft  retire  yourfelf 
Into  fome  covert ;  take  your  fweet-heart's  hat. 
And  pluck  it  o'er  your  brows ;  muffle  your  face, 
Difmantle  you  ;  and,  as  you  can,  difliken 
The  truth  of  their  own  Seeming  ;  that  you  may 
(For  I  do  fear  eyes  over  you)  to  fhip-board 
Get  undefcry'd. 

Per.  I  fee,  the  Play  fo  lyes, 
Tiiac  I  muft  bear  a  Part. 

Cam.  No  remedy  ■* 
Have  you  done  there  ? 

Flo.  Should  I  now  meet  my  father. 
He  would  not  call  me  fon. 

Cam.  Nay,  you  fhall  have  no  hat  : 
Come,  lady,  come :  farewel,  my  friend. 

Jut.  Adieu,  Sir. 

Fli. 
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Tlo.  O  Perdita,  what  have  we  twain  forgot  ? 
Pray  you,  a  word. 
Cam,  What  I  do  next,  lhall  be  to  tell  the  King 

lAftde. 

Of  this  Efcapc,  and  whither  they  are  boand 
Wherein  my  hope  is,  I  lliall  fo  prevail 
To  force  him  after ;  in  whofe  company 
I  lhall  review  Sicilia ;  for  whofe  fight 
I  have  a  woman's  Longing. 

Flo.  Fortune  fpeed  us  ! 
Thus  we  fet  on,  CamlHo,  to  th'  fea-fide. 

[^Exit  Flor.  wth  Per, 

Cam.  The  fwifter  fpeed,  the  better.  [^Exit. 

Aut,  I  underhand  the  bufinefs,  I  hear  it :  to  have 
an  open  ear,  a  quick  eye,  and  a  nimble  hand,  is  necef- 
fary  for  a  cut-purfe ;  a  good  nofe  is  requifite  alfo,  to 
fmell  out  work  for  th*  other  fenfes.  I  fee,  this  is  the 
time  that  the  unjuft  man  doth  thrive.  What  an  ex- 
change had  this  been  without  boot  ?  what  a  boot  i« 
here,  with  this  exchange?  fure,  the  Gods  do  this  year 
connive  at  us,  and  we  may  do  any  thing  extempore. 
The  Prince  himfelf  is  about  a  piece  of  iniquity  ;  deal- 
ing away  from  his  father,  with  his  clog  at  his  heels. 
If  I  thought  it  were  a  piece  of  honefty  to  acquaint  the 
King  withal,  I  would  not  do^t;  I  hold  it  the  more 
knavery  to  conceal  it ;  and  therein  am  1  conftant  to  my 
Profeffion. 

Enter  Cionvft  and  Shepherd, 

Alide,  afide, — here's  more  matter  for  a  hot  brain  j  every 
lane's  end,  every  (hop,  church,  fellion,  hanging,  yields 
a  careful  man  work. 

Clo,  See,  fee ;  what  a  man  you  are  now  !  there  is  no 
other  way,  but  to  tell  the  King  fhc-s  a  Changling,  and 
none  of  your  flefti  and  blood. 

Shep.  Nay,  but  hear  me. 

Clo,  Nay,  but  hear  m«. 

^hep.  Go  to  then. 

Clo.  She  being  none  of  your  flefh  and  blood,  your 
fle(h  and  blood  has  not  offended  the  King ;  and,  fo, 
^  Vol,  III.  O  your 
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your  flefli  and  blood  is  not  to  be  punifh'd  by  him.  Shew 
thofe  things  you  found  about  her,  thofe  fecret  things,  all 
but  what  fhe  has  with  her  ;  this  being  done,  let  the  law 
go  whitUe  ;  I  warrant  you. 

Sbep.  I  will  tell  the  King  all,  every  word,  yea,  and 
his  fon's  pranks  too  ;  who,  I  may  fay,  is  no  honed  man 
neither  to  his  father,  nor  to  me,  to  go  about  to  make 
me  the  King's  brother-in-law. 

Clo,  Indeed,  brother  in  law  was  the  fartheft  off  you 
could  have  been  to  him  ;  and  then  your  blood  had  been 
the  dearer  by  I  know  how  much  an  ounce. 

Jut,  Very  wifely,  puppies  I,  {AJide. 

Sbep.  Well;:  let  us  to  the  King;  there  is  That  in  this 
Farthel  will  make  him  fcratch  his  beard. 

Jut.  1  know  not  what  impediment  this  Complaint 
mvf  be  to  the  flight  of  my  mailer. 

Clo.  Tray  heartily,  he  be  at  the  Palace. 

Ji^t,  Tho'  I  am  not  naturally  honell,  I  am  fo  fome- 
times  by  chance  ;  let  m.e  pocket  up  my  Pedlar's  excre- 
ment.   How  now,  ruftiques,  whither  are  you  bound  ? 

Shep,  To  th'  Palace,  an  it  like  your  Worlliip. 

Jut.  Your  affairs  there,  what,  with  whom,  the  con- 
dition of  that  farthel,  the  place  of  your  dwelling,  your 
names,  your  age,  of  what  having,  breedmg,  and  any 
thijig  that  is  fitting  for  to  be  known,  difcover. 

Clo.  We  are  but  plain  fellows,  Sii*. 

Jut.  A  lie  ;  you  are  rough  and  hairy  ;  let  me  have 
no  lying  ;  it  becomes  none  but  tradefmen,  and  they  often 
give  us  foldiers  the  lie;  but  we  pay  them  for  it  with 
flamped  coin,  not  ftabbing  ileel,  therefore  they  do  not 

pive  us  the  lie.  . 

Clo,  Your  Worfhip  had  like  to  have  given  us  one,  it 
you  had  not  taken  yourfelf  with  the  manner. 

Shep.  Are  you  a  Courtier,  an  like  you.  Sir  ? 

Jut.  Whether  it  like  me,  or  no,  I  am  a  Courtier. 
Seeft  thou  not  the  air  of  the  Court  in  thefe  enfoldings  ? 
hath  not  my  gate  in  it  the  meafure  of  the  Court  ?  re- 
ceives not  thv  nofeJ  count-odour  from  me  ?  reflet  i 
not,  on  thy  bafenefsy  oourt. contempt?  thmkMV  thou, 
for  thati  infmuate,  or  toz*  from  thee  thy  bufmefs,  1  am 

there- 
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therefore  no  Courtier  ?  I  am  courtier  Cap-a-fe ;  and 
one  that  will  either  pu(h  on,  or  pluck  back  thy  bufi- 
nefs  there  ;  whereupon  I  command  thee  to  open  thy 
aiFair. 

Sbep.  My  bufinefs,  Sir,  is  to  the  King, 

Jut.  What  Advocate  haft  thou  to  him  ? 

Shep,  I  know  not,  an't  like  you. 

C/o.  Advocate's  the  court- word  for  a  pheafant;  fay, 
you  have  none. 

Shp,  None,  Sir ;  I  have  no  pheafant,  cock,  nor  hen. 

Jut.  How  blefs'd  are  we  that  are  not  fimple  men  ! 
Yet  Nature  might  have  made  me  as  thefe  are. 
Therefore  I  will  not  difdain. 

CIo.  This  cannot  be  but  a  great  Courtier. 

Shep.  His  garments  are  rich,  but  he  wears  them  not 
handfomly. 

C/o.  He  fcems  to  be  the  more  noble  in  being  fantafri- 
cal  ;  a  Great  man,  Til  warrant ;  I  know,  by  the  pick- 
ing on's  teeth. 

Jut.  The  farthel  there  ?  what's  i'  th'  farthel  ? 
Wherefore  that  box  ? 

S^ep.  Sir,  there  lyes  fuch  fecrets  in  this  farthel  and 
box,  which  none  muft  know  but  the  King ;  and  which 
he  fhall  know  within  this  hour,  if  I  may  come  to  th' 
fpeech  of  him. 

Jut.  Age,  thou  haft  loft  thy  labour. 

Sbep.  Why.  Sir? 

Jut.  The  King  is  not  at  the  Palace  ;  he  is  gone  aboard 
a  new  fnip,  to  purge  melancholy  and  air  himfelf ;  for  if 
thou  be'ft  capable  of  things  ferious,  thou  muft  know, 
the  King  is  full  of  grief. 

S/jep.  So  'tis  faid,  Sir,  about  his  fon  that  ftiould  have 
married  a  Ihepherd's  daughter. 

Jut.  J f  .that  Ihepherd  be  not  in  hand-faft,  let  him 
fly  ;  the  curfes  he  lhall  have,  the  tortures  he  fhall  feel, 
will  break  the  back  of  man,  the  heart  of  monfter. 

C/o.  Think  you  fo,  Sir? 

Jut.  Not  he  alone  fhall  fufTer  what  wit  can  make 
heavy,  and  vengeance  bitter  ;  but  thofe  that  are  ger- 
jaane  to  hira^  tho'  removed  fifty  times,  fnall  all  come 

G  2  under 
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under  the  hangman ;  which  tho'  it  be  great  pity,  yet  k 
is  neceffary.  An  old  fheep  whiflling  rogue,  a  ram-ten- 
der, to  offer  to  have  his  daughter  come  into  grace  !  fome 
fay,  he  fhall  be  fton*d  ;  but  that  death  is  too  foft  for  him, 
fay  I :  draw  our  throne  into  a  Iheep-coat !  all  deaths  are 
too  few,  the  fharpeft  too  eafie. 

C/o.  Has  the  old  man  e'er  a  fon.  Sir,  do  you  hear, 
an't  like  you.  Sir  ? 

Jut.  He  has  a  fon,  who  fhall  be  flay'd  alive,  then 
'nointed  over  with  honey,  fet  on  the  head  of  a  wafp's 
neft,  then  Hand  'till  he  be  three  quarters  and  a  dram 
dead ;  then  recovered  again  with  Aqua-'vit^,  or  fome 
other  hot  infufion  ;  then,  raw  as  he  is,  (and  in  the  hot- 
tell  day  prognoftication  proclaims)  (hall  he  be  fet  againft 
a  brick- wall,  the  Sun  looking  with  a  fouthward  eye 
upon  him,  where  he  is  to  behold  him,  with  flies  blown 
to  death.  But  what  talk  we  of  thefe  traitorly  rafcals, 
whofe  miferies  are  to  be  fmiPd  at,  their  offences  being 
fo  capital  ?  Tell  me,  (for  you  feem  to  be  honeft  plain 
men)  what  you  have  to  the  King  ;  being  fomething 
gently  confider'd.  Til  bring  you  where  he  is  aboard, 
tender  your  perfons  to  his  prefence,  whifper  him  in  your 
behalf,  and  if  it  be  in  man,  befides  the  King,  to  efFed 
your  fuits,  here  is  a  man  fhall  do  it. 

do.  He  feems  to  be  of  great  authority  ;  clofe  with 
him,  give  him  gold  ;  and  though  authority  be  a  ftub- 
born  Bear,  yet  he  is  oft  led  by  the  nofe  with  gold  ; 
(hew  the  infide  of  your  purfe  to  the  outfide  of  his 
hand,  and  no  more  ado.  Remember,  flon'd,  and  flay'd 
alive.  

Shep.  An't  pleafe  you,  Sir,  to  undertake  the  bufmefs 
for  us,  here  is  that  gold  I  have ;  I'll  make  it  as  much 
more,  and  leave  this  young  man  in  pawn  'till  1  bring  it 
you. 

Aut,  After  I  have  done  what  I  promifed  ? 
Shep.  Ay,  Sir. 

Aut.  Weil,  give  me  the  moiety.  Are  you  a  party  5a 
this  bufmefs  ? 

Clo,  In  fome  fort,  Sir ;  but  tho'  my  cafe  be  a  pitiful 
one,  I  hope,  I  ftiall  not  be  flay'd  out  of  it. 

Autt 
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Aut.  Oh,  that's  the  cafe  of  the  fliepherd's  fon  \  hang 
him  ;  he'll  be  made  an  example. 

Clo.  Comfort,  good' comfort ;  we  mufl  to  the  King, 
and  fhew  our  llrange  fights ;  he  muft  know,  'tis  none  of 
your  daughter,  normyfifler;  we  are  gone  elfe.  Sir,  I 
will  give  you  as  much  as  this  old  man  doe^  when  the 
bufmefs  is  performed ;  and  remain,  as  he  fays,  your  Pawn 
'till  it  be  brought  you. 

Aut,  1  will  trull  you,  walk  before  toward  the  fea-fide, 
go  on  the  right  hand  \  I  will  but  look  upon  the  hedge, 
and  follow  you. 

Clo.  We  are  blefs'd  in  this  man,  as  I  may  fay,  even 
blefs^d. 

Shef.  Let's  before,  as  he  bids  us  ;  he  was  provided 
to  do  us  good.  [Exeu?it  Shcp.  andCio^-wn, 

Aut,  If  I  had  a  mind  to  be  honeft,  i  fee,  Fortune 
would  not  fuffer  me  ;  fhe  drops  booties  in  my  mouth. 
I  am  courted  now  with  a  double  occafion  :  gold,  and 
a  means  to  do  the  Prince  my  mafler  good  ;  which, 
who  knows  how  That  may  turn  back  to  my  advance- 
ment ?  I  will  bring  thefe  two  moles,  thefe  blind  ones, 
aboard  him  ;  if  he  think  it  fit  to  fhoar  them  again,  and 
that  the  complaint  they  have  to  the  King  concerns  him 
nothing,  let  him  call  me  rogue,  for  being  fo  far  officious ; 
for  I  am  proof  againft  that  Title,  and  what  (hame  elfe 
belongs  to't :  to  him  will  I  prefent  them,  there  may  be 
jnatter  in  \U  {tsiit* 
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A     C     T  V. 

^  S  C  E  N  E;,  changes  to  SiciJia. 

Enter  Leontes,  Cleominesv  Dion,  Paulina,  and 
Servants, 

CLEO  MINES. 

SI R,  you  have  dane  enough,  and  have  performed 
A  faint  like  forrow  :  no  fault  could  you  make. 
Which  you  have  not  redeemed ;  indeed^  paid  down 
More  penitence,  than  done  trefpafs.    At  the  laft. 
Do  as  the  heavens  have  done,  forget  your  evil  \ 
With  them,,  forgive  yourfelf. 

Leo.  Whilil  1  remember 
Her  and  her  virtues,  I  cannot  forget 
My  blemifees  in  them,  and  fo  Hill  think  of 
The  wrong  I  did  myfelf;  which  was  fo  much, 
Tliat  heir-iefs  it  hath  made  my  Kingdom  ;  and 
Deflroy'd  the  fweet'ft  companion,  that  e'er  man  {i6) 
Bred  his  hopes  out  of. 

Pau.  True,  too  true,  my  lord ; 
Jf  one  by  one  you  wedded  all  the  world, 
Or,  from  the  All  that  are,  took  fomething  good. 
To  make  a  perfed  v/oman  j  ihe,  you  kill'd. 
Would  be  unparalleled. 

Leo.  I  think  fo.    KilPd  ? 
KilPd  ?  fhe  I  kiird  .?  I  did  fo,  but  thou  firik'ft  me 
Sorely,  to  fay  I  did  ;  it  is  as  bitter 

(l6)  Deftroy'd  the  J'weet'fi  Companion  that  eerMan 
Bred  bii  hopes  out  of,  true. 

Pau.  Too  true,  my  Lord.]  A  very  flight  Examination  will  con- 
vince evVy  intelligent  Reader,  that,  true,  here  has  jumpM  out 
of  its  place  in  all  the  Editions,  What  the  King  would  fay,  is 
abfolutely  complete  without  it :  and  the  placing  it,  where  the 
printed  Copies  have  done,  is  an  Embarrafsment  to  the  Senfe, 
Thefe  two  Reafons,  I  hope,  will  be  fufiicient  to  juftify  my 
Tranfpofition, 
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Upon  thy  tongue,  as  in  my  thought.  New,  good  naw. 
Say  fo  but  feldom. 

Cleo.  Not  at  all,  good  lady  ; 
You  might  have  fpoke  a  thoufand  things,  that  would 
Have  done  the  time  more  benefit,  and  grac'd 
Your  kindnefs  better. 

Pau.  You  are  one  of  thofe. 
Would  have  him  wed  again.. 

Dio,  If  you  would  not  fo,  ,  ; 
You  pity  not  the  Hate,  nor  the  remembrance 
Of  his  moft  fovereign  name  j  confider  little, 
What  dangers  (by  his  highnelV  fail  of  iflue) 
May  drop  upon  his  kingdom,  and  devour 
Incertain  lookers  on.    What  werje  more  holy, 
Than  to  rejoice,  the  former  Queen  is  well  ? 
What  holier,  than  for  royalty  s  repair, 
For  prefent  comfort,  and  for  future  good,- 
To  blefs  the  bed  of  Majefly  again 
With  a  fwect  fellow  to't  ?  . 

Pau.  There  is  none  worthy, 
Refpeding  her  that's  gone  ;  befides,  the  Gods 
Wi:l  have  fiilfiird  their  fecret  purpofes ; 
For  has  not  the  divine  j^pollo  faid, 
Is't  not  the  tenour  of  his  oracle. 
That  King  Leontes  (hall  not  have  an  heir, 
'Till  hisloil  child  be  found?  which,  that  it  (hall. 
Is  all  as  monftrous  to  our  human  reafon, 
As  my  Antigonus  to  break  his  grave, 
And  come  again  to  me  ;  who,  on  my  life. 
Did  perifh.with  the  infant.  'Tis  your  counfel, 
My  lord  (hould  to  the  heav'ns  be  contrary ; 
Cppofe  againft  their  wills. — Care  not  for  iHue  ; 

\Jo  the  King, 
The  crown  will  find  an  heir.    Great  Alexandcf^ 
Left  his  to  th'  worthieft ;  fo  his  fuccefTcr 
Was  like  to  be  the  beft. 

Leo,  Good  PaulinUy 
Who  hail  the  memory  of  Tiermloney 
I  know,  in  honour  :  O,  that  ever  I 
Had  fcjuar'd  me  to  thy  counfel  \  then,  even  now 

G  4  1 
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I  might  have  look'd  upon  my  Queen^s  full  eyes. 
Have  taken  treafure  from  her  Hps  ? 

Pau.  And  left  them 
More  rich,  for  what  they  yielded. 

Leo.  Thou  fpeak'ft  truth : 
No  more  fuch  wives,  therefore  no  wife ;  one  worfe. 
And  better  us'd,  would  make  h  er  fainted  fpirit  (17) 
Again  pofTcfs  her  corps ;  and  on  this  ftage, 
(Where  we  offend  her  now)  appear  foul-vext. 
And  begin.  Why  to  me  ?  — 

?au.  Had  fhe  fuch  powcr,^ 
She  had  juA  caufe. 

Leo,  She  had,  and  would  incenfe  me 
To  murther  her  I  married. 

Fau,  I  Should  fo  : 
Were  I  the  ghoft  that  walk'd,  Td  bid  you  mark 
Her  eye,  and  tell  m€,  for  what  dull  part  in't 
You  chofe  her  ;  then  Td  fhriek,  that  even  your  ears 
Shou'd  rift  to  hear  me,  and  the  words  that  followed 
ShouM  be.  Remember  mine. 

Leo.  Stars,  f^ars, 
And  all  eyes  elfe,  dead  coals  :  fear  thou  no  wife  : 
I'll  have  no  wife,  Paulina, 

Pan.  Will  you  fvvear 
Never  to  marry,  but  by  my  free  leave? 

Le&.  Never,  Paulina  ;  to  be  blefs'd  my  fpirit ! 

Pau,  Then,  good  my  lords,  bear  witnefs  to  his  oath* 

Cleo.  You  tempt  him  over-much. 

Pau,  Unlefs  another, 
As  like  Hermione  as  is  her  pi^lure, 

(17)  ■  VJOuJd  make  her  fainted  Spirit 

Again  poJJ'efs  ber  Corps,  and  on  ibis  Stage 
(IVbere  ive  Offenders  now  appear)  foul-njexty 
And  begirt.  Sec  ]  'Tis  obvious,  that  the  Grammar  Is 
clefeftive  ;  and  the  Senfe  confequcntly  wants  fuporting.  The 
iTrght  Change,  I  have  made,  cures  Both  :  and,  furely,  'tis  an 
Improvement  to  the  Sentiment  for  the  King  to  fay,  that  Paulina 
and  He  offended  his  dead  Wife's  Ghoft  with  the  Subject  of  a 
fccond  Match  :  rather  than  in  general  Terms  to  call  themfelves 
Cfenden,  Sinnen, 

Affront 
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Affront  his  eye. 

Cleo,  Good  Madam,  pray,  have  done. 

Pau.  Yet,  if  my  lord  will  marry ;  if  you  will,  Sir  ; 
No  remedy,  but  you  will ;  give  me  the  office 
To  chufe  you  a  Queen  ;  (he  fhall  not  be  fo  young 
As  was  your  former;  but  fhe  fhall  be  fuch, 
As,  walkM  your  firft  Queen's  ghoft,  it  fhould  take  joy 
To  fee  her  in  your  arms. 

Leo.  My  true  Pau/ina, 
We  (hall  not  marry,,  'till  thou  bld'ft  us. 

Pau.  That 

Shall  be,  when  your  firft  Queen's  again  in  breath : 
Never  'till  then. 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

Gent.  One  that  gives  out  himfelf  prince  Florizeli 
Son  of  Polixenesy  with  his  princefs  (fhe, 
The  faireft  I  have  yet  beheld)  defires  accefs 
To  your  high  prefence. 

Leo.  What  with  him  ?  he  comes  not 
Like  to  his  father's  greatnefs  ;  his  approach, 
80  out  of  circumftance  and  fudden,  tells  us, 
'Tis  not  a  vifitation  fram'd,  hut  forc'd- 
By  need  and  accident.    What  train  }. 

Gent,  But  few, 
And  thofe  but  mean. 

Leo.  His  princefs,  fay  you  with  him  ? 

Gent.  Yes,  the  moft  peerlefs  piece  of  earth,  I  think. 
That  e'er  the  fun  fhone  bright  on. 

Pau.  Oh  Hermione, 
As  every  prefent  time  doth  boaft  itfelf 
Above  a  better,  gone;  fo  muft  thy  grave 
Give  way  to  what's  feen  now.    Sir,  you  yourfelf 
Have  faid,  and  writ  fo  ;  but  your  writing  now 
Is  colder  than  that  theme ;  fhe  had  not  been. 
Nor  was  fhe  to  be  equall'd ;  thus  your  verfe 
Flow'd  with  her  beauty  once ;  'tis  fhrewdly  ebb'd. 
To  fay,  you've  feen  a  better, 

Gent.  Pardon,  Madam; 
The  ^ne  1  have  almofl  forgot,  (your  pardon) 

O  s  The 
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The  other,  when  fhe  has  obtain 'd  your  eye, 
^    Will  have  your  tongue  too.    This  is  a  creature. 
Would  (he  begin  a  fed,  might  quench  the  zeal 
Of  all  profefiors  elie,  make  profelytes 
Of  who  (lie  bat  bid  follow. 
Pau>  How  ?  not  women  ? 

Gent:  Women  will  love  her,  that  (he  is  a  woman 
More  worth  than  any  man  :  men,  that  fhe  is 
The  rareil  of  all  women. 

Leo    Go,  Cleomi n es  ; 
Yourfelf  (affifted  with  your  honoured  friends) 
Bring  them  to  our  embracement.    Still  'tis  ftrange 
He  fliouid  thus  Ileal  upon  us.  [Extt  Cko^ 

Pau,  Had  our  prince 
(Jewel  of  chi  dren)  feen  this  hour,  he  had  paired 
Well  with  this  lord  ;  there  was  not  full  a  month 
Between  their  births. 

Leo,  Pr'ythee,  no  more  3  ceafe,  thou  know 'ft,. 
He  dies  to  me  again,  when  talk'd  of :  fure, 
When  I  (hall  fee  this  gentleman,  thy  fpeeches 
Will  bring  me  to  confider  that  which  may 
Unfurnifh  me  of  reafon.    They  are  come. 

Enter  Florizel,  Perdita,  Cleomines,  md  oiheru 

'   Your  mother  was  moft  true  to  v/edlock,  prince. 
For  Ihe  did  print  your  royal  father  off. 
Conceiving  you.    Were  I  but  twenty  one. 
Your  fatlier's  image  is  fo  hit  in  you. 
His  very  air,  that  I  fhould  call  you  brother. 
As  I  did  him,  and  fpeak  of  fomething  wildly 
By  us  perform'd  before.    Moll  dearly  v/elcome^ 
As  your  fair  princefs,  goddefs ! — oh!  alas ! 
I  lofi  a  couple,  that  'twixt  heav'n  and  earth 
Might  thus  have  flood  begetting  wonder,  as 
You  gracious  couple  do  ;  and  then  I  loll 
fAll  mine  own  folly  !)  the  fociety. 
Amity  too  of  your  brave  father,  whom 
(Tho'  bearing -mifery)  I  defire  my  life 
Once  more  to  look  on. 
Flor*  Sir,  by  his  command 
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Have  I  here  touch'd  Sicilian  and  from  him 

Give  you  all  greetings,  that  a  King,  (at  friend) 

Can  fend  his  brother  ;  and  but  infirmity, 

Which  waits  upon  worn  times,  hath  fomething  feiz'd 

Hiswilh'd  ability,  he  had  himfelf 

The  lands  and  waters  'twixt  your  throne  and  his 

Meafur'd,  to  look  upon  you ;  whom  he  loves. 

He  bad  me  fay  fo,  more  than  all  the  fcepters. 

And  thofe  that  bear  them  living. 

Leo.  Oh,  my  brother  ! 
Good  gentleman,  the  wrongs  I  have  done  thee  ftir'  ^ 
Afrefh  within  me  ;  and  thefe  thy  oiHces, 
So  rarely  kind,  are  as  interpreters 
Of  my  behind  hand  flacknefs.    Welcome  hither. 
As  is  the  fpring  to  th'  earth.    And  hath  he  too 
Expos'd  this  paragon  to  th"  fearful  ufage 
(At  leaft,  ungentle)  of  the  dreadful  Neptune, 
To  greet  a  man,  not  worth  her  pains,  much  lefsj, . 
Th'  adventure  of  her  perfon  ? 

Flo.  Good  my  lord, , 
She  came  from  Libya, 

Leo,  Where  the  warlike  SmaluT, 
That  noble  honoured  lord,  is  fear'd,  and  lov'di 

Flo.  Moft  royal  Sir, 
From  thence  ;  from  him,  whofe  daughter 
His  tears  proclaim'd  his  parting  with  ner ;  thence 
(A  profperous  fouth-wind  fri-endJy)  we  have  crofs'dj 
To  execute  the  charge  my  father  gave  me^ 
For  viiicing  your  highnefs ;  my  belt  train 
I  have  from  your  Sicilian  fhores  difmifs'd,  , 
Who  for  Bohemia  bend,  to  fignifie 
Not  only  my  fuccefs  in  Libya ^  Sir, 
But  my  arrival,  and  my  vv.ife'5,  in  fafcty , 
Here,  where  we  are. 

Leo,  The  bleffed  Gods 
Purge  all  iiifedlion  from  our  air,  whilfl:  you 
Do  climate  here  I  Yoa  have  a  holy  father, 
A  graceful  gentleman,  againft  whofe  perfon,  . 
So  facred  as  it  is,  I  have  done  fin ; 
JPox  which  the  heavens;,  taking  angry  note. 
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Have  left  me  ifTue-lefs ;  and  your  father's  blefs'dj, 
As  he  from  heaven  merits  it,  with  you. 
Worthy  his  goodnefs.    What  might  I  have  been. 
Might  L  a  fon  and  daughter  now  have  look'd  on. 
Such  goodly  things  as  you  ? 

Efiter  a  Lord, 

Lord,  Mod  noble  Sir, 
That,  which  I  fhall  report,  will  bear  no  credit. 
Were  not  the  proof  fo  high,    Pleafe  you,  great  Sir, 
Bohemia  greets  you  from  himfelf,  by  me  ; 
Defires  you  to  attach  his  fon,  who  has. 
His  dignity  and  duty  both  caft  off, 
Fled  from  his  father,  from  his  hopes,  and  with 
A  Ihepherd's  daughter. 

Leo.  Where's  Bohemia  ?  fpeak. 

Lord.  Here  in  your  city  ;  I  now  came  from  hiiB.' 
I  fpeak  amazedly,  and  it  becomes 
My  marvel,  and  my  meffage  :  to  your  court 
Whilft  he  was  haftning,  in  the  chafe,  it  feems. 
Of  this  fair  couple,  meets  he  on  the  way 
The  father  of  this  feeming  lady,  and 
Her  brother,  having  both  their  country  quitted 
With  this  young  Prince. 

Flo.  Camiilo  has  betray 'd  me  5 
Whofe  honour  and  whofe  honefty  'till  nov/ 
Endur'd  all  weathers. 

Lord.  Lay't  fo  to  his  charge ; 
He's  with  the  king  your  father, 

Leo.  Who?  Camillo? 

Lord.  Camillo^  Sir,  I  fpake  with,  hfm  ;  who  now 
Has  thefe  poor  men  in  queftion.    Never  faw  I 
Wretches  fo  quake  ;  they  kneel,  they  kifs  the  earth  5 
Forfwear  themfeives,  as  often  as  they  fpeak  : 
Bohemia  flops  his  cars,  and  threatens  them 
^   With  divers  deaths,  in  death. 

Per.  Oh,  my  poor  father  ? 
The  heav'n  fets  fpies  upon  us,  will  TiOt  have 
Our  contrail  celebrated  < 

LtQ^  You  are  marry 'd  ? 
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Fh,  We  are  not,  Sir,  nor  are  we  like  to  be  ^ 
The  ftars,  I  fee,  will  kifs  the  valleys  firft ; 
The  odds  for  high  and  low's  alike. 

Leo.  My  lord, 
Is  this  the  daughter  of  a  King  ? 

FU^.  She  is, 
When  once  (he  is  my  wife. 

Leo.  That  once,  I  fee,  by  your  good  father's  fpecd. 
Will  come  on  very  flowly.    I  am  forry, 
(Moft  forry)  you  have  broken  from  his  liking; 
Where  you  were  ty'd  in  duty  ;  and  as  forry. 
Your  choice  is  not  fo  rich  in  worth  as  beauty. 
That  you  might  well  enjoy  her. 

F/o.  Dear,  look  up  ; 
Though  Fortune,  vifible  an  enemy, 
Should  chafe  us,  with  my  father  ;  power  no  Jot 
Hath  Ihe  to  change  our  loves.    'Befeech  you.  Sir, 
'  Remember,  fmce  you  ow'd  no  more  to  time 
Than  I  do  now  ;  with  thought  of  fuch  afFedlions, 
Step  forth  mine  advocate  ;  at  your  requeft. 
My  father  will  grant  precious  things,  as  trifles, 

Leo,  Would  he  do  fo,  I'd  beg  your  precious  miftrefs. 
Which  he  counts  but  a  trifle. 

Fau,  Sir,  my  liege. 
Your  eye  hath  too  much  youth  in't;  not  a  month 
'Fore  your  Queen  dy'd,  fhe  was  more  worth  fuch  gazes 
Than  what  you  look  on  now. 

Leo,  I  thought  of  her. 
Even  in  thefe  looks  I  made  — But  your  petition 

>^  1^0  Florizel, 

Is  yet  unanfwer'd  ;  I  will  to  your  father; 
Your  honour  not  overthrown  by  your  defires, 
Tm  friend  to  them* and  you;  upon  which  errand 
J  now  go  toward  him,  therefore  follow  me, 
And  mark  what  way  I  make  ;  come,  good  my  lord. 

\Fxemt^ 


SCENE 
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SCENE,  near  the  Court  in  Sicillat 
Enter  Autolicus,  and  a  Gentleman, 

Jut,  TJEfeech  you,  Sir,  were  you  prefent  at  this  re- 
Jj         lation  > 

I  Geizt.  I  was  by  at  the  opening  of  the  farthel,  heard 
the  old  (hepherd  deliver  the  manner  how  he  found  it ; 
whereupon,  after  a  little  amazednefs,  we  were  all  com- 
manded out  of  the  cham.ber :  only  this,  methought,  I 
heard  the  (hepherd  fay,  he  found  the  child. 

Jut.  I  would  moft  gladly  know  the  iffue  of  it. 

1  Gent.  I  make  a  broken  delivery  of  the  bufinefs ; 
but  the  changes  I  perceived  in  the  King,  and  Camillo^ 
were  very  notes  of  admiration;  they  feem'd  almoft, 
with  flaring  on  one  another,  to  tear  the  cafes  of  their 
eyes.  There  was  fpeech  in  their  dumbnefs,  language 
in  their  very  geilure  ;  they  look'd,  as  they  had  heard 
of  a  world  ranfbm'd,  or  one  deflroyM  ;  a  notable  palTion 
of  wonder  appeared  in  them;  but  the  v/ifeit  beholder, 
that  knew  no  more  but  feeing,  could  not  fay  if  th'  im- 
portance were  joy  or  forrow  ;  but  in  the  extremity  of  the 
one,  it  muft  needs  be. 

Enter  another  Gentleman, 

Here  comes  a  gentleman,  that,  happily,  knows  more  : 
the  news,  Rogero  P 

2  Gent.  Nothing  but  bonfires :  the  oracle  is  fulfill'd  ; 
the  King's  daughter  is  found  ;  fuch  a  deal  of  wonder  is 
broken  out  within  this  hour,  that  ballad-makers  cannot- 
be  able  to  exprefs  it. 

Enter  another  Gentlenianv 

Here  comes  the  lady  Paulinas  Steward,  he  can  deli- 
ver you  more.  How  goes  it  now,  Sir?  this  news» 
which  is'Caird  true,  is  fo  like  an  old  tale,  that  the  ve^ 
rity  of  it  is  in  llrong  fufpicion ;  has  the  King  found,;his 
heir  ? 

3  Gent,  Moil  true,  if  ever  truth  were  pregnant  by 

circum- 
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circumftance :  That  which  you  hear,  you'll  fwear  you 
fee,  there  is  fuch  unity  in  the  proofs.    The  mantle  of 

Queen  Hermione--  her  jewel  about  the  neck  of  it,— 

the  letters  of  Antigonus  found  with  it,  which  they  know 

to  be  hiss  charadler,  the  majefty  of  the  creature,  in 

refemblance  of  the  mother,—— the  a{Fe£lion  of  noble- 

nefs,  which  nature  fhews  above  her  breeding,  an4 

many  other  evidences  proclaim  her  with  all  certainty  to 
be  the  King's  daughter.  Did  you  fee  the  meeting  of  the 
two  Kings  ? 

2  Gent,  No. 

3  Gent.  Then  have  you  loft  a  fight,  which  was  to  be 
feen,  cannot  be  fpoken  of  There  might  you  have  be- 
held one  joy  crown  another,  fo  and  in  fuch  manner, 
that  it  feem'd,  forrow  wept  to  take  leave  of  them,  ,  for 
their  joy  waded  in  tears.  There  was  calling  up  of  eyes, 
holding  up  of  hands,  with  countenance  of  fuch  diftraiilir 
on,  that  they  were  to  be^  known  by  garment,  not  by 
favour.  Our  King  being  ready  to  leap  out  of  himfelf, 
for  joy  of  his  found  daughter  ;  as  if  that  joy  were  now 
become  a  lofs,  cries,  oh,  thy  mother,  thy  mother ! 
then  asks  Bohemia  forgivenefs ;  then  embraces  his  fon* 
in-law;  then  again  worries  he  his  daughter,  with  clip- 
ping her.  Now  he  thanks  the  old  Ihepherd,  who 
Hands  by,  like  a  weather-beaten  conduit  of  many 
Kings'  reigns.  I  never  heard  of  fuch  another  encounter, 
which  lames  report  to  follow  it,  and  undoes  defcriptionto 
do  it. 

2  Gent,  What,  pray  you,  became  of  Antigonus^  that 
carryM  hence  the  child  ? 

3  Gent,  Like  an  old  tale  ft  ill,  which  will  have  matters 
to  rehearfe,  tho'  credit  be  afleep,  and  not  an  ear  open  j 
he  was  torn  to  pieces  with  a  bear ;  this  avouches  the 
fhepherd's  fon,  who  has  not  only  his  innocence,  which 
feems  much  to  juftifie  him,  but  a  handkerchief  and  rings 
of  his,  that  Paulina  knows. 

I  Gent,  What  became  of  his  bark,  and  his  followers  ? 

3  Gent,  Wreckt  the  fame  inftant  of  their  marter*s 
death,  and  in  the  view  of  the  fhepherd  ;  fo  that  all  the 
inftruments,  which  aided  to  expofe  the  child,  wer«  eveii 
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then  loft,  when  it  was  found.  But,  oh,  the  noble  com- 
bat, that  'twixt  joy  and  forrow  was  fought  in  Paulina  I 
She  had  one  eye  declin'd  for  thelofs  of  her  husband, 
another  elevated  that  the  Oracle  was  fulfill'd.  She  lifted 
the  Princefs  from  the  earth,  and  fo  locks  her  in  em- 
bracmg,  as  if  fhe  would  pin  her  to  her  heart,  that  fhe 
might  no  more  be  in  danger  of  lofing. 

I  Gent  The  dignity  of  this  ad  was  worth  the  audi-^ 
cnce  of  Kings  and  Princes ;  for  by  fuch  was  it  adled. 

3  Gent.  One  of  the  prettied  touches  of  all,  and  that 
which  angled  for  mine  eyes,  (caught  the  water,  tho' not 
thefiOi,)  was,  when  at  the  relation  of  the  Queen's  dea-th, 
with  the  manner  how  fhe  came  to  it,  bravely  confefs'd, 
and  lamented  by  the  King,  how  attentivenefs  wounded 
his  daughter  ;  'till,  from  one  fign  of  dolour  to  another, 
ftie  did,  with  an,  alas !  T  would  fain  fay,  bleed  tears ; 
for,  I  am  fure,  my  heart  wept  blood.  Who  was  moil 
marble,  there  changed  colour  ;  fome  fwooned,  all  for- 
rowed ;  if  all  the  world  could  have  feen't,  the  woe  had 
been  univerfal. 

I  Gent,  Are  they  returned  to  the  court  ? 

3  Gent.  No.  The  Princefs  hearing  of  her  mother's 
ftatue,  which  is  in  the  keeping  of  Paulina,  a  piece  many 
years  in  doing,  and  now  newly  perform'd  by  (18)  that 
rare  Italian  raafter,  fulia  Romano ;  who,  had  he  himfelf 
eternity,  and  could  put  breath  into  his  work,  would  be- 
guile nature  of  her  cuftom,  fo  perfedly  he  is  her  ape  : 

(iS)  that  rare  Italian  Mafter,  Julio  Rofftano  5]  All  the  En- 
comiums, put  together,  that  have  been  conferr'd  on  this  ex*, 
cellent  Artift  in  Painting  and  Architedlure,  do  not  amount  to 
the  fine  Praife  here  given  him  by  our  Author.  He  was  born 
in  the  Year  1492,  livM  juft  that  Circle  of  Years  which  our 
Shakefpeare  did,  and  dy'd  Eighteen  Years  before  the  latter  wat 
born.  Fine  and  generous,  therefore,  as  this  Tribute  of  Praife 
muft  be  own'd,  yet  it  was  a  ft  range  Abfurdity,  fure,  to  thruft 
^  it  into  a  Tale,  the  Action  of  which  is  fuppos'd  within  the  Pe- 
riod of  Heathcnifm,  and  whilft  the  Oracles  of  j^pol/o  were 
confultcd.  This,  however,  was  a  known  and  wilful  Anachro- 
nifm  ;  which  might  have  flept  in  Obfcurity,  perhaps  Mr,  Fc^e 
will  iay,  had  I  not  animadverted  on  it, 

He 
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He  fo  near  to  Hermione  hath  done  Hermione^  that  they 
fay,  one  would  fpeak  to  her,  and  ftand  in  hope  of  an- 
fwer.  Thither  with  aH  ^eedinefs  of  affeftion  are  they 
gone,  and  there  they  intend  tafup. 

2  Gfnt,  I  thought,  (he  had  fome  great  matter  there 
in  hand,  for  fhe  hath  privately  twice  or  thrice  a- day, 
ever  fince  the  death  of  Hermione,  vifited  that  removed 
houfe.  Shall  we  thither,  and  with  our  company  piece 
the  rejoycing  ? 

I  Gent.  Who  would  be  thence,  that  has  the  benefit  of 
accefs  ?  every  wink  of  an  eye,  fome  new  grace  will  be 
born  :  our  abfence  makes  ms  unthrifty  to  our  knowledge. 
Let's  along.  [^Exeunt, 

Aut,  Now  had  I  not  the  dafli  of  my  former  life  in 
me,  would  preferment  drop  on  my  head.  I  brought  the 
old  man  and  his  fon  aboard  the  Prince  ;  told  him,  I 
heard  them  talk  of  a  farthel,  and  I  know  not  what;  but 
he  at  that  time,  over- fond  of  the  (hepherd^s  daughter, 
(fo  he  then  took  her  to  be)  who  began  to  be  much  fea- 
fick,  and  himfelf  little  better,  extremity  of  weather  con- 
tinuing, this  myftery  remained  undifcovered.  But  'tis 
all  one  to  me  ;  for  had  I  been  the  fmder  out  of  this  fe- 
cret,  it  would  not  have  relifh'd  among  my  other  dit 
credits. 

'Enter  Shepherd  and  Clon^n. 

Here  come  thofe  I  have  done  good  to  agalnft  my  will, 
and  already  appearing  in  the  blofToms  of  their  fortune. 

Shep,  Come,  boy,  I  am  pad  more  children  ;  but  thy 
fons  and  daughters  will  be  all  gentlemen  born, 

Clo,  You  are  well  met.  Sir  ;  you  denied  to  fight  with 
me  this  other  day,  becaufe  I  was  no  gentleman  born  : 
fee  you  thefe  cloaths  ?  fay,  you  fee  them  not,  and  think 
me  ftill  no  gentleman  born.  You  were  beft  fay,  thefe 
robes  are  not  gentlemen  born.  Give  me  the  lie ;  do, 
and  try  whether  I  am  not  now  a  gentleman  born. 

Aut,  I  know  you  are  now,  Sir,  a  gentleman  born. 

Clo.  Ay,  and  have  been  fo  any  time  thefe  four  hours* 

Shep.  And  fo  have  I,  boy. 

€/fl.  So  you  have  i  but  I  was  a  gentleman  born  before 

my 
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my  father  ;  for  the  King's  fon  took  me  by  the  hand,  and 
caird  me  brother  ;  and  then  the  two  Kings  calPd  my 
father  brother ;  and  then  the  Prince  my  brother,  and 
the  Princefs  my  filler,  calPd  my  father,  father,  and  fo 
we  wept ;  and  there  was  the  firil  gentleman>like  tears 
that  ever  we  fhed. 

Shp.  We  may  live,  fon,  to  fhed  many  more. 

C/o.  Ay,  or  elfe  'twere  hard  luck,  being  in  fo  pre- 
poflerous  eflate  as  we  are. 

Juf.  I  humbly  befeech  you,  Sir.  to  pardon  me  all  the 
faults  I  have  committed  to  yourworfhip,  and  to  give  me 
your  good  report  to  the  Prince,  my  mailer. 

S^ep,  Pr'ythee,  fon,  do ;  for  we  muft  be  gentle>  now 
we  are  gentlemen. 

C/o,  Thou  wilt  amend  thy  life  ? 

Jut,  Ay,  an  it  like  your  good  worfhip. 

C/o,  Give  me  thy  hand ;  I  will  fwear  to  the  Prince^ 
thou  art  as  honeft  a  true  fellow  as  any  is  in  Bohemia, 

SJbep,  You  may  fay  it,  but  not  fwear  it. 

C/o^  Not  fwear  it,  now  I  am  a  gentleman  ?  let  boors 
and  franklins  fay  it,  I'll  fwear  it. 

Shep.  How  if  it  be  falfe,  fon  ? 

C/o,  If  it  be  ne'er  fo  falfe,  a  true  gentleman  may 
fwear  it  in  the  behalf  of  his  friend  :  and  I'll  fwear  to 
the  Prince,  thou  art  a  tall  fellow  of  thy  hands,  and  that 
thou  wilt  not  be  drunk  ;  but  I  know  ;  thou  art  no  tall 
fellow  of  thy  hands  ;  and  that  thou  wilt  be  drunk ;  but 
1 11  fwear  it ;  and,  I  would,  thou  would'ft  be  a  tall 
fellow  of  thy  hands. 

Jul  I  will  prove  fo.  Sir,  to  my  power. 

C/o.  Ay,  by  any  means  prove  a  tall  fellow  ;  if  I  do 
TiOt  wonder  how  thou  dar'ft  venture  to  be  drunk,  not  be* 
ing  a  tall  fellow,  truft  me  not.  Hark,  the  Kings  and 
the  Princes,  our  kindred,  are  going  to  fee  the  Queen's 
pidure.    Come,  follow  us :  we'll  be  thy  good  matters. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  changes  to  Paulina'^  Houfe. 

Enter  Leontes,  Polixenes,  Florizel,  Perdita,  CamillOp 
Paulina,  Lards  and  Attendants* 

Leo.        Grave  and  good  Faulina,  the  great  comfort; 
\J  That  I  have  had  of  thee  ! 

Paul.  What,  fovereign  Sir, 
I  did  not  well,  I  meant  well ;  all  my  fervlces 
You  have  paid  home.    But  that  you  have'vouchfafd. 
With  your  crown'd  brother,  and  thefe  your  contraded 
Heirs  of  your  kingdoms,  my  poor  houfe  to  vific  j 
it  is  a  furplus  of  your  Grace,  which  never 
My  life  may  laft  to  anfwer. 

Leo.  O  Paulina^ 
We  honour  you  with  trouble ;  but  we  came 
To  fee  the  ftatue  of  our  Queen.    Your  gallery 
Have  we  pafs'd  through,  not  without  much  content^' 
In  many  Angularities  ;  but  we  faw  not 
That,  which  my  daughter  came  to  look  upon. 
The  flatue  of  her  mother. 

PauL  As  (he  livM  peerlefs, 
So  her  dead  likenefs,  I  do  well  believe, 
Excels  whatever  yet  you  look'd  upon, 
Or  hand  of  man  hath  done ;  therefore  I  keep  it 
Lovely,  apart.    But  here  it  is ;  prepare 
To  fee  the  life  as  lively  mock'd,  as  ever 
Still  fleep  mock'd  death  ;   behold,  and  fay,  'tis  well  \ 
[Paulina  dra^s  a  curtain^  and  difco'vers  Hermion€ 
Jianding  like  a  jlatue, 
I  like  yourfilence,  it  the  more  fliews  off 
Your  wonder;  but  yet  fpeak,  firft  you,  my  Liege, 
Comes  it  not  fomething  near  ? 

Leo.  Her  natural  pofture  ! 
Cliide  me,  dear  ftone,  that  I  may  fay,  indeed. 
Thou  art  Hermione ;  or  rather,  thou  art  fhe, 
Jn  thy  not  chiding  ;  for  ihe  was  as  tender 
As  infancy  and  grace.    But  y.et,  Paulina, 
Hermione  was  not  fo  much  wrinkled,  nothing 
So  aged  as  this  feems. 
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Pol  Oh,  not  by  much* 

Paul.  So  much  the  more  onr  carver's  excellence,. 
Which  lets  go  by  fome  frxteen  years  s  and  makes  her, 
As  fhe  Hv'd  now. 

Leo,  As  now  fhe  might  have  done, 
So  much  to  my  good  comfort,  as  it  is 
Now  piercing  to  my  foul.    Oh,  thus  fhe  flood ; 
Even  with  fuch  Jife  of  Majefty,  (warm  hfe, 
As  now  it  coldly  frauds,)  when  firfl  I  woo'd  her, 
I  am  afham'd;  do's  not  the  flone  rebuke  me, 
For  being  more  flone  than  it?  oh,  royal  piece! 
There's  magick  in  thy  Majefty,  which  has 
My  evils  con^ur'd  to  remembrance  j  and 
From  my  admiring  daughter  took  the  fpirits^ 
Standing  hke  ilone  with  thee. 

Per.  And  give  me  leave. 
And  do  not  fay  'tis  fuperiiition,  that 
I  kneel,  and  then  implore  her  blefTing.— — Lady,. 
Dear  Qjeen,  that  ended  when  1  but  began. 
Give  me  that  hand  of  yours  to  kifs, 

Paul.  O,  patience  ;  

The  flatue  is  but  newly  fix'd ;  the  colour's 
Not  dry. 

Cam.  My  Lord,  your  forrow  was  too  fore  laid  on^ 
Which  fixteen  winters  cannot  blow  away, 
So  many  fummers  dry :  fcarce  any  joy 
Did  ever  fo  long  live  ;  no  forrow. 
But  kiird  itfelf  much  fooner. 

Pol.  Dear  my  brother. 
Let  himj  that  was  the  caufe  of  this,  have  power 
To  take  off  fo  much  grief  from  you,  as  he 
Will  piece  up  in  himfelf. 

Paul.  Indeed,  my  Lord^ 
If  I  had  thought,  the  fight  of  my  poor  image 
Would  thus  have  wrought  you,  (for  the  ftone  is  mine,} 
I'd  not  have  fhew'd  it. 

Leo.  Do  not  draw  the  curtain. 

Paul.  No  longer  fhall  you  gaze  on't,  left  your  fancy 
May  think  anon,  it  move. 

Leo.  Let  be,  let  be ; 

Would 
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Would  I  were  dead,  but  that,  methinks,  already——-! 
What  was  he,  that  did  make  it  ?  fee,  my  Lord, 
Would  you  not  deem,  it  breath'd  ;  and  that  thofe  veins 
Did  verily  bear  blood  ? 

?oL  Mafterly  done  ! 
The  very  life  feems  warm  upon  her  Hp. 

Leo.  The  fixure  of  her  eye  has  motion  iri% 
As  we  were  mock'd  with  art. 

FauL  I'll  draw  the  curtain. 
My  Lord's  almoft  fo  far  tranfported,  that 
He'll  think  anon,  it  Lves. 

Leo,  O  fweet  Paulina^ 
Make  me  to  think  fo  twenty  years  together : 
No  fettled  fenfes  of  the  world  can  match 
The  pleafure  of  that  madnefs.    Let't  alone. 

Paul.  I'm  forry.  Sir,  I  lia ve  thus  far  ftirr'd  you ;  but 
I  could  aiflift  you  further, 

Leo,  Do,  Paulina  \ 
For  this  afflidlion  has  a  tafte  as  fweet 
As  any  cordial  comfort.    Still,  methinks. 
There  is  an  air  comes  from  her.    What  fine  chkzeJ 
Could  ever  yet  cut  breath  \  let  no  man  mock  me. 
For  I  will  kifs  her. 

Paul.  Good  my  Lord,  forbear  ; 
The  ruddinefs  upon  her  lip  is  wet  j 
YouUlmarr  it,  if  you  kifs  it;  (lain  your  owa 
With  oily  painting  ;  fliall  I  draw  the  curtain? 
Leo.  No,  not  thefe  twenty  years. 
Per.  So  long  could  I 
Stand  by,  a  looker  on, 
Paul.  Either  forbear. 
Quit  prefently  the  chapel,  or  refolve  you 
For  more  amazement ;  if  you  can  behold  it,' 
I'll  make  the  ftatue  move,  indeed ;  defcend. 
And  take  you  by  the  hand ;  but  then  you'll  think, 
Which  I  protell  againft,  I  am  affifted 
By  wicked  powers. 

Leo.  What  you  can  make  her  do, 
I  am  content  to  look  on  ;  what  to  fpeak^' 
I  iim  content  to  hear ;  for  'tis  as  eafic 
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To  inake  her  fpeak,  as  move. 

Paul.  It  is  required, 
You  do  awake  your  faith  ;  then,  all  fland  fiill : 
And  thofe,  that  think  it  is  unlawful  bufinefs 
I  am  about,  let  them  depart. 

Leo.  Proceed  ,* 
No  foot  fhali  llir. 

Paul,  Mufick;  awake  heri  ftrike;  [Muftck, 
*Tis  time,  defcend ;  be  ftone  no  more  ;  approach, 
Strike  all  that  look  upon  with  marvel.  Come, 
I'll  fill  your  grave  up :  ftir  ;  nay,  come  away : 
Bequeath  to  death  your  numnefs ;  for  from  him 
Dear  life  redeems  you  ;  you  perceive,  flie  ftirs ; 

[Hermione  comes  doivn. 
Start  not ;  her  adions  fhall  be  holy,  as, 
You  hear,  my  fpell  is  lawful  ;  do  not  (hun  her. 
Until  you  fee  her  die  again,  for  then 
You  kill  her  double.    Nay,  prefent  your  hand  ; 
When  fhe  was  young,  you  woo'd  her  ;  now  in  age. 
Is  fhe  become  the  fuitor. 

Leo.  Oh,  file's  warm  ;  {^Embracing  heft 

If  this  be  magick,  let  it  be  an  art 
Lawful  as  eating. 

Pol.  She  embraces  him. 

Cam.  She  hangs  about  his  neck ; 
If  file  pertain  to  life,  let  her  fpeak  too. 

Pol.  Ay,  and  make  it  manifeft  where  ftie  has  liv'd. 
Or  how  fiol'^  from  the  dead  ? 

Paul.  That  fiie  is  living. 
Were  it  but  told  you,  fliould  be  hooted  at 
Like  an  old  tale  ;  but  it  appears,  ftie  lives, 
Tho'  yet  flie  fpeak  not.    Mark  a  little  while. 
Pleafe  you  to  interpofe,  fair  Madam,  kneel. 
And  pray  your  mother's  blefiing  ;  turn,  good  Lady  :  | 
Our  Perdita  is  found.  i 
\_Prefenting  Perdita,  njuho  kneels  to  Herm. 

Her.  Yo'j  Gods,  look  down, 
And  from  your  f^red  vials  pour  your  graces  i 
Upon  my  daughter's  head ;  tell  me,  mine  own, 
"Where  haft  thou  been  preferv'd  f  where  liv'd?  how  found  ' 

Thy 

I 
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Thy  father's  court ;  for  thou  fhalt  hear,  that  I, 
Knowing  by  Paulina  that  the  Oracle 
Gave  hope  thou  waft  in  being,  have  preferv'd 
Myfelf,  to  fee  the  ifTue. 

PauL  There's  time  enough  for  That; 
Left  they  defire,  upon  this  puQi,  to  trouble 
Your  joys  with  like  relation.    Go  together. 
You  precious  winners  all,  your  exultation 
Partake  to  every  one ;  I,  an  old  turtle. 
Will  wing  me  to  fome  wither'd  bough,  and  there 
My  mate,  that's  never  to  be  found  again. 
Lament 'till  I  am  loft. 

Leo,  O  peace,  Paulina  : 
Thou  fhould'ft  a  husband  take  by  my  confent. 
As  I  by  thine,  a  wife.    This  is  a  match. 
And  made  between's  by  vows.  Thou  haft  found  minCj 
But  how,  is  to  be  queftion'd  ;  for  I  faw  her. 
As  I  thought,  dead ;  and  have,  in  vain,  faid  many 
A  prayer  upon  her  grave.    Fll  not  feek  far 
(For  him,  I  partly  know  his  mind)  to  find  thee 
An  honourable  husband.    Come,  Camilloy 
And  take  her  by  the  hand  ;  whofe  worth  and  honefty 
Is  richly  noted  ;  and  here  juftified 
By  us,  a  pair  of  Kings.    Let's  from  this  place. 
What    look  upon  my  brother :  Both  your  pardons^ 
That  e'er  I  put  between  your  holy  looks 
My  ill  fufpicion:  this,  your  fon-in-law, 
Andfon  unto  the  King— whom  heav'ns  direding, 
Is  troth-plight  to  your  daughter.    Good  Paulina, 
Lead  us  from  hence,  where  we  may  leifurely 
Each  one  demand,  and  anfwer  to  his  part 
Perform'd  in  this  wide  gap  of  time,  fmce  firft 
We  were  diflever'd,  Haftily  lead  away.    {^Exeunt  omnes^ 
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(i)  The  Life  and  Death  of 

KING  JOHN. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE,  ne  Court  of  England, 

Enter  King  John,  ^een  Elinor,  Pembroke,  Eflex, 
and  Salisbury,  with  Chatilion, 

King  John. 

O  W,  fay,  Chatilion,  what  would  France 
with  us  ? 

^  Chat.  Thus,  after  greeting,  fpeaks  the 

King  of  France y 
In  my  behaviour,  to  the  Majefty, 
The  borrowed  Majefly  of  England  here. 
Eli.  A  llrange  beginning  ;  borrowed  Majelty  ! 
K.  John.  Silence,  good  mother  j  hear  the  embafue. 

(0  7be  Life  and  Death  ]  Tho'  this  Play  have  thit^ 

Title,  yet  the  Aaion  of  it  begins  at  the  thirty-fourth  Year  of 
his  Life  j  and  takes  in  only  fome  Tranfadions  of  his  Reign  to 
the  Time  of  his  Demife,  being  an  Interval  of  about  feven- 
teen  Year*. 

V  Z  Chat. 
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C^af,  Philip  of  France^  in  right  and  true  behalf 
Of  thy  deceafed  brother  Giffrys  fon, 
Arthur  Plant agentty  lays  lawful  claim 
To  this  fair  ifland,  and  the  territories : 
To  Ireland,  Poitiers,  Anjou^  Touraine,  Maine: 
Defiring  thee  to  lay  afide  the  fword. 
Which  fways  ufurpingly  thefe  fisveral  titles  ; 
And  put  the  fame  into  yoMvig  Arthur  s  hand, 
Thy  nephew,  and  right- royal  Sovereign. 

K  John.  What  follows,  if  we  difallow  of  this  ? 

Chat.  The  proud  controul  of  fierce  and  bloody  war, 
T'  inforce  thefe  rights  fo  forcibly  with-held. 

K.  John.  Here  have  we  war  for  war,  and  blood  for 
blood, 

Controulment  for  controulment ;  fo  anfwer  France. 

Chat.  Then  take  my  King's  defiance  from  my  mouth. 
The  farthefl  limit  of  my  embaffie. 

K.John.  Bear  mine  to  him,  and  fo  depart  in  peace. 
Be  thou  as  lightning  in  the  eyes  of  France, 
For  ere  thou  canft  report,  I  will  be  there. 
The  thunder  of  my  cannon  fhall  be  heard. 
So>  hence  !  be  thou  the  trumpet  of  our  wrath. 
And  fullen  prefage  of  your  own  decay. 
An  honourable  condudl  let  him  have, 
Pembroke,  look  to't ;  farewel,  Chatilion, 

[Exeunt  Chat,  and  ?cm/ 

Eli.  What  now,, my  fon,  have  I  not  ever  faid. 
How  that  ambitious  Conftance  would  not  ceafe, 
*Tiil  fhe  had  kindled  France  and  all  the  world. 
Upon  the  right  and  party  of  her  fon  ? 
This  might  have  been  prevented,  and  made  whoI« 
With  very  eafy  argumcncs  of  love; 
Which  now  the  m.anage  of  two  kingdoms  muft 
V/ith  fearful,  bloody,  iilue  arbitrate. 

K.  John.  Our  ftrong  poffelTion,  and  our  right  for  us.— 

Eli.  Your  ftrong  poiTeflion  much  more  than  your 
right. 

Or  elfe  it  muft  go  wrong  with  you  and  me ; 
So  much  my  confciencc  whifpers  in  your  ear. 
Which  none  but  heav  n,  and  you,  and  I  fhall  hear. 

'Ejfexi 
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Ejfex.  My  Liege,  here  is  the  ftrangell  controverfie. 
Come  from  the  country  to  be  judg'd  by  you, 
That  e'er  I  heard  :  lhail  I  produce  the  men  ? 

K.  John,  Let  them  approach. 
Oar  abbies  and  our  priories  fhall  pay 
This  expedition's  charge  What  men  are  you"? 

Enter  Robert  Faulconbridge,  <a;«^  Philip,  his  Broihsr, 

PhiL  Your  faithful  fubjed,  T,  a  gentleman 
Born  in  Northamptonfinre,  and  eldeft  fon. 
As  I  fuppofe,  to  Robert  Faulconbridge, 
A  foldier,  by  the  honour- giving  hand 
Of  Ccsur  de  lion  knighted  in  the  field. 

K  John,  What  art  thou  ? 

Rob.  The  fon  and  heir  to  that  fame  Faulconbridge* 

K.  John.  Js  that  the  elder,  and  art  thou  the  heir  I 
You  came  not  of  one  mother  then,  it  feems  ? 

Pbii  Moft  certain  of  one  mother,  mighty  King, 
That  is  well  known  i  and,  as  I  think,  one  father  : 
Bat  for  the  certain  knowledge  of  that  truth, 
I  put  you  aer  to  heav'n,  and  to  my  mother  ; 
Of  that  I  doubt,  as  all  mens'  children  may. 

Eli.  Out  on  thee,  rude  man!  thou  doll  ihame  thy 
mother, 

And  wound  her  honour  with  this  diffidence. 

Phil.  I,  Madam?  no,  1  have  no  reafon  for  it ; 
That  is  my  brother's  plea,  and  none  of  mine  j 
The  which  if  he  can  prove,  he  pops  me  out 
At  leaft  from  fair  five  hundred  pound  a  year  : 
Heav'n  guard  my  mother's  honour,  and  my  land ! 

K.  John,  A  good  blunt  fellow  :  why,  being  younger 
born, 

Doth  he  lay  claim  to  thine  inheritance  ? 

Phil,  I  know  not  why,  except  to  get  the  land  ; 
But  once,  he  flander'd  me  with  baftardy  : 
But  whether  I  be  true  begot  or  no, 
That  ftill  I  lay  upon  my  mother's  head  ; 
But  that  r  am  as  well  begot,  my  Liege, 
(Fair  fall  the  bones,  that  took  the  pains  for  me  !)  , 
Compare  our  faces,  and  be  judge  yourfelf. 

P  3  If 
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If  old  Sir  Rohert  did  beget  us  both, 

And  were  our  father,  and  this  Ton  like  him  ; 

0  old  Sir  Rohirt,  father,  on  my  knee 

1  give  i^  eav'n  thanks,  1  was  not  like  to  thee. 

K.  John,  Why,  what  a  mad  cap  hath  heav'n  lent  us 
•  here? 

JE/k*.  He  hath  a  trick  of  Ceeur-de  lion\  face. 
The  accent  of  his  tongue  aifedeth  him  : 
Do  you  not  read  feme  tokens  of  my  fon 
In  the  large  comp ofition  of  this  man  ? 

K.  John.  Mine  eye  hath  well  examined  his  parts^ 
And  finds  them  perfedl  Richard:  Sirrah,  fpeak, 
What  doth  move  you  to  claim  your  brother's  land  I 

Phil.  Becaufe  he  hath  a  half- face  like  my  father, 
With  that  half  face  would  he  have  all  my  land  ?  (2) 
A  half  fac'd  groat,  five  hundijed  pound  a  year ! 

Roh,  My  gracious  Liege,  when  that  my  father  liv'd^ 
You?  brother  did  imploy  my  father  much  ;  

(  2  )  JVitb  half  that  Face']  But  why  with  half  that  Face  ? 
There  is  no  Queftion  but  the  Poet  wrote,  as  I  have  reftor'd 

the  Text,  With  that  half- face  Mr.  Pope,  perhaps,  will  be 

angry  with  me  for  difcovcring  an  Anacbronijm  of  our  Poet's, 
m  the  next  Line  ;  where  he  alludes  to  a  Coin  not  ftruck  *till 
.  the  Year  2504,  in  the  Reign  of  King  Herry  VII.  a?/^.  a  Groat, 
which,  as  well  as  the  half  Groat,  bare  but  half- faces  imprefs'd. 
Vide  Stow'i  Survey  of  London,  p.  47,  Holingfhed,  Canabden't 
Rtmains,  CSc.  Tlie  Poet  fneers  at  the  meagre  fharp  Vifage  of 
the  tlder  Brother,  by  comparing  him  to  a  Silver  Groat,  that 
bore  the  King's  Face  in  Profile,  fo  fhew'd  but  half  the  Face, 
The  Groats  of  all  our  Kings  of  England,  and,  indeed,  all  their 
©ther  Coins  of  Silver,  one  or  two  only  excepted,  had  a.  full 
Face  crownM  j  'till  Henry  VIL  at  the  Time  above-mention'd, 
coin'd  Groats  and  half  Groats,  as  alfo  fome  Shillings,  with 
half  Faces,  that  is.  Faces  in  ProfU,  as  all  our  Coin  has  now* 
The  fivii  Groats  of  King  Henry  VIIL  were  like  thofe  of  his  Fa- 
ther j  tho'  afterwards  he  return'd  t^  the  broad  Faces  again, 
Thefe  Groats  with  the  Impreffion  in  Profile,  are  undoubtedly 
here  alluded  to  :  tho',  as  I  faid,  the  Poet  is  knowingly  guilty 
of  an  Anachronifm  in  it :  for,  in  the  Time  of  KXn^John  there 
Nvere  no  Groats  at  all :  they  being  firft,  as  far  as  appears, 
coin'd  in  the  Rsign  of  King  Edward 

Phil. 
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Phil.  Well,  Sir,  by  this  you  cannot  get  my  land. 
Your  tale  mud  be,  how  he  imploy'd  my  mother. 

Rob.  And  once  difpatchM  him  in  an  embalHe. 
To  Germany ;  there  with  the  Emperor 
To  treat  of  high  affairs  touching  that  time : 
Th'  advantage  of  his  abfence  took  the  King, 
And  in  the  mean  time  fojpurn'd  at  my  father's 
Where,  how  he  did  prevail,  I  iliame  to  fpeak.: 
But  truth  is  truth ;  large  lengths  of  feas  and  (hores^ 
Between  my  father  and  my  mother  lay, 
(As  I  have  heard  my  father  fpeak  himfeif ) 
When  this  fame  lufty  gentleman  was  got. 
Upon  his  death-bed  he  by  will  bequeathed 
His  lands  to  me  j  and  took  it  on  his  death. 
That  this,  my  mother's  fon,  was  none  of  his ; 
And  if  he  were,  he  came  into  the  world 
Full  fourteen  weeks  before  the  courfe  of  time : 
Then,  good  my  Liege,  let  me  have  what  is  minc^. 
My  father's  land,  as  was  my  father's  will. 

K  John*  Sirrah,  your  brother  is  legitimate; 
Your  fatlier's  wife  did  afcer  wedlock  bear  him  : 
•And  if  fhe  did  play  fdfe,  the  fault  was  hers ; 
Which  fault  lyes  on  the  hazard  of  all  husbands. 
That  marry  wives.   Tell  me,  how  if  my  brother. 
Who,  as  you  fay,  took  pains  to  get  this  fon. 
Had  of  your  father  claimed  this  fon  for  his  ? 
In  footh,  good  friend,  your  father  might  have  kept 
This  calf,  bred  from  his  cow,  from  all  the  world. 
In  footh,  he  might  ;  then,  if  he  were  my  brother's. 
My  brother  might  not  claim  him  ;  nor  your  father, 
'Being  none  of  iiis,  refufe  him  ;  this  concludes. 
My  mother's  fon  did  get  your  father's  he  r. 
Your  father's  heir  muft  have  your  father's  land. 

Rob,  Shall  then  my  father's  Will  be  of  no  force 
To  difpoflefs  that  child,  which  is  not  his  ? 

Phil.  Of  no  more  force  to  difpolTefs  me.  Sir, 
Than  was  his  will  to  get  me,  as  I  think. 

Eli,  Whether  hadft  thou  rather  be  a  Faulconbridge^ 
And,  like  thy  brother,  to  enjoy  thy  land ; 
Or  the  reputed  fon  of  Cceur-de  liouy 
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Lord  of  thy  prefence,  and  no  land  befide  ? 

Phil.  Madam,  and  if  my  brotlier  had  my  fliape^ 
And  I  had  his.  Sir  Robert  his,  L'ke  him  ; 
And  if  my  legs  were  two  fuch  riding- rods, 
My  arms  fuch  eel-skins  ftuft ;  my  face  fo  thin,  (3) 
That  in  mine  ear  I  durft  not  flick  a  rofe. 
Left  men  Ihould  fay,  "  Look^  where  three  farthings 
goes ! 

And  to  his  Hiape  were  heir  to  all  this  land 
'Would,  I  might  never  ftir  from  off  this  place, 
I'd  give  it  every  foot  to  have  this  face  : 
I  would  not  be  Sir  Nobhe  in  any  cafe. 

Eli.  I  like  thee  well ;  wilt  thou  forfake  thy  fortune^ 
Bequeath  thy  land  to  him,  and  follow  me  ? 
I  am  a  foldier,  and  now  bound  to  France* 

Phil.  Brother,  take  you  my  land,  Pll  take  my  chance; 
Your  face*  hath  got  five  hundred  pound  a  year, 
Yet  fell  your  face  for  five  pence,  and  'tis  dear. 
Madam,  Til  follow  you  unto  the  death. 

Eli.  Nay,  I  would  have  you  go  before  me  thither. 

Phil.  Our  country  manners  give  our  betters  way, 

K.  John.  What  is  thy  name  ? 

PhiL  Philip,  my  Liege,  fo  is  my  name  begun  i 
Philipy  good  old  Sir  Robert's  wife's  eldeft  fon, 

(3)  —    P^^^  f°  ^^i^f  * 

That  in  mine  Ear  I  durji  not  ftick  a  Rofe, 

Left  Men  Jhould  fay,  Look,  ivbere  three-farthings  goes  !"} 
In  this  very  obfcure  Paffage  our  Poet  is  anticipating  the  Date 
of  another  Coin  ;  humouroufly  to  rally  a  thin  Face,  eclipfed, 
as  it  were,  by  a  full-blown  Rofe.  We  muft  obferve,  to  explain 
this  Allufion,  that  Queen  Eltxabetb  was  the  firft,  and  indeed 
the  only,  Prince  who  coinM  in  England  three- half-pence,  and 
three-farthing  Pieces.  She  at  one  and  the  fame  Time,  coin'd 
Shiilings,  Six-pences,  Groats,  Three-pences,  Two-pences,Three« 
half  pence.  Pence,  Three-farthings,  and  Half- pence  :  And  thefc 
Pieces  ali  had  her  Head,  and  were  alternately  with  thc~ Rofe  be- 
hind, and  without  the  The  Shilling,  Groat,  T^o-pence, 
Penny,  and  Half  penny  had  it  not:  The  other  intermediate 
Coins,  o'/x;.  the  Six- pence.  Three- pence,  Three-half-pence,  and 
Threc-farthings  had  the  Rofe^ 

K.  John^ 
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K.  John.  From  henceforth  bear  his  name,  whofe  form 
thou  bear'fl : 
Kneel  thou  down  but  rife  up  more  great; 

Arife  Sir  Richard,  and  Plantagenet, 

Phil,  Brother  by  th'  mother's  fide,  give  me  your 
hand  ; 

My  father  gave  me  honour,  yours  gave  Jand. 
Now  bleiTed  be  the  hour,  by  night  or  day. 
When  I  was  got.  Sir  Robert  was  away ! 

Eli.  The  very  fpirit  of  Plant agenet  ! 
I  am  thy  grandam  ;  Richard^  call  me  fo. 

PhiL  Madam,  by  chance,  but  not  by  truth  ;  what 
though  ? 

Something  about,  a  little  from  the  right, 
In  at  the  window,  or  elfe  o'er  the  hatch  : 

Who  dares  not  ftir  by  day,  muft  walk  by  night. 
And  have  is  have,  however  men  do  catch  ; 

Near  or  far  off,  well  won  is  ftill  well  Ihot  ; 

And  I  am  I,  howe'er  I  was  begot. 

K.  John.  Go,  Faulconbridge^  now  haft  thou  thy  de- 
fire  ; 

A  landlefs  Knight  makes  thee  a  landed 'Squire: 
Gome,  Madam ;  and  come,  Richard ;  we  muft  fpeed 
For  France,  for  France  ;  for  it  is  more  than  need. 

Phil.  Brother,  adieu  ;  good  fortune  come  to  thee. 
For  thou  was  got  i'  th'  way  of  hcnefly. 

[^Exeunt  all hut'PhiW^^ 
A  foot  of  honour  better  than  I  was. 
But  many  a  many  foot  of  land  the  worfei 
Well,  now  can  I  make  any  Joan  a  lady. 

Gowd  den,  Sir  Richard,  Godamercy,  fellows  ■ 

And  if  his  name  he  George,  Til  call  him  Peter  ; 
For  new  made  honour  doth  forget  mens'  names : 
'lis  too  ^efpedlive  and  unfociable 
For  your  converfing.    Now  your  traveller. 
He  and  his  tooth  pick  at  my  worfhip's  mefs ; 
And  when  my  knightly  ftomach  is  fufficM, 
Why  then  I  fuck  my  teeth,  and  catechiie 

My  picqued  man  of  countries ;  My  dear  Sir, 

(Thus  leaning  on  mine  ejbow,  I  begin) 
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I  (hall  befeech  you,  that  is  queftion  now  5 

And  then  comes  anfwer  hke  an  A  B  C-book  : 

0  Sir,,  fays  aniwer,  at  your  beft  command. 

At  your  cii  pi- ymeat,  at  your  fervice,  Sir :       '  m 
I>Jo,  S  r,  fays  qaeflion,  1,  fweet  Sir,  at  yours,  ■ 
And  fo  e  er  anhvci  knows  what  queftion  would,, 
Saving  in,  dialogue  of  compliment; 
And  t.jking  of  the  Alps  and  npennines^ 

1  hQ  P^renean  and  ihe  river  Po  ; 

It  dra .  s  toward  fupper  in  conclufion,  fo.. 

But,  this  h  worihipful  fotiety, 

A^ld  iits  iii.e  mounting  ipjrit  like  myfelf 

For  he  ib  but  a  bay  ard  to  the  time, 

7  hat  Quih  not  (mack  of  obfervation 

(Ana  10  am  i.  whether  1  fi  ackor  no:); 

And  j  otv alone. in  habit  and  device, 

Exterior  lOim,  ooitv^ard  accoutrement 

But  from  tne  inward  motion  to  deliver 

Sweet,  fweer,  Iwcet  pcifon  for  the  age's  tooth  y.: 

V/hich  tho'  1  wilj  not  pradife  to  deceive. 

Yet,  to  avoid  deceit,  J  mean  to  learn  ; 

P^or  it  flialL  llrew  the  footileps  of  my  rifing. 

But  who  comes  in  fuch  haile,  in  riding  robes  ? 

What  woman-poll  is  thi^  ?  ha.h  ihe  no  hubbandy 

That  will  take  pains  to  blow  a  horn  before  her  f 

O  me!  it  is  my  mother  3  now,  good  lady. 

What  brings  y^  u  here  to  court  fo  hallily  ? 

Enter  Lady  Faulconbridge,       James  Gurney; 

Lady.  Where  is  that  Have,  thy  brother  ?  where  is  he 
That  holds  in  chafe  mine  honour  up  and  down  I 

Phil  My  brother  Robert^  old  Sir  Robert's  fon, . 
Colbrand  the  giant,  that  fame  mighty  man. 
Is  Jt  Sir  Robert's  (en,  that  you  feek  fo  ? 

Lady,  Sir  Robert's  fon  ?  ay,  thou  unrevVend  boy^ 
Sir  RoEerft  fon  :  why  fcorn'il  thou  at  Sir  Robert  F 
He  is  Sir  Robert's  fon ;  and  fo  art  thou. 

Phil-  James  Gurneyy  wilt  thou  give  us  leave  a  while 

Cur.  (Jood  leave,  good  Philip. 
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Fhil  Philip  !  fpare  me,  James ;  (4) 

There's  toys  abroad  ;  anon  I'll  tell  thee  more. 

lExit  James. 

Madam,  I  was  not  old  Sir  Robert's  fon. 

Sir  Robert  might  have  eat  his  part  in  me 

Upon  Good-Friday,  and  ne'er  broke  his  faft  : 

Sir  Robert  Could  do  well  ;  marry,,  confefs  !  ^ 

Could  he  get  me  ?  Sir  Robert  could  not  do  it^ 

We,  knew  his  handy- work  ;  therefore,  good  mother. 

To  whom  am  I  beholden  for  thefe  limbs  ? 

Sir  Robert  never  holpe  to  make  this  leg. 

Lady.  Haft  thou  confpif  d  with  thy  brother  too. 
That,  for  thine  own  gain,  (hould'ft  defend  mine  honour  ? 
What  means  this  fcorn,  thou  moft  untoward  knave  ? 

FiiJ,  Knight,  Knight,  good  mothei:  — —r- j5^jf///cfl 
like,  (5) 

What! 

(4)  r^Pbilipy  fparrow,  yames.  J  Th\is  the  aid  Copies  j 

and  Mr.  Pope  has  attempted  to  glofs  this  Reading  by  telling  us, 
that  Philip  is  the  common  Name  for  a  tame  Sparrow;  So  that 
then  Fauicoubridge  would  fay,  Call      Philip  ?   Tot^  may  as  ivell 

fa// Sparrow.  The  AUufion  isvery  mean  and  trifling! 

and  every  Bcdy,  I  believe,  will  chafe  to  embrace  Mr,  Warhur- 
tons  Emendation,  which  I  have  inferted  into  the  Text.  Spare 
me,  and  Forbear  me^  it  may  be  obferved,  are  our  Author's  ac- 
cuftom'd  Phrafes  5  either-when  any  one  wants  another  to  leave 
him,  cr  would  be  rid  of  a  difpleafmg  SubjedV. 

(5)  Knight,  Knigh^-  good  Mother,  Bafilifco ///!<?.]  Thus 

muft  this  PaHage  be  pointed  ;  and,  to  come  at  the  Humour  of 
it,  I  muft  clear  up  an  old  Circumftance  of  Stage- Hiflory, 
Faukonbridge^s  Words  here  carry  a  conceal'd  Piece  of  Satire  on 
a  ftupid  Drama  of  that  Age,  printed  in  1599,  and  call'd  Soliman 
and  Perjeda,  If)  this  Pi(Ce  there  is  the  Character  of  a  bragging 
^ov^rardly  Knight,  call'd  BaftUfco.  His  Pretenfion  to  Valour  is 
fo  blown  and  feen  thro',  that  Pijloity  a  Buffoon- fervant  in  the 
Play,  jgmps  upon  his  Back,  and  will  not  difengage  him,  'till 
he  makes  Bajiltfco  fv^ear  upon  his  dudgeon  Dagger  to  the  Con- 
tents, and  in  the  Terms,  he  dilates  to  him:  as,  for  Inftance*. 

Baf.  Oy  I  fivear,  I  /wear, 

Pift.  By  the  Contents  of  this  Blade^, 

Baf.  By  the  Contents  of  tbit  Bladt*. 
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What !  I  am  dub'd ;  I  have  it  on  my  fhoulder  : 
But,  mother,  I  am  net  Sir  Robertas  Ton  ; 
I  have  difclaim'd  Sir  Robert^  and  my  land ; 
Legitimation,  name,  and  all  is  gone  : 
Then,  good  my  mother,  let  me  know  my  father; 
Some  proper  man,  I  hope ;  who  was  it,  mother  ? 
Lady.  Haft  thou  deny'd  thyfelf  a  Faulconbridge  ? 
Phil  As  faithfully,  as  I  deny  the  devil. 
Lady.  King  Richard C ceur  de  lion  was  thy  father  ; 
By  long,  and  vehement,  fuit  I  was  fe<?uc'd 
To  make  room  for  him  in  my  husband's  bed. 
Heav'n  lay  not  my  tranfgrefTion  to  my  charge  ! 
Thou  art  the  iflue  of  my  dear  offence, 
Which  was  fo  ftrongly  urg'd  paft  my  defence. 

Phil,  Now,  by  this  light,  were  I  to  get  again. 
Madam,  I  would  not  wifh  a  better  father. 
Some  fms  do  bear  their  privilege  on  earth. 
And  fo  doth  yours ;  your  fault  was  not  your  folly  ; 
Needs  muft  you  lay  your  heart  at  his  difpofe, 
Subjeded  tribute  to  commanding  love; 
Againft  whofe  fury  and  unmatched  force, 
The  awlefs  lion  could  not  wage  the  fight ; 
Nor  keep  his  princely  heart  from  Richard''^  handa. 
He,  that  perforce  robs  lions  of  their  hearts, 
IV] ay  eafily  win  a  woman's.    Ay,  my  m.other. 
With  all  my  heart  I  thank  thee  for  my  father. 
Who  lives  and  dares  but  fay,  thou  didft  not  well 
When  I  was  got,  I'll  fend  his  foul  to  hell. 

Pift.  7,  theafirefaid  Bafilifco, 
Baf.  /,  the  aforefaid  B^filifco, 

Knight,  good fellcwy  knight,  knight,—- 

Pift.  Knave,  goodfello'w,  knave,  knave,-^  

So  that  'lis  clear,  our  Poetis  fneering  at  this  Play  j  and  make* 
Philipy  when  his  Mother  calls  him  Kna'vt,  to  throw  off  that  Re- 
/  preach  by  humcuroufly  laying  claim  to  his  new  Dignity  of 
Ktiigbth<jod\  as  Bajihfio  arrcgantly  infirts  on  his  Title  of  Knight 
in  the  Fafi^ge  above  quoted.  The  old  Play  is  an  execrable 
bad  one  ;  and,  I  fuppofe,  was  fufficiently  exploded  in  the  Re-  | 
prefentation  :  which  might  make  this  Circumftance  fo  well  j 
!inown;  as  to  become  the  Butt  fpr  a  Stage-Sarca(ni» 

Come,  ' 
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Come,  lady,  I  will  Ihevv  thee  to  my  kin, 
And  they  fnali  fay,  when  Richard  me  begot. 

If  thou  hadll  faid  him.  nay,  it  had  been  fin  ; 

Who  fays  it  was,  he  lyes  ;  I  fay,  'twas  not.  [Exeunt, 


ACT  IL 

SCENE,  kfore  the  Walls  of  Anglers 
in  France. 

Enter  Philip  King  of  France,  Lewis  the  Dauphin,  ih^ 
Archduke  of  Auftria,  Con  (lance,  and  Arthur. 

Lew  I  s. 

BEFORE  Anglers  well  met,  brave  Auftria^ 
Arthur  !  that  great  fore-runner  of  thy  blood 
Richard,  that  robb'd  the  lion  of  his  heart. 
And  fought  the  holy  wars  in  Pale/line, 
By  this  brave  Duke  came  early  to  his  grave : 
And  for  amends  to  his  pofterity, 
At  our  importance  hither  is  he  come, 
To  fpread'  his  colours,  boy,  in  thy  behalf ; 
And  to  rebuke  the  ufurpation 
Of  thy  unnatural  uncle,  EngUJh  John. 
Embrace  him,  love  him,  give  him  welcome  hither^ 
Arth,  God  fhall  forgive  you  Cceur-de  Uon\  death 
The  rather  that  you  give  his  olF  fpring  life  ; 
Shadowing  their  right  under  your  wings  of  war. 
I  give  you  welcome  with  a  powVlefs  hand. 
But  with  a  heart  full  of  unftained  Jove : 
Welcome  before  the  gates  of  Angler Duke. 
>  Le'wls.  A  noble  boy !  who  would  not  do  thee  right  ? 
Auji.  Upon  thy  cheek  I  lay  l^is  zealous  kifs. 
As  feal  to  this  indenture  of  my  love  ; 
That  to  my  home  I  will  no  more  return, 
'Til \Angier5  and  the  right  thou  haft  in  France^ 

Togethfl 
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Together  with  that  pale,  that  white-fac'd  ffiore;. 
Whofc  foot  fpurns  back  the  ocean's  roaring  tides. 
And  coops  from  other  lands  her  iflanders  ; 
Ev'n  'till  tiiat  England^  hedg'd  in  with  the  main. 
That  water-walled  bulwark,  iiill  fecure 
And  confideru  fiom  foreign  purpofes,. 
Ev'n'till  tnat  outn.o;'  corner  of  the  well. 
Salute  thee  for  her  King.  'Till  then,,  fair  boy. 
Will  I  not  think  of  honie>  but  follow  arms. 

Conft.  O,  take  his  mother's  thanks,  a  widow's  thanks,. 
'Till  your  Itrong  hand  (hall  help  to  give  him  ftrength. 
To  make  a  more  requital  to  your  love.. 

Auji.  The  peace  of  heav'n  is  theirs,  who  lift  their 
fwords 

In  fuch  a  juft  and  charitable  war. 
K.  Philip.  Well  then,  to  work ;  our  engines  lhall  be 
bent 

Again {1  the  brows  of  this  refilling  town  ; 
Gall  for  our  chie fell  men  of  difciplinei 
To  cull  the  pLts  of  bed  advantages. 
We'll  Jay  before  this  town  our  royal  hones, 
Wade  to  the  market  place  in  Frenchmens'  bloody. 
But  we  w  11  make  it  fubjed  to  this  boy. 

Conft.  Stay  for  an  anfwer  to  your  Embaffi*, 
Left  unadvis'd  you  ftain  your  fwords  with  blood. 
My  lord  C/^^//V/W  may  from  England  bring 
That  right  in  peace,  which  here  we  urge  in  warj. 
And  then  we  fhall  repent  each  drop  of  blood. 
That -hot  ralh  hafte  fo  indi redly  fhed. 

Enter  Chatilion. 

K.  TUUp.  A  wonder,  lady!  lo,  upon  thy  wifli. 
Our  mefienger  Chatilion  \^  arrived  ? 
What  England  ^^yS  f  fay  briefly,,  gentle  lord. 
We  coldly  paufe  for  thee.    Chatilion^  fpeak. 

Chat.  T  hen  turn  your  forces  from  this  paultry  fiege> . 
And  ftir  them  up.  againfta  mightier  task, 
England,  impatient  of  your  juft  demands* 
Hath  put  himfelf  in  arms  ;  the  adverfe winds, 
Whofc  leifure  I.have.ftaid,  have  giv'n  him  time 


King   John.  35r 

To  land  his  legions  all  as  foon.  as  I. 
His  marches  are  expedient  to  this  town. 
His  forces  ftrong,  his  ioldiers  confident. 
With  him  along  is  come  the  mother- Queen  j 
An  Atiy  ftirring  him  to  blnod  and  llrife. 
With  her,  her  neice,  the  lady  Blanch  of  Spaln  i. 
With  them  a  baftard  of  the  King  deceased. 
And  all  th'  unfettled  humours  of  the  land  ^ 
Ralh,  inconfidVate,  fiery  voIuntaries>- 
With  ladies'  faces,  and  fierce  dragons'  fpleens^. 
Have  fold  their  fortunes  at  their  native  homes. 
Bearing,  their  birthrights  proudly  cn  their  backs^. 
To  make  a  hazard  of  new  forrunes  here. 
In  brief,  a  braver  choice  of  dauntlefs  fpirits. 
Than  now  the  EngUJh  bottoms  have  waft  o'er>. 
Did  never  float  upon  the  fwelling  tide, 
To  do  offence  and  fcathe  in  chriftendom. 
The  interruption  of  their  churlifh  drums     \Prum$  leafi 
Cuts  off  more  circumftance ;  they  are  at  hand. 
'  To  parly,  or  to  fight,  therefore  prepare. 

K.  Philip.  How  muchunlook'd  for  is  this  expedition!: 
j^ujl.  By  how  much  unexpedled,  by  fo  much 
We  mufl  awake  endeavour  for  defence  i, 
For  courage  mounteth  with  occafion  : 
Let  them  be  welcome  then,  we  are  prepared; 

Entei*  King  o/^  England,  Faulconbridge,  Elinor,.  Blanch; 
Pembroke,  and  others. 

K.  yohn.  Peace  be  io  Franc if  France  in  peace  permit 
Our  juft  and  lineal  entrance  to  our  own: 
If  not,  bleed  France,  and  peace  afcend  to  heav'n.. 
Whilft  we,  God's  wrathful  agent,  do  corredl 
Their  proud  contempt  that  beats  his  peace  to  heav'n* 

K.  Philip.  ?QSicehc  tjQ.Englanciy  if  that  war  return. 
From  France  to  Englandy  there  to  live  in  peace  ! 
England  we  love  \  and  for  that  England' ^  {zk^ 
With  burthen  of  our  armour  here  we  fweat ; 
This  toil  of  ours  (hould  be  a  work  of  thine. 
But  thou  from  loving  England  art  fo  far. 
That  thou  haft  under- wrought  its  lawful  King  ; 

Cut 
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Cut  ofF  the  fequence  of  pofterity ; 

Out-faced  infant  ftate  ;  and  done  a  rape 

Upon  the  maiden  virtue  of  the  crown. 

Look  here  upon  thy  brother  Geffreyh  face. 

Thefe  eyes,  thefe  brows,  were  moulded  out  of  his  5; 

This  little  abltrad  doth  contain  that  large, 

Which  dy'd  in  Geffrey  ;  and  the  hand  of  time 

Shall  draw  this  brief  into  as  large  a  volume. 

That  Geffrey  was  thy  elder  brother  born, 

And  this  his  fon  ;  England  was  Gcffreyh  right. 

And  this  is  Gefrefs ;  in  the  name  of  God, 

How  comes  it  then,  that  thou  art  calJ'd  a  King, 

When  living  blood  doth  in  thefe  temples  beat, 

Which  own  the  crown  that  thou  o'er  mafiereft  ? 

K.  John.  From  whom  haft  thou  this  great  commifGon^ 

To  draw  my  anfwer  to  thy  articles  ? 

K.  Philip.  From  that  fupernal  judge,  that  flirs  good 
thoughts 

In  any  brealt  of  ftrong  authority, 
To  look  into  the  blots  and  ftains  of  right. 
That  judge  hath  made  me  guardian  to  this  boy 
Under  whofe  Vv'arrant  I  impeach  thy  wrong. 
And  by  whofe  help  I  mean  to  chaiiife  it. 

^L.juhn,  Alack,  thou  doft  ufurp  authority. 

K.  Philip.  Excufe  it,  'tis  to  beat  ufurping  downi 

Eli.  Who  is't,  that  thou  doft  call  ufurper,  France  ? 

Covji.  Let  me  make  anfwer  :  thy  ufurping  fon.  x 
.    £//.  .Out,  infolent!  thy  baftard  fhall  be  King, 
That  thou  may 'ft  be  a  Queen,  and  check  the  world  ! 

Conft.  My  bed  was  ever  to  thy  fon  ay  true. 
As  thine  was  to  thy  husband  ;  and  this  boy, 
Liker  in  feature  to  his  father  Geffrey, 
Than  thou  and  John,  in  manners  being  as  like 
As  rain  to  water,  or  devil  to  his  dam. 
My  boy  a  baftard !  by  my  foul,  I  think. 
His  father  never  was  fo  true- begot ; 
It  cannot  be,  an  if  thou  wert  his  mother. 

£/;.  There's  a  good  mother,  boy,  that  b'ots  thy 
father, 

Conft^ 


King   J  o  H  N.  355 

Onfl.  There's  a  good  grandam,  boy,   that  would 
blot  thee. 

Juft,  Peace.—— 

Faulc.  Hear  the  crier. 

Jiift.  What  the  devil  art  thou  ? 

Faulc.  One  that  will  play  the  devil.  Sir,  with  yot^ 
An  a'  may  catch  your  hide  and  you  alone. 
You  are  the  hare,  of  whom  the  proverb  goes, 
Whofe  valour  plucks  dead  Lions  by  the  beard  ; 
ril  fmoak  your  skin-coat,  an  I  catch  you  right ; 
Sirrah,  look  to't;  iTaith,  I  will,  i'faith. 

Blanch.  O,  well  did  he  become  that  Lion's  robe^ 
That  did  difrobe  the  Lion  of  that  robe. 

Fmlc.  It  lyes  as  fightly  on  the  back  of  him,  (6) 
As  great  Alcidai'  (hews  upon  an  afs  i 

But,  afs,  ril  take  that  burthen  from  your  back,  i 
Or  lay  on  that,  fhall  make  your  ftioulders  crack. 
AuJ}.  What  cracker  is  this  fame,  that  deafs  our  cars 

With  this  abundance  of  fuperfluous  breath  ?. 
King  Fhilip^  determine  what  we  fhall  do  firait. 

K.  Fhihp.  Women  and  fools,  break  oft  your  conference* 
King  Jchn^  this  is  the  very  fum  of  all ; 
England y  and  Ire  land ^  Anjou^  Tourainey  Maine  ^ 
In  right  of  Arthur  \  do  claim  of  thee  : 
Wilt  thou  refign  them,  and  lay  down  thy  arms  ? 

(6)  7/  lyei  as  fghtly  on  the  Back  of  him, 

As  great  Alcides*  Shoes  upon  an  Afs.]  But  why  his  Shoet'^ 
m  the  Name  of  Propriety  ?  For  let  Hercules  and  his  Shoes  have 
been  really  as  big  as  they  were  ever  fuppos'd  to  be,  yet  they 
(I  mean,  the  Shoes  J  would  not  have  been  an  Overload  for  an 
Afs.  I  am  perfuaded,  I  have  retrievM  the  true  Reading  5  and 
let  us  obferve  the  Juftnefs  of  the  Comparifon  now.  Faulcon" 
hridge  in  his  Refentment  would  fay  this  to  Aufiriay  That 
**  Lion's  Skin,  which  my  great  Father  King  Richand  once  wore, 
•  looks  as  uncouthly  on  thy  Back  5  as  that  other  noble  Hide, 
which  was  borne  by  Hercules,  would  look  on  tke  Back  of  an 
Afs."  A  double  Allufion  was  intended  5  firft,  to  the  Fable 
of  the  Afs  in  the  Lion's  Skin:  then  Richard  I,  is  finely  fct  in 
Competition  with  Alcides  5  as  Aujiria  is  fatirically  coupled  with 
theAffi, 
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K.  John.  My  life  as  foon — I  do  defie  thee,  Framt^ 
Arthur  of  Britahy  yield  thee  to  my  hand  ; 
And  out  of  my  dear  love  I'll  give  thee  more. 
Than  e'er  the  coward-hand  of  f>i3:«r^  can  win,. 
Submit  thee,  boy. 

Eli,  Come  to  thy  grandani^  child. 
Conji,  Do,  child,  go  to  it  grandam,  child; 
Give  grandam  kingdom,  and  it  grandam  will 
Give  it  a  plum,  a  cherry,  and  a  fig; 
There's  a  good  grandam. 

Arth,  Good  my  mother,  peace » 
I  would,  that  I  were  low  laid  in  my  grave  ; 
I  am  not  worth  this  coil,  that's  made  for  me. 

Eli,  His  mother  fliames  him  fo,  poor  boy,  he  weepff> 
Ccnji,  Now  lhame  upon  you,  whe're  ihe  does  or  no  V. 
His  grandam's  wrong,,  and  not  his  mother's  lljames. 
Draws  thofe  heav'n-moving  pearls  from  his  poor  eyes, 
Which  heav'n  fhall  take  in  nature  of  a  fee  : 
Ay,  with  thefe  cryflal  beads  heav'n  fhall  be  brib'd 
To  do  him  juRice,  and  revenge  on  you. 

Elu  Thou  monftrous  flander^  of  heav'n  and  earth  ! 
Con^,  Thou  monftrous  injurer  of  heav'n  and  earth. 
Call  me  not  flanderer;  thou,,  and  thine,  ufurp 
The  domination,  royalties  and  rights 
Of  this  oppreffed  boy ;  this  is  thy  eldeft  fon's  fon,, 
Infortunate  in  nothing  but  in  thee  : 
Thy  fins  are  vifited  in  this  poor  child,;. 
The  canon  of  the  law  is  laid  on  him  ; 
Being  but  the  fecond  generation 
Removed  from  thy  fm-conceiving  wombi 
K.  John,  Bedlam,  have  done. 
Conft,  I  have  but  this  to  fay. 
That  he  is  not  only  plagued  for  her  fm, 
But  God  hath  made  her  fm  and  her  the  plaguC: 
On  this  removed  ifTue,  plagu'd  for  her. 
And  with  her  plague  her  fm  ;  his  injury. 
Her  injury,  the  beadle  to  her  fm. 
Ail  punifh'd  in  the  perfon  of  this  child. 
And  all  for  her,  a  plague  upon  her  I 

Eli.  Thou  unadvifed  fcold,  I  can  produce 
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A  will,  that  bars  the  title  of  thy  fon. 

Conji.  Ay,  who  doubts  that?  a  wilU   a  wicked 

will ; 

A  woman's  will,  a  cankred  grandam's  will. 

K.  Philip,  Peace,  Lady  ;  paufe,  or  be  more  temperate  l 
It  ill  befeems  this  prefence  to  cry  Aim 
To  thefe  iH-tuned  repetitions. 
Some  trumpet  fummon  hither  to  the  walls 
Thefe  men  of  Angiers ;  let  us  hear  them  fpeak, 
Whofe  title  they  admit,  Arthur'^  or  Johns. 

\T rumpetfounM 

Enter  a  Citizen  upon  the  Walls, 

Cit.  Who  is  it,  tfiat  hath  warn'd  us  to  the  walls  ? 
Yi.  Philip,  'Tis  Fr a ffce,  for  England* 
K.yohn,  England  for  itklf; 
You  men  of  Angiers  and  my  loving  fubjeds— — — • 
K.  Philip,  You  loving  men  of  Angiers,  Arthurs  fub*^ 
jedls. 

Our  trumpet  calPd  you  to  this  gentle  parle  

K.  John,-  For  our  advantage;  therefore  heat  us  firil  %- 
Thefe  flags  of  France,  that  are  advanced  here 
Before  the  eye  and  profpedl  of  your  town. 
Have  hither  march'd  to  your  endamagement. 
The  cannons  have  their  bowels  full  of  wrath ; 
And  ready  mounted  are  they  to  fpit  forth 
Their  iron  indignation  'gainft  your  walls : 
All  preparations  for  a  bloody  fiege 
And  mercilefs  proceeding,  by  thefe  French , 
Confront  your  city's  eyes,  your  winking  gates  5 
And,  but  for  our  approach,  thofe  fleeping  ftone^.- 
That  as  a  wafte  do  girdle  you  about, 
By  the  compulfion  of  their  ordinance 
By  this  time  from  their  fixed  beds  of  lime 
Had  been  difliabited,  and  wide  havock  made- 
For  bloody  power  to  ruQi  upon  your  peace. 
But  on  the  fight  of  us  your  lawful  King, 
(Who  painfully  with  much  expedient  march 
Have  brought  a  counter- check  before  your  gates. 
To  fkve  unfcratch'd  your  city's  threatned  cheeks) 

Beholdt 
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Behold,  the  Trench,  amaz'd,  vouchfafe  a  parle  ^ 
And  now,  inftead  of  bullets  wrap'd  in  fire. 
To  make  a  (haking  fever  in  your  walls, 
They  (hoot  but  calm  words  folded  up  in  fmoak. 
To  make  a  faithlefs  error  in  your  ears ; 
Which  trull  accordingly,  kind  citizens ; 
And  let  in  us,  your  King,  whofe  laboured  fpJrits^ 
Fore-weary 'd  in  this  adion  of  fwift  fpeed. 
Crave  harbourage  within  }  our  city  walls. 

K  Philip,  When  I  have  faid,  make  anfwer  to  us  both* 
JiO  !  in  this  right  hand,  whofe  proteftion 
Is  moft  divinely  vcw'd  upon  the  right 
Of  him  it  holds,  flapds  young  Plantagenet ; 
Son  to  the  elder  brother  of  this  man, 
And  King  o'er  him,  and  all  that  he  enjoys. 
For  this  down-trodden  equity,  we  tread 
In  warlike  march  thefe  greens  before  your  town  t 
Being  no  further  enemy  to  you, 
Than  the  conflraint  of  hofpitable  zealt 
In  the  relief  of  this  bpprelTed  child, 
Religioufly  provokes.    Be  pleafed  then 
To  pay  that  duty,  which  you  truly  owe 
To  him  that  owns  it ;  namely,  this  young  prince.- 
And  then  our  arms,  like  to  a  muzzled  bear. 
Save  in  afpe^fl,  hath  all  offence  feaPd  up  : 
Our  cannons*  malice  vainly  fhall  be  fpent 
Againft  th'  invulnerable  clouds  of  heav'n  ; 
And  with  a  bleffed,  and  unvext  retire, 
With  unhack'd  fwords,  and  helmets  all  unbruis'd. 
We  will  bear  home  that  lufty  blood  again. 
Which  here  we  came  to  fpout  againft  your  town^ 
And  leave  your  children,  wives,"^and  you  in  peace* 
But  if  you  fondly  pafs  our  proffered  offer, 
*Tis  not  the  rounder  of  your  old-fac'd  walls 
Can  hide  you  from  our  meffengers  of  war : 
Tho'  all  thefe  Englijh,  and  their  difcipline. 
Were  harbour'd  in  their  rude  circumference. 
Then  tell  us,  lhall  your  city  call  us  lord. 
In  tiiat  behalf  which  we  have  challenged  it  I 
Or  ftiall  we  give  the  fi^nal  to  our  rage. 
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And  ftalk  in  blood  to  our  polTeffion  ? 

Cit.  In  brief,  we  are  the  King  of  England's  fubjedls; 
For  him,  and  in  his  right,  we  hold  this  tovvn. 

K.  John,  Acknowledge  then  the  King,  and  let  mem.' 

Cit.  That  can  we  not ;  but  he  that  proves  the  King, 
To  him  will  we  prove  loyal ;  till  that  time, 
Have  we  ramm'd  up  our  gates  againft  the  world. 

K.  John.  Doth  not  the  crown  of  England  ^xovt  the 
King? 

And  if  not  that,  I  bring  you  witnefles, 

Twice  fifteen  thoufand  hearts  of  England^  breed  < 

Faulc.  (Ballards,  and  elfe.) 

K.  John.  To  verify  our  title  with  their  lives. 

K.  Philip.  As  many,  and  as  well- born  bloods  as  thofc— 
[  Faulc.  (Some  baftards  too.) 

K.  Philip.  Stand  in  his  face  to  contradi£l  his  claim. 

Cit.  Till  you  compound,  whofe  right  is  worthieft, 
We  for  the  worthied  hold  the  right  from  both. 

K.  John.  Then  God  forgive  the  fin  of  all  thofe  fouls. 
That  to  their  everlafting  refidence, 
Before  the  dew  of  evening  fall,  fhall  fleet. 
In  dreadful  tryal  of  our  kingdom's  King  ! 

K.  Philip.  J?nen,  Amen.^        'Mount,  chevaliers,  to 
arms ! 

Faulc,  Saint  George^  that  fwing'd  the  dragon,  and  e'er 
fince 

Sits  on  his  horfeback  at  mine  hoftefs'  door. 
Teach  us  fome  fence.    Sirrah,  were  I  at  home 
At  your  den,  firrah,  with  your  Lionefs, 
I'd  fet  an  ox-head  to  your  Lion's  hide. 
And  make  a  monfter  of  you.——         \Jo  Auftria. 
Auft.  Peace,  no  more. 

Faulc.  O,  tremble    for  you  hear  the  Lion  roar. 

K.  John,  Up  higher  to  the  plain,  where  we'll  fet  forth 
In  beft  appointment  all  our  regiments. 

Faulc.  Speed  then  to  take  th'  advantage  of  the  field. 

K.  Philip.  It  lhali  be  fo;  and  at  the  other  hill 
Command  the  reft  to  ftand,  God,  and  our  right  ? 
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A  long  Charge  founded:  thetty  after  excurfionSy   enter  the 
Herald  ^France  wth  trumpets  to  the  gates, 
F,  Her.  You  men  oi  Angiers,  open  wide  your  gates. 
And  let  young  Arthur  Duke  of  Bretagne  in  ; 
Who  by  the  hand  of  France  this  day  hath  made 
Much  work  for  tears  in  many  an  Fnglifh  mother, 
Whofe  fons  lye  fcatter'd  on  the  bleeding  ground: 
And  many  a  widow's  husband  groveling  lyes. 
Coldly  embracing  the  difcolour'd  earth  j 
WJiile  vido^y  with  little  1  jfs  doth  play 
Upon  the  dancing  banners  of  the  French i 
"Who  are  at  hand  triumphantly  difplay'd. 
To  enter  conquerors ;  and  to  proclaim 
Arthur  of  Bretagne^  England's  King,  and  yours. 

Enter  Englifh  Herald  wth  T ^umpets, 

E,  Her.  Rejoice,  you  men  of  Anglers ;  ring  your  bells ; 
King  John,  your  King  and  England's,  doth  approach. 
Commander  of  this  hot  malicious  day. 
Their  armours,  thatmarch'd  hence,  fo  filver- bright. 
Hither  return  all  gilt  in  Frenchmens'  blood. 
There  (luck  no  plume  in  any  Englifh  Creft, 
,That  is  removed  by  a  ftafF  of  France, 
Our  Colours  do  return  in  thofe  fame  hands. 
That  did  difplay  them  when  we  fir  ft  march'd  forth  ; 
And,  hke  a  jolly  troop  of  huntfmen,  come 
Our  luity  Englifh y  all  with  purpled  hands ; 
Dy'd  in  the  dying  daughter  of  their  foes. 
Open  your  gates,  and  give  the  vidors  way. 

C/V.  Heralds,  from  off  our  tow'rs  we  might  behold. 
From  firit  to  laft,  the  Onfet  and  Retire 
Of  both  your  armies,  whofe  equality 
By  our  beft  eyes  cannot  be  cenfured  ; 
Blood  bath  bought  blood,  and  blows  have  anfwer'd 
blows ; 

Strength  match'd  with  ftrength,  and  power  confronted 
power. 

Both  are  alike^  and  both  alike  we  like ; 
One  mull  prove  greateft.    Wiiile'  they  weigh  fo  cren. 
We  hold  our  towa  fpr  neither  ;  yet  for  both. 

Enter 
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Enter  the  tnvo  Kings  qjuith  their  Poivers,  at  fe^veral  Doors, 

K.  John,  France  J  haft  thoa  yet  more  blood  to  caft 
away  ? 

Say,  fliall  the  current  of  our  Right  run  on? 
,Whofe  palTige,  vext  with  thy  impediment. 
Shall  leave  his  native  channel,  and  o'er-fwell 
With  courfe  d  flurb'd  ev'n  thy  confining  lliores ; 
Unlefs  thou  let  his  filver  water  keep 
A  peaceful  progrefs  to  the  ocean. 

K.  Philip   England,  thou  haft  not  fav'd  one  drop  of 
blood 

In  this  hot  tryal,  more  than  we  of  France  % 

Rather  loft  more.    And  by  this  hand  I  fwear. 

That  fways  the  earth  t*his  climate  overlooks. 

Before  we  will  lay  by  our  juft-borne  arms. 

We'll  put  thee  down,  'gainft  whom  thefe  arms  we  bear; 

Or  add  a  royal  number  to  the  dead ; 

Gracing  the  fcroul,  that  tells  of  this  war's  lofs. 

With  flaughter  coupled  to  the  name  of  Kings. 

Faulc.  Ha  !  Majefty, — how  high  thy  glory  towers. 
When  the  rich  blood  of  Kings  is  fet  on  fire  I 
Oh,  now  doth  Death  line  his  dead  chaps  with  fteel ; 
The  fwords  of  foldiers  are  his  teeth,  his  phangs ; 
And  now  he  feafts,  mouthing  the  fiefti  of  men 
In  undetermin'd  differences  of  Kings. 
Why  ftand  thefe  royal  fronts  amazed  thus  ? 
Cry  havock,  Kings ;  back  to  the  ftained  field. 
You  equal  Potents,  fiery-kindled  fpirits 
Then  let  Confufion  of  one  part  confirm 
The  other's  peace  ;  till  then,  blows,  blood,  and  death, 

K.  John.  Whofe  party  do  the  townfmen  yet  admit  ? 

K.Philip.  Speak,  Citizens,  fov  England,  who's  your 
King? 

Cit.  7  he  King  of  England,  when  we  know  the  King. 
K,  Philip,  Know  him  in  us,  that  here  hold  up  his 
Right. 

K.  John.  In  us,  that  are  our  own  great  deputy. 
And  bear  poifeftion  of  our  perfon  here ; 
Lord  of  our  prefence,  Jngiersp  and  of  you. 

Cif. 
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Cit.  A  greater  powV,  than  ye,  denies  all  this ;  (;> 
And  till  it  be  undoubted,  we  do  lock 
Our  former  fcruple  in*our  ftrong- barr'd  gates. 

Kings  of  our  fears,  until  our  fears  relolv'd 

Be  by  fome  certain  King  purg'd  and  depos'd. 

Faulc.  By  heav'n,  the  6cro>les  of  Angiers  flout  yoU, 
Kings, 

And  ftand  lecurely  on  their  battlements. 
As  in  a  Theatre,  whence  they  gape  and  point 
At  your  induftrious  Scenes  and  Adls  of  death. 
You  royal  prefences,  be  rul'd  by  me; 
Do  like  the  Mutines  of  Jeru/alem, 
Be  friends  a  while,  and  both  conjointly  bend 
Your  lharpeft  deeds  of  mahce  on  this  town. 
By  eaft  and  weft  Ijet  France  and  England  mount 
Their  battering  cannon  charged  to  the  mouths  ; 
Till  their  (oul  fearing  clamours  have  brauPd  down 
The  flinty  ribs  of  this  contemptuous  City. 
I'd  play  inceffantly  upon  thefe  jades ; 
Even  till  unfenced  deiolation 
Leave  them  as  naked  as  the  vulgar  air. 
That  done,  dilTever  your  united  llrengths. 
And  part  yopr  mingled  Colours  once  again  ; 
Turn  face  to  face,  and  bloody  point  to  point. 
Then  in  a  moment  fortune  (hall  cull  forth 
Out  of  one  fide  her  happy  minion  ; 
To  whom  in  favour  (he  lhall  give  the  day,  . 
And  kifs  him  with  a  glorious  Victory, 
How  like  you  this  wild  counfel,  mighty  States  I 
Smacks  it  not  fomething  of  the  Policy  ?  . 
K.  John.  Now  by  the .  sky,  that  hangs  above  our 
heads, 

1  like  it  well.    France,  (hall  we  knit  our  PowVs; 
And  lay  this  Anglers  even  with  the  ground, 

(7)  ^  greater  Ponv'r  than^We  denies  all  this  (]  Wc  muft  COr- 
taiply  read,  as  Mr.  Warhurton  acutely  obfervM  to  Me  5 

A  greater  Poiv^r,  than  Ye,  'denies  all  this : 
L  e.  Tho'  each  of  yoti  pretend  to  be  our  rightful  Kings,  you 
are  as  yet  only  fo  in  fwaying  over  our  Fears,  in  the  Terrors 
have  of  you  |  not  acknowiedgM  Kings  in  our  Obedience;  - 

Then^' 
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Then,  after,  fight  who  fhall  be  King  of  io^ 
Faulc.  And  if  thou  haft  the  mettle  of  a  King, 

Being  wrong'd  as  we  are  by  this  peevifli  town. 

Turn  thou  the  mouth  of  thy  artillery, 

As  we  will  ours,  againfl  thefe  faucy  walls  ; 

And  when  that  we  have  dafh'd  them  to  the  ground. 

Why,  then  deiie  each  other  ;  and,  pell-mell. 

Make  work  upon  ourfelves  for  heav'n  or  hell. 

K.  Philip.  Let  it  be  fo  :  fay,  where  will  you  affault : 
K.  Joh7t.  We  from  the  well  will  fend  deHrudion 

Into  this  City's  bofom. 
Jufl.  I  from  the  north. 

K.  Philip,  Our  thunder  from  the  fouth  4 
Shall  rain  their  drift  of  bullets  on  this  town. 

Faulc.  O  prudent  difcipline  1  from  North  to  South  ; 
^ujiria  and  France  Ihoot  in  each  other's  mouth. 
I'll  ftir  them  to  it;  come,  away,  away  ! 

Cit,  Hear  us,  great  Kings  ;   vouchfafe  a  while  t« 
ftay. 

And  I  fliall  fne^v  you  peace,  and  fair  fac'd  league ; 
Win  you  this  city  without  (Iroke  or  wound  ; 
Refcue  thofe  breathing  lives  to  die  in  beds, 
TJiat  here  come  facrifices  for  tlje  field  ; 
Perfever  not,  but  hear  me,  mighty  Kiiigs. 

K.John,  Speak  on,  with  favour  ;  we  are  bent  t« 
hear. 

Cit,  That  daughter  there  of  Spain y  the  lady  Blanch, 
Is  near  to  England;  look  upon  the  years  , 
Of  Lenjuis  the  Datiphin,  and  that  lovely  maid. 
If  lufty  love  fhould  go  in  queft  of  beauty. 
Where  Ihould  he  find  it  fairer  than  in  Blanch  f 
If  zealous  love  fhould  go  in  fearch  of  virtue, 
Where  Ihould  he  find  it  purer  than  in  Blanch  ^ 
If  love,  ambitious,  fought  a  match  of  Birth, 
Whofe  veins  bound  richer  blood  than  lady  Blanch  F 
Such  as  Ihe  is,  in  beauty,  virtue,  birth, 
Is  the  young  Dauphin  every  way  compleat : 
If  not  compleat  of—- — fay,  he  is  not  Ihe  ; 
And  fhe  again  wants  nothing,  (to  name  Want,) 
if  Want  it  be  not,  that  fhe  is  not  he, 

Vol.  UL  Q.       .  He  ' 
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He  is  the  half  part  of  a  blefled  man,  (8) 

Left  to  be  finiHied  by  furh  a  She  : 

And  (he  a  fair  divided  Excellence, 

Whofe  fulnefs  of  perfeftion  lies  in  him. 

Oh !  two  fuch  filver  currents,  when  they  join. 

Do  glorifie  the  banks  that  bound  them  in  : 

And  two  fuch  Ihores,  to  two  fuch  ftreams  made  one. 

Two  fuch  controlling  bounds  fhall  you  be.  Kings, 

To  thefe  two  Princes,  if  you  marry  them. 

This  union  fhall  do  more  than  battery  can. 

To  our  faft-clofed  gates :  for  at  this  match. 

With  fwifter  Spleen  than  Powder  can  enforce. 

The  mouth  of  pafTage  fhall  we  fling  wide  ope. 

And  give  you  entrance  ;  but  without  this  match. 

The  fea  enraged  is  not  half  fo  deaf. 

Lions  fo  confident,  mountains  and  rocks 

So  free  from  motion  ;  no,  not  death  himfelf 

In  mortal  fury  half  fo  peremptory, 

As  we  to  keep  this  City. 
Faulc.  Here's  a  flay, 

That  fhakes  the  rotten  carcafs  of  old  Death 

Out  of  his  rags.    Here's  a  large  mouth,  indeed. 

That  fpits  forth  death,  and  mountains,  rocks  and  feas  ; 

Talks  as  familiarly  of  roaring  Lions, 

As  maids  of  thirteen  do  of  puppy-dogs. 

What  Cannoneer  begot  this  luily  blood  ? 

He  fpeaks  plain  cannon -fire,  and  fmoak  and  bounce, 

H^b  gives  the  bafiinado  with  his  tongue  : 

Our  ears  are  cudgePd ;  not  a  word  of  his, 

Eut  buffets  better  than  a  fid  of  France  ; 

Zounds  !  1  was  never  fo  bethumpt  with  words. 

Since  I  firfl  call'd  my  brother's  father  dad. 

Eli,  Son,  lid  to  this  conjundion,  make  this  match. 

Give  with  our  Neice  a  dowry  large  enough ; 

For  by  this  knot  thou  fhak  fo  furely  tie 

(8)  lie  h  the  haif  Part  of  a  blcffed  Man, 

Left  tobefinijhed  by  fucb  as  She  :]  The  ingenious  Dr.  Thirliy 
prefcribM  that  Reading,  which  I  have  here  reftor'd  to  the  Text  5 
and  which  is  abfolutely  rcquifite  to  the  Senfe  of  the  Paflage* 

Thy 
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Thy  now  unfur'd  affurance  to  the  Crown, 

That  yon  green  boy  (hall  have  no  Sun  to  ripe 

The  bloom,  that  promifeth  a  mighty  fruit. 

I  fee  a  Yielding  in  the  looks  of  Frmice ; 

Mark,  how  they  whifper ;  urge  them  while  their  fouk 

Are  capable  of  this  ambition  ; 

Left  zeal  now  melted  by  the  windy  breath 

Of  foft  petitions,  pity  and  remorfe. 

Cool  and  congeal  again  to  what  it  was. 

Cit.  Why  anfwer  not  the  double  Majeftics 
This  friendly  Treaty  of  our  threaten'd  town  ? 

K.  Philip.  Speak,  Englandy  firft,  that  hath  been  for- 
ward firft 

To  fpeak  unto  this  City  :  what  fay  you  ? 

K.  John.  If  that  the  Dauphin  there,  thy  Princely  fon, 
Can  in  this  book  of  beauty  read,  I  lo^e ; 
Her  dowry  lhall  weigh  equal  with  a  Queen. 
For  Jnjou,  and  fair  'Toura,ine,  Maine,  PoiJIiers,  {9) 
And  ail  that  we  upon  this  fide  the  fea, 
Except  this  City  now  by  us  befieg'd. 
Find  liable  to  our  Crown  and  Dignity,  ^ 
Shall  gild  her  bridal  bed  ;  and  make  her  rich 
In  titles,  honours,  and  promotions ; 

(9)  F<?r  Angiers  and  fair  Touraine,  Maine,  Poidlkrs, 
^fid  all  that  We  upon  thh  Side  the  Sea, 
Except  this  City  noiv  by  us  befieg^d. 
Find  liable,  &c.]  This  is  a  remarkable  Inftance  of  Carele/T- 
nefs  in  a  Point  that  ftares  common  Senfe  full  in  the  Face :  and 
yet  thus  all  the  Editors  in  their  profound  Sagacity.    What  was 
the  City  bejieg'd,  but  Angiers  f  King  J(^hny  confenting  to  match 
the  Lady  Blanch  with  the  Dauphin,  agrees,  in  Part  of  her  Dow- 
ry, to  give  up  all  he  held  in  France,  except  the  City  of  Algiers, 
which  he  now  befiegM  and  laid  Claim  to.    But  could  it  be 
thought,  that  he  fhould  at  one  and  the  fame  time  give  up  all 
except  Angiers,  and  give  up  l^hat  too  ?    Anjou  was  one  of  the 
Provinces,  which  the  Englijh  held  in  France  5  and  which  the 
French  King  by  Chatilion  claimM  of  K.  John  in  Right  cf  Duke 
Arthur,  at  the  very  Opening  of  the  Play.    Angiers,  inilead  of 
•  Anjouy  has  been  falfely  printed  in  feveral  other  FalTage*  of 
this  Hift«ry« 

0^2  M 
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As  fhe  in  beauty,  education,  blood. 

Holds  hand  with  any  Princefs  of  the  world. 

K.  Pbilip.  What  fay'ft  thou,  boy  ?  look  in  the  lady's 
face. 

Letuis,  I  do,  my  lord,  and  in  her  eye  I  find 
A  wonder,  or  a  wondrous  miracle  ; 
The  fliadow  of  myfelf  form'd  in  her  eye ; 
Which,  being  but  the  fhadow  of  your  fon, 
Becomes  a  Sun,  and  makes  your  foE  a  lhadow. 
I  do  proteft.,  I  never  lovM  myfelf, 
*Till  now,  infixed,  I  beheld  myfelf. 
Prawn  in  the  fiattVing  table  of  her  eye. 

\Whifpertng  iKnth  Blanch.. 

Faulc.  Drawn  in  the  flattVing  table  of  her  eye  ! 

Hang'd  in  the  frowning  wrinkle  of  her  brow  ! 
And  quartered  in  her  heart  !  he  doth  efpie 

Himfelf  love's  traitor  :  this  is  pity  now, 
That  hang'd,  and  drawn,  and  quartered,  there  fliould be^^ 
In  fuch  a  love,  fo  vile  a  lout  as  he. 

Blanch,  My  uncle's  will  in  this  refpedl  is  mine* 
If  he  fee  aught  in  you,  that  makes  him  like. 
That  any  thing  he  fees,  which  moves  his  liking, 
I  can  with  eafe  tranflate  it  to  my  will : 
Or  if  you  will,  to  fpeak  more  properly, 
I  will  inforce  it  eafily  to  my  love. 
Further  I  will  not  flatter  you,  my  lord,. 
That  all  I  fee  in  you  is  worthy  love. 
Than  this ;  that  nothing  do  I  fee  in  you, 
(Though  churlifh  thoughts  thcmfelves  fhould  be  your 
judge) 

That  I  can  find  fhould  merit  any  hate. 

K.  John,  What  fay  thefe  young  Ones  ?  what  fay  you, 
my  Nerce  ? 

Blanch,  1  hat  Ihe  is  bound  in  Honour  ft  ill  to  do 
What  you  in  wifdom  ftill  vouchfafe  to  fay. 

K.  John,  Speak  then,  Prince  Dauphin^  can  you  love 
this  lady  ? 

Zmv;.  Nay,  ask  me,  if  I  can  refrain  from  love  ; 
For  I  do  love  her  moft  unfelgnedly. 
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K.  John.  Then  do  f  give  Folquejfen,  Totiraine,  Maine, 
FoiSiiers,  and  Avjou,  thefe  five  Provinces, 
With  her  to  thee ;  and  this  addition  more, 
Full  thirty  thoufand  Marks  of  Englijh  coin. 
Philip  of  Frtince^  if  thou  be  pleas'd  withal, 
Command  thy  Son  and  Daughter  to  join  hands. 

K.  Philip,  It  likes  us  well ;  young  Princes,  ciofe  your 
hands. 

Aufi,  And  your  lips  too  ;  for,  T  am  well  afTur'd, 
That  I  did  fo,  when  I  was  firlt  afTur'd. 

K.  Philip,  Now,  Citizens  of  AtigierSy  ope  your  gates. 
Let  in  that  amity  which  you  have  made  : 
For  at  Saint  Mary\  Chapel-  prefently 
The  Rites  of  Marriage  fhall  be  folemniz'd. 
Is  not  the  lady  Confiance  in  this  troop  ? 
I  know,  (he  is  not  ;  for  this  Match  made  up 
Her  prefence  would  have  interrupted  much. 
Where  is  fhe  and  her  fon,  tell  me,  who  knows  ? 

Le-wis.  She's  fad  and  palTionate  at  your  Highnefs' 
Tent. 

K.  Philip.  And,  by  my  faith,  this  league,  that  we 
have  made. 
Will  give  her  fadnefs  very  little  Cure. 
Brother  of  England,  how  may  we  content 
This  widow  lady  ?  in  her  Right  we  came  ; 
Which  we,  God  knows,  have  turnU  another  way 
To  our  own  vantage.. 

K.  John.  We  will  heal  up  alf. 
For  we'll  create  young  Arthur  Duke  of  Britain^ 
And  Earl  of  Richmond ;  and  this  rich  fair  town 
We  make  him  lord  of.    Call  the  lady  Conjiana  ; 
Some  fpeedy  Meflenger  bid  her  repair 
To  our  Solemnity  :  I  trull,  we  (hall. 
If  not  fill  up  the  meafure  of  her  will, 
Yet  in  fome  meafure  fatisfie  her  fo. 
That  we  lliall  Hop  her  exclamation. 
Go  we,  as  well  as  hafte  will  fuifer  us, 
To  this  unlook'd-for,  unprepared.  Pomp. 

\Ex,  all  hut  Faulconbr. 

Fauk»  Mad  world,  mad  Kings,  mad  compofition  I 

0.3  .  Johny 
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John,  to  fiop  Arthur's  Title  in  the  whole, 

Hath  willingly  departed  with  a  part : 

And  France,  whofe  armour  Confcience  buckled  on. 

Whom  Zeal  and  Charity  brought  to  the  field. 

As  God's  own  foldier,  rounded  in  the  ear 

With  that  fame  purpofe- changer,  that  fly  devil. 

That  broker,  that  ftill  breaks  the  pate  of  faith. 

That  daily  break- vow,  he  that  wins  of  all, 

Of  Kings,  of  beggars,  old  men,  young  men,  maids. 

Who  having  no  external  thing  to  lofe 

But  the  word  Maid,  cheats  the  poor  maid  of  that ; 

That  fmooth-fac'd  gentleman,  tickling  Commodity,-— 

Commodity,  the  biafs  of  the  world, 

The  world,  which  of  itfelf  is  poifed  well. 

Made  to  run  even,  upon  even  ground  ; 

'Till  this  advantage,  this  vile-drawing  biafs. 

This  fway  of  motion,  this  Commodity, 

Makes  it  take  head  from  all  indifferency. 

From  all  dire<5lion,  purpofe,  courfe,  intent. 

And  this  fame  biafs,  this  Commodity, 

This  bawd,  this  broker,  this  all  changing  word, 

Clapt  on  the  outward  eye  of  fickle  France, 

Hath  drawn  him  from  his  own  determin'd  aid. 

From  a  refolv'd  and  honourable  war. 

To  a  moft  bafe  and  vile- concluded  peace— 

And  why  rail  I  on  this  Commodity  ; 

But  for  becaufe  he  hath  not  wooed  me  yet : 

Not  that  I  have  the  power  to  clutch  my  hand. 

When  his  fair  angels  would  falute  my  palm  ; 

But  that  my  hand,  as  unattempted  yet. 

Like  a  poor  beggar,  raileth  on  the  rich. 

Well,  while  I  am  a  beggar,  I  will  rail ; 

And  fay,  there  is  no  fin  but  to  be  rich  : 

And  being  rich,  my  virtue  then  (hall  be. 

To  fay,  there  is  no  vice,  but  beggary. 

Since  Kings  break  faith  upon  commodity, 

Gain,  be  my  lord  i  for  I  will  worfhip  thee  \  lExtt. 
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ACT  III. 
SCENE,  the  French  King's  Pavilion, 

E7iter  Conftance,  Arthur,  and  Salisbury* 

Constance. 

GONE  to  be  marry 'd  I  gone  to  fwear  a  peace  ! 
Falfe  blood  to  falfe  blood  joined !    Gone  to  be 
friends  ! 

Shall  Le^is  have  Blanch,  and  Blanch  thofe  provinces  ? 

It  is  not  fo,  thou  had  mif-fpoke,  mif-heard  ; 

Be  well  ad  vis  "d,  tell  o'er  thy  tale  again. 

It  cannot  be ;  thou  doll  but  fay,  'tis  fo. 

I  truft,  I  may  not  truft  thee ;  for  thy  word 

Is  but  the  vain  breath  of  a  common  man  : 

Believe  me,  I  do  not  believe  thee,  man  ; 

I  have  a  King*s  oath  to  the  contrary. 

Thou  (halt  be  punilh'd  for  thus  frighting  me, 

For  I  am  fick,  and  capable  of  fears  ; 

Oppreft  with  wrongs,  and  therefore  full  of  fears : 

A  widow,  husbandlefs,  fubjed  to  fears, 

A  woman,  naturally  born  to  fears. 

And,  tho'  thou  now  confefs  thou  didft  but  jeft, 

With  my  vext  fpirits  I  cannot  take  a  truce, 

But  they  will  quake  and  tremble  all  this  day. 

What  doll  thou  mean  by  fhaking  of  thy  head  ? 

Why  doft  thou  look  fo  fadly  on  my  fon  ? 

What  means  that  hand  upon  that  breail  of  thine  ? 

Why  holds  thine  eye  that  lamentable  rheum, 

Like  a  proud  river  peering  o'er  his  bounds  ? 

Be  thefe  fad  Ughs  confirmers  of  thy  words  ? 

Then  fpeak  again,  not  all  thy  former  tale. 

But  this  one  word,  whether  thy  tale  be  true. 

^aL  As  true,  as,  !  believe,  you  think  them  falfe. 
That  give  you  caufe  to  prove  my  faying  true. 
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Conji.  Oh,  if  thou  teach  me  to  beh'eve  this  forrow. 
Teach  thou  this  forrow  how  to  make  me  die ; 
And  let  beh'ef  and  life  encounter  fo, 
As  doth  the  fury  of  two  defpVate  men, 
Which,"" in  the  very  meeting,  fall  and  die. 
Lei^vis  wed  Blavch  f  O  boy,  then  whers  art  thou  ?' 
France  friend  with  England  !  what  becomes  of  me  i 
i^'ellow,  be  gone,  I  cannot  brook  thy  fight : 
'i  his  news  hath  made  thee  a  mofl  ugly  man. 

Sal.  What  other  harm  have  f,  goodlzdy,  done, 
Eut  fpoke  the  harm  that  is  by  others  done  ? 
Confi.  Which  harm  within  itfelf  fo  heinous  i^, 
-  As  it  makes  harmful  all  that  fpeak  of  it. 

JrtL  I  do  befeech  you,  mother,  be  content 
Corijl.  If  thou,  that  bidll  me  be  content,  w^ert  grini^ 
Ugly,  and  flandVous  to  thy  mother's  womb. 
Full  of  unpleafing  blots,  and  fightlefs  flains-. 
Lame,  foolifh,  crooked,  fwart,  prodigiouf!,. 
Patch'd  with  foul  m.oles,  and  eye-offending  marks  ; 
I  would  not  care,  J  then  would  be  content  : 
For  then  I  fliould  not  love  thee  r  bo,  nor  thou 
Become  thy  great  birth,  nor  deferve  a  crown.. 
But  thou  art  fair,  and  at  thy  birth,  dear  boy  I 
Nature  and  fortune  join'd  to  make  thee  great. 
Of  nature's  gifts  thou  may'ft  with  lillies  boaft, 
And  with  the  kJf- blown  rofe.    But  fortune,  oh  \ 
She  is  corrupted,  changed,  and,  won  from  thee. 
Adulterates  hourly  with  thine  uncle  John  ; 
And  with  her  golden  hand  hath  pluckt  on  France 
To  tread  down  fair  refpe6l  of  fovereign ty,. 
And  made  his  majefty  the  bawd  to  theirs. 
France  is  a  bawd  to  fortune,  and  to  John; 
That  Ilrumpet  fortune,  that  ufurping  jfo/^n  f 
Tell  me,  thou  fellow,  is  not  France  forfworn  ? 
Envenom  him  with  words  ;  or  get  thee  gone, 
And  leave  thefe  woes  alone,  which.  I  alone 
Am  bound  to  under- bear. 

Sal,  Pardon  me,  Madam, 
I  may  not  go  without  you  to  the  Kings, 

Conji.  Thou  may'ft,  thou  (halt,  I  will  not  go  with  thee. 
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I  will  indrufl  my  forrows  to  be  proud  ; 

For  Grief  is  proud,  and  makes  his  owner  (loop. 

To  me,  and  to  the  State  of  my  great  Grief, 

Let  Kings  aflemble  :  for  my  Grief's  fo  great, 

That  no  Supporter  but  the  huge  firm  earth 

Can  hold  it  up  :  Here  I  and  Sorrow  fit : 

Here  is  ray  Throne,  bid  Kings  come  bow  to  it.  (10) 

[Sits  donjjn  on  the  Floor » 
Enter 

(lo)  '  hid  Kings  come  hoio  to  /V.]  I  muft  here  account 
for  the  Liberty  I  have  taken  to  make  a  Change  in  the  Divifion 
of  the  2d  and  3d  ABs,  In  the  old  Editions,  the  2d  Atl  was 
made  to  end  here  :  tho*  *tis  evident,  Lady  Conjiance  here,  in 
her  Defpair,  feats  hcrfelf  on  the  Floor  :  and  She  muft  be  fup- 
pofed,  as  I  formerly  obferv'd,  immediately  to  rife  again,  only 
.  to  go  off  and  end  the  AU  decently  j  or  the  fiat  Scene  muft  fliuC 
her  in  from  the  Sight  of  the  Audience,  an  Abfurdity  I  can- 
not wifh  to  accufe  Sbakefpeare  of.  Mr.  GiUion  and  fome  other 
Criticks  fancied,  that  a  confiderable  Part  of  the  2d  A^  was 
loft  j  and  that  the  Chafm  began  here.  I  had  joined  in  this 
Sufpicion  of  a  Scene  or  two  being  loft  ;  and  unwittingly  drew 
Mr.  Pope  into  this  Error.  **  //  feena  to  bs  /b,  fays  he,  and  it  ivert 
to  bt  *wip"d  the  Rcftorer  (meaning  Me,)  could  Jupply  it.*''  To 
deferve  this  Great  Man's  Thanks,  Til  venture  at  the  Task  5 
and  hope  to  convince  my  Readers,  that  nothing  is  loft  j  but 
that  I  have  fupplied  the  fufpcfted  Chafm,.  only  by  reftifying 
the  Divifion  of  the  ASIs,  Upon  looking  a  little  more  nar- 
rowly into  the  Conftitution  of  the  Play,  I  am  fatisfied  that  the 
3d  Afi  ought  to  begin  with  that  Scene,  which  has  hitherto  been 
accounted  the  Laft  of  the  2d  A6f :  and  my  Reafons  for  it  are 
thefe.  The  Match  being  concluded,  in  the  Scene  before  That, 
betwixt  the  Dauphin  and  Blanch,  a  Meftenger  is  fent  for  Lady 
Cenftance  to  K.  Fbilip's  Tent,  for  Her  to  come  to  St.  Mary's 
Church  to  the  Solemnity.  The  Princes  all  go"  out,  as  to  the 
Marriage  ;  and  the  Bajiard  ftaying  a  little  behind,  to  defcant 
on  Intereft  and  Commodity,  very  properly  ends  the  A^.  The 
next  Scene  then,  in  the  French  King's  Tent,  brings  us  Salif" 
bury  delivering  his  Meffage  to  Conjiance^  who,  lefufing  to  go  to 
the  Solemnity,  fets  herfelf  down  on  the  Flocr.  The  whole 
Train  returning  from  the  Church  to  the  French  Kmg's  Pavi- 
lion, F  hi  lip  exprefles  fuch  fatisfaftion  f  n  Qccaficn  ot  the  happy 
jSolcmnity  of  thnt  Day  >  that  Corfianct  rifcs  f.       th*  Floor, 
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EnUr  King  John,  JGng  Philip,  Lewis,  Blanch,  Elinor, 
Faulconbridge,  and  Auftria. 

K.  Philip.  *Tis  true,  fair  daughter ;  and  this  bleffed 
day 

Ever  in  France  fhall  be  kept  feflival : 
To  folemnize  this  day,  the  glorrous  fun 
Stays  in  his  courfe,  and  plays  the  alchymift ; 
Turning  with  fplendor  of  his  precious  eye 
The  meagre  cloddy  earth  to  glitt'ring  gold. 
The  yearly  courfe,  that  brings  this  day  about. 
Shall  never  fee  it,  but  a  holy-day. 

Conji,  A  wicked  day,  and  not  an  holy-day. —  [Ri/ngl 
What  has  this  day  defervM  ?  what  hath  it  done. 
That  it  in  golden  letters  fhould  be  fet 
Among  the  high  tides  in  the  kalendar? 
Nay,  rather  turn  this  day  out  of  the  week. 
This  day  of  fhame,  oppreffion,  perjury  : 
Or,  if  it  muft  ftand  ftill,  let  wives  with  child 
Pray,  that  their  burthens  may  not  fall  this  day. 
Left  that  their  hopes  prodigioufly  be  croft : 
But  on  this  day,  let  fearnen  fear  no  wreck; 
No  bargains  break,  that  are  not  this  day  made  ; 
This  day,  all  things  begun  come  to  ill  end. 
Yea,  faith  itfelf  to  hollow  falfhcod  change  ! 

K.  Philip.  By  heaven,  lady,  you  fhall  have  no  caufe 
To  curfe  the  fair  proceedings  of  this  day  : 
Have  I  not  pawn'd  to  you  my  Majefly? 

Con/?.  You  have  beguil'd  me  with  a  counterfeit 
Refembling  Majefty,  which,  touched  and  try'd. 
Proves  valuelefs :  you  are  forfworn,  forfworn^ 
You  came  in  arms  to  fpill  my  enemies  blood, 

and  joins  in  the  Scene  by  entring  her  Protcft  againfl  their  Joy, 
and  curfmg  the  Bufinefs  of  the  Day.  Thus,  I  conceive,  th« 
Scenes  are  fairly  continued  ;  and  there  is  no  Chafm  in  the  Ac- 
tion :  but  a  proper  Interval  made  both  for  Salisbury''^  coming: 
to  Lady  Cepfiance,  and  for  the  Solemnization  of  the  Marriage, 
Eefides,  as  Faulconhridie  i$  evidently  the  Poet*s  favourite  Cha- 
tzCtcr  i  'twas  very  well  judg'd  to  clofe  the  with  his  So- 
liloql^y. 
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But  now  in  arms,  you  ftrengthen  it  with  yours. 

The  grapling  vigour,  and  rough  frown  of  war. 

Is  cold  in  amity  and  painted  peace, 

And  our  oppreffion  hath  made  up  this  league  : 

Arm,  arm,  ye  heav'ns,  againft  thefe  perjur'd  Kings  : 

A  widow  cries,  be  husband  to  me,  heav'n  ! 

Let  not  the  hours  of  this  ungodly  day 

Wear  out  the  day  in  peace  ;  but  ere  fun  fet. 

Set  armed  difcord  'twixt  thefe  perjured  Kings. 

Hear  me,  oh  hear  mc  \ 

Auft.  Lady  ConJIance,  peace. 

Co7jJi.  War,  war,  no  peace ;  peace  is  to  me  a  war. 

0  Lymogesy  O  Aujiria  !  thou  doft  lliame 

That  bloody  fpoil :  thou  Have,  thou  wretch,  thou  coward. 
Thou  little  valiant,  great  in  villany  ! 
Thou'  ever  ftrong  upon  the  Rronger  fide ; 
Thou  fortune's  champion,  that  doft  never  fight 
But  when  her  humourous  ladyfhip  is  by 

1  o  teach  thee  fafety  I  thou  art  perjur'd  too, 
And  footh'il  up  greatnefs.   What  a  fool  art  thou^ 
A  ramping  fool,  to  brag,  to  (lamp,  and  fwear. 
Upon  my  party ;  thou  cold  blooded  Have, 

Hail  thou  not  fpoke  like  thunder  on  my  fide  ? 

Been  fworn  riiy  foldier,  bidding  me  depend  ^ 

Upon  thy  ftars,  thy  fortune,  and  thy  ftrength  I 

And  deft  thou  now  fall  over  to  my  foes  ? 

Thou  wear  a  lion's  hide  !  doiT  it  for  ihame, 

And  hang  a  calve's-skin  on  thofe  recreant  limbs. 
Juft.  O,  that  a  man  would  fpeak  thofe  words  to  me  ? 
Faulc.  And  hang  a  calve's  skin  on  thofe  recreant  linabs, 
AiiJ}.  Thou  dar'ft  not  fay  fo,  villain,  for  thy  life. 
Faulc,  And  hang  a  calve's-skin  on  thofe  recreant  limb*.  - 
Juji.  Methinks,  that  ^/rZ-^ri's  pride  and  Rkl?arfsh\l 

Should  be  a  precedent  to  fright  you.  Sir. 

F^iu/c,  What  words  are  thefe  ?  how  do  my  fiaews 
fhake :! 

My  father's  foe  clad  in  m.y  father's  fpoil ! 
How  doth  yj/e^o  whifper  in  my  ears, . 
**  Delay  not,  i^/fy^W,  kill  the  villain  fl rait; 
"  Difrobe  him  of  the  matchlefs  monument. 

Thy 
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**  Thy  father's  triumph  o'er  the  favages.-— — 
Now  by  his  Ibul  1  fwear,  my  father's  foul, 
Twice  will  I  not  review  the  morning*s  rife, 
Till  1  have  tern  that  trophy  from  thy  back  ; 
And  fplit  thy  heart,  for  wearing  it  fo  long. 

K.  John,'  Wc  like  not  this,  thou  doft  forget  thyfelf. 

Eriter  PanduJph. 

K.  Philip.  Here  comes  the  holy  Legate  of  the  Pope,  • 

Pnnd,  Hail,  ynu  anointed  Deputies  of  heaven  f 
To  thee,  King  Job?!,  ivy  holy  errand  is ;. 
I  Pafuiu^ph,  of  fair  M/^f«  Cardinal, 
And  from  Pope  Innoceyit  the  Legate  here, 
3vo  in  his  name  religioufly  demand 
Why  thou  againll:  the  Church,  our  holy  Mother^ 
So  wllfoliy  doll  fpurn,  and  force  perforce 
Keep  Stephen  La^igton,  chofen  Arclibifhop 
Of  Ca7itcrbury,  from  that  holy  See  ? 
This  in  our  Torefaid  holy  Father's  name. 
Pope  Innocent^  I  do  demand  of  thee. 

K.  John.  What  earthly  name  to  interrogatories 
Can  task  the  free  breath  of  a  facred  King  ? 
Thou  canfl  not,  Cardinal,  devife  a  name 
So  flight,  unworthy,  and  ridiculous. 
To  charge  me  to  an  anfwer,  as  the  Pope. 
Tell  him  this  tale,  and  from  the  mouth  of  Evglaiid 
Add  thus  much  more,  that  no  Italian  priefl 
Shall  tithe  or  toll  in  our  dominions : 
But  as  we  under  heav'n  are  fupreme  head. 
So,  under  him,  that  great  Supremacy,  -  ^ 

Where  we  do  reign,  we  will  alone  uphold  ; 
Without  th'  afTilUnce  of  a  mortal  hand. 
So  tell  tf  e  Pope,  all  rev'rence  fet  apart 
To  him  and  his  ufurp'd  authority. 

K.  Philip.  Brother  of  Evghmd,  you  blafpheme  in  this. 

K.  John.  '^Wi^^  you,  and  all  the  Kings  of  Chriflendom 
Are  led  fo  grofly  by  this  mealing  Priell, 
Dreading  the  curfe,  that  mony  may  buy  out; 
And  by  the  merit  of  vile  gold,  drofs,  dud, 
Pufdiafe  corrupted  pardon  of  a  man. 

Who 
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Who  In  that  fale  fells  pardon  from  himfelf : 
Tho'  you,  and  all  the  reft,  fo  grofly  led. 
This  jugling  witch-craft  with  revenue  cherillj ; . 
Yet  I  alone,  alone,  do  me  oppofe 
Againft  the  Pope,  and  count  his  friends  my  foej. 

Pand.  Then  by  tne  lawful  power  that  1  have. 
Thou  fhalt  rtard  curft,  and  excommunicate  ; 
And  bleffed  (hail  he  be,  that  doth  revolt 
From  his  allegiance  to  an  heretick  ; 
And  meritorious  ftiall  that  hand  be  calPd, 
Canonized  and  worfhipp*d  as  a  Saint, 
That  takes  away  by  any  fecret  courfe 
Thy  hateful  life. 

Conjl,  O,  lawful  let  it  be, 
That  I  have  room  with  Rome  to  curfe  a  while. 
Good  father  Cardinal,  cry  thou,  Ametiy 
To  my  keen  curfes ;  for  without  my  wrong 
There  is  no  tongue  hath  power  to  curfe  him  right, 

Pand,  There's  law,  and  warrant,  lady,  for  my  curfe, 

Qonft.  And  for  mine  too  j  when  law  can  do  no  right. 
Let  it  be  lawful  that  law  bar  no  wrong  : 
Law  cannot  give  my  child  his  kingdom  here  ; 
For  he,  that  holds  his  kingdom,  holds  the  law; 
Therefore,  fince  law  itfelf  is  perfed  wrong. 
How  can  the  law  forbid  my  tongue  to  curfe  ? 

Pand.  Philip  of  France,  on  peril  of  a  curfe. 
Let  go  the  hand  of  that  arch*heretick  ; 
And  raife  the  powV  of  France  upon  his  head, 
Unlefs  he  do  fubmit  himfelf  to  Rome. 

Eli,  Look'll  thou  pale,  France?  do  not  let  go  thy 
hand. 

Confi.  Look  to  that,  devil !  leli  that  France  repent, 
And,  by  disjoining  hands,  hell  lofe  a  foul.— — 

Juji.  King  Philip,  liften  to  the  Cardinal. 

Faulc.  And  hang  a  calve's-skin  on  his  recreant  limbs. 

A^fi.  Well,  ruffian,  I  muft  pocket  up  thefe  wrongf, 
Becaufe  ■ 

Faulc.  Your  breeches  beft  may  carry  them. 

K.  John.  Philip,  what  fay'ft  thou  to  the  Cardinal? 

Conji,  What  iliould  he  fay,  but  as  the  Cardinal  ? 
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Leivis,  Bethink  you,  father  ;  for  the  diiFerence 
Is  purchafe  of  a  heavy  curfe  from  Rome^ 
Or  the  light  lofs  of  England  for  a  friend  ; 
Forgo  the  eafier. 

Blanch.  That's  the  curfe  of  Rome. 

Confi,   Le^is,  ftand  fall;    the  Devil  tempts  thee 
here  (i  i) 

In  liken efs  of  a  new  and  trimmed  bride. 

Blanch,  The  lady  Conjiance  fpeaks  not  from  her  faith : 
But  from  her  need. 

Conft.  Oh,  if  thou  grant  my  need. 
Which  only  lives  but  by  the  death  of  faith,. 
That  need  mult  needs  infer  this  principle. 
That  faith  would  live  again  by  death  of  need  : 
O,  then  tread  down  my  need,  and  fliith  mounts'  up 
Keep  my  need  up,  and  faith  is  trodden  down. 

K.  John.  Th'e  King  is  mov'd  and  anfwers  not  to  this> 

Conft.  O,  be  removed  from  him,  andanfwer  well. 

Auft.  Do  fo,  l^mg  Philip  i  hang  no  more  in  doubt. 

Faulc.  Hang  nothing  but  a  calve's  skin,  moft  fwcet 
lout. 

K.  Philip,  I  am  perplext,  and  know  not  what  to  fay. 
Pand.  What  ean'fl  thou  fay,  but  will  perplex  thee 

more,. 

If  thou  ftand  excommunicate  and  curfl? 

K..  Philip,  Good  rev  rend  father,  make  my  perfoas 
yours ; 

And  tell  me,  how  you  would  beflow  yourfelf.. 
This  royal  hand  and  mine  are  newly  knit. 
And  the  conjundlion  of  our  inward  fouls 

(ll)  ^"    the  De'vii  tempts  thee  here 

In  Liktneji  ^/ ji  ;7^w  untrimmed  ^r/Vf.]  Tho*  all  thcr 
Copies-  concur  in  this  Reading,  yet  as  untrimmed  eannot  bear 
Any  Signification  to  fquare  with  the  Senfe  required,  I  cannot 
help  thinking  it  a  corrupted  Reading.     I  have  venturM  t® 
thiow  out  the  Negative,  and  read  5 

In  Likenefs  cf  a  neiv  and  trimmed  Bride, 
i..e.  of  a  new  Bride^  and  One,  deck'd  and  adorn' d  as  well  by. 
Are  as  Nature* 

M^rry'd^ 


King   John:  3^75 

Marry'd  in  league,  coupled  and  link'd  together 

With  all  religious  ftrength  of  facred  vows ; 

The  lateft  breath,  that  gave  the  foOnd  of  words. 

Was  deep-fworn  faith,  p^ace,  amity,  true  love^ 

Between  our  kingdoms  and  our  royal  Selves. 

And  even  before  this  truce,  but  new  before. 

No  longer  than  we  well  could  wafh  our  hands  * 

To  clap  this  royal  bargain  up  of  peace, 

Heav'n  knows,  they  were  befmear'd  and  over-ftain'di^ 

With  flaughter's  pencil ;  where  revenge  did  paint 

The  fearful  difF'rence  of  incenfed  Kings. 

And  (hall  thefe  hands,  fo  lately  purg'd  of  blood. 

So  newly  join'd  in  love,  fo  ftrong  in  both, 

Unyoke  this  feifure,  and  this  kind  regreet  ? 

Play  faft  and  locfe  with  faith  ?  fo,  jeft  with  heav'n? 

Make  fuch  unconftant  children  of  ourfelves. 

As  now  again  to  fnatch  our  palm  from  palm  ? 

Un  fwear  faith  fworn,  and  on  the  marriage  bed 

Of  fmiling  peace  to  march  a  blocdy  holV,. 

And  make  a  riot  on  the  gentle  brow 

Of  true  fmcerity  ?  O  holy  Sir^ 

My  reverend  father,  let  it  not  be  fo ; 

Cut  of  your  grace,  devife,  ordain,  impofe 

Some  gentle  order,  and  we  fliall  be  blefl 

To  do  your  pleafure,  and  continue  friends 
Pand,  All  form  is  formlefs,  order  orderleis. 

Save  what  is  oppofite  to  E?:gland's  love. 

Therefore,  to  arms !  be  champion  of  our  Church  t 

Or  let  the  Church  our  mother  breathe  her  curfe, 

A  mother's  curfe  on  her  revolting  fon. 

France,  th©u  may 'ft  hold  a  ferpent  by  the  tongue,. 

A  chafed  lyon  by  the  mortal  paw, 

A  failing  ty ger  fafcr  by  the  tooth. 

Than  keep  in  peace  that  hand,  which  thou  doft  hold. 
K.  Philip.  I  may  dif-join  my  hand,  but  not  my  faitiu 
Pand.  So  mak'il  thou  faith  an  enemy  to  faith  j 

And,  like  a  civil  war,  fet'ft  oath  to  oath. 

Thy  tongue  againft  thy  tongue,    O,  let  thy  vow 

Firft  made  to  heav'n,  firft  be  to  heav'n  perform'd  ^ 

That  is.  -  to  be  the  champion  of  our  Churchy 

.What 
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What  fince  thou  fwor'H,  is  fworn  againft  thyfelf ; 

And  may  not  be  performed  by  thyfelf ; 

For  that,  which  thou  haft  fworn  to  do  amifs. 

Is  not  amifs,  when  it  is  truly  done : 

And  being  not  done,  where  doing  tends  to  ill. 

The  truth  is  then  mo^l  done,  not  doing  it. 

The  better  aft  of  purpofes  miftook 

Is  to  miftake  again  ;  tho'  indire6l. 

Yet  indiredlion  thereby  grows  dired, 

And  failliood  falfhood  cures ;  as  fire  cools  fire. 

Within  the  fcorched  veins  of  one  new-burn'd. 

It  is  religion  that  doth  make  vows  kept, 

But  thou  haft  fworn  againft  religion : 

By  what  thoufwear*ft,  againft  the  thing  thou  fwear*ll 

And  mak'ft  an  oath  the  furety  for  thy  truth, 

Againft  an  oath  the  truth  thou  art  unfure 

To  fwear,  fwear  only  not  to  be  forfworn  ; 

Elfe  what  a  mockery  ftiould  it  be  to  fwear  ? 

But  thou  doft  fwear,  only  to  be  forfworn. 

And  moft  forfworn,  to  keep  what  thou  doft  fwear. 

Therefore  thy  latter  vows,  againft  thy  firft. 

Is  in  thyfelf  rebellion  to  thyfelf. 

And  better  conqueft  never  canft  thou  make, 

Than  arm  thy  conftant  and  thy  nobkr  parts 

Againft  thefe  giddy,  loofe  fuggeftions ; 

Upon  which  better  part,  our  prayVs  come  in, 

Jf,thou  vouchfafe  them.    But  if  not,  then  know. 

The  peril  of  our  curfes  light  on  thee 

So  heavy,  as  thou  (halt  not  fhake  them  off" ; 

But,  in  defpair,  die  under  their  black  weight. 

J7i/}.  Rebellion,  flat  rebellion. 

Fau/c.  Will't  not  be  ? 
Will  not  a  calve's-skin  ftop  that  mouth  of  thine? 

Lenjois.  Father,  to  arms. 
■  Blanch.  Upon  thy  wedding  day  ? 
Againft  the  blood  that  thou  haft  married  ? 
What,  fhall  our  feaft  be  kept  with  flaughter'd  men  ? 
Shall  braying  trumpets,  and  loud  churlifti  drums. 
Clamours  of  liell,  be  meafures  to  our  pomp  ? 
O  husband,  hear  me  ;  (ah  !  alack,  how  new 
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Is  husband  in  my  mouth  ?)  ev'n  for  that  name, 
Which  till  this  time  my  tongue  did  ne'ier  pronounce^, 
Upon  my  knee  I  beg,  go  not  to  arms 
Againft  mine  uncle. 

Conji.  O,  upon  my  knee. 
Made  hard  with  kneeling,  1  do  pray  to  thee. 
Thou  virtuous  Dauphin,  alter  not  the  doom 
Forethought  by  heav'n. 

Blanch,  Nowlhall  f  fee  thy  love;  what  motive  may 
Be  ftronger  with  thee  than  the  name  of  wife  ? 

ConJ},  That  which  upholdeth  him,  that  thee  upholds^, 
His  honour.  Oh,  thine  honour,  LVoo/j,  thine  honouj^i-^ 

Le^juh.  I  mufe,  your  Maj.eily  doth  feem  fo  cold. 
When  fuch  profound  refpefls  do  pull  you  on  ? 

Pand.  I  will  denounce  a  curfe  upon  his  head. 

K.  Philip,  Thou  (halt  not  need.    England,  I'll  fall 
from  thee. 

Conji,  O  fair  return  of  baniOi'd  Majefty^ 

Eli,  O  foul  revolt  of  French  inconilancy  ! 

K.  John,  France,  thou  lhalt  rue  this  hour  within  this 
hour. 

Faulc,  Old  time  the  clock- fetter,  that  bald  fextem 
time, 

Is  it,  as  he  will?  well  then,  France  (hall  rue. 

Blanch,  The  fun's  o'ercaft  with  blood :  fair  day,  adieu ! 
Which  is  the  fide  that  I  muft  go  withal  ? 
I  am  with  both,  each  army  hath  a  hand. 
And  in  their  rage,  I  having  hold  of  both, 
They  whirl  afunder,  and  difm ember  me. 
Husband,  I  cannot  pray  that  thou  may'ft  win : 
Uncle,  I  needs  muft  pray  that  thou  may'll  lofe: 
Father,  I  may  not  wifli  the  fortune  thine  : 
Grandam,  I  will  not  wilh  thy  wifhes  thrive : 
Whoever  wins,  on  that  fide  lhall  I  lofe  : 
Affured  lofs,  before  the  match  be  play'd. 

Leivis,  Lady,  with  me,  with  me  thy  fortune  lies; 

Blanch.  There  where  my  fortune  lives,  there  my  lift 
dies. 

K.  John,  Coufin,  go  draw  our  puiffancc  together. 

[£^/V  Faulconbridga 
France^t, 
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France,  I  am  burn'd  up  with  inflaming  wrath, 
A  rage,  whofe  heat  hath  this  condition 
Tiiat  nothing  can  allay,  nothing  but  blood. 
The  blood,  and  dearefl- valued  blood  of  France. 

K.  PM/ip.  Thy  rage  fhall  burn  thee  up,  and  thoa 
fhalt  turn 

To  afhes,  ere  our  blood  Ihall  quench  that  fire  j 
Look  to  thyfelf,  thou  art  in  jeopardy. 

TL.John,  No  more,  than  he  that  threats.   To  arms, 
Jet's  hie.  {E^ctunu 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Field  of  Battle. 

'Alarms,  Excurjtons :  Enter  Faulconbridge,  njoith  AullrlaV 

Head. 

Faulc.  ivy  O  W,  by  my  life,  this  day  grows  wond'rous 

rN     .  hot;  Mz) 
Some  fiery  devil  hovers  in  the  sky. 
And  pours  down  mifchief.    Aufirtas  head  He  there.-^. 
Thus  hath  King  Richard's  fon  perform'd  his  vow. 
And  ofFer'd  Auftria\  blood  for  facriiice 
,  Unto  his  j^ther's  ever- living  foul> 

Enter  King  John,  Arthur,  and  Hubert. 

K.  John.  There,  Hubert,  keep  this  boy.  Riciard^ 
make  up  ; 
My  mother  is  affailed  in  our  tent. 
And  ta'en,  I  fear. 

Faulc.  My  lord,  I  refcu'd  her: 
Her  highnefs  is  in  fafety,  fear  you  not, 

J 1 2)  *       It  gr9ivs  nvondroui  hot ; 

Some  airy  Dc'vil  hovers  in  the  Sky.'\  I  have,  by  Mr.  JVaf' 
hurtiiCs  Direftion,  ventured  to  fubftitute,  fery  De'vil.  It  is  a 
very  unconclufive  Inference,  fure,  that,  becaufe  it  grew  won- 
dVous  hot,  foms  airy  Devil  hover'd  in  the  Sky,  It  is  a  fort  of 
Rcafoning,  that  carries  an  Air  of  Ridicule;  unlefs  we  could 
determine,  that  the  Poet  meant  no  more  by  the  Epithet  than 
to  exprefs  the  Sacred  Text^  in  which  the  Devil  is  ftiled  the 
Frlnce  of  the  Air. 

BiSt 
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But  on,  my  Liege ;  for  very  little  pains 

Will  bring  this  labour  to  an  happy  end*  [Exeunt^ 

Alarms^  Excurfans^  Retreat*  Re-enter  King  John,  Elinoff 
Arthur,  Faulconbridge,  Hubert,  and  Lords. 

K.  John,  So  Ihall  it  be  ;  your  Grace  (hall  ftay  behind 
So  ftrongly  guarded  :  Coufin,  look  not  fad,  [To  Arthur. 
Thy  grandam  loves  thee,  and  thy  uncle  will 
As  dear  be  to  thee,  as  thy  father  was. 

j^rth,  O,  this  will  make  my  mother  die  with  grief. 

K.  John.  Coufin,  away  for  England;  hafte  before, 

{To  Fauk. 

And,  ere  our  coming,  fee  thou  fliake  the  bags 
Of  hoarding  Abbots ;  their  imprifon'd  angels 
Set  thou  at  liberty :  the  fat  ribs  of  peace  (13) 
Muft  by  the  hungry  war  be  fed  upon. 
Ufe  our  commiffion  in  its  utmoft  force. 

FauL  Bell,  book,  and  candle  fhall  not  drive  me  back,' 
When  gold  and  filver  beck  me  to  come  on. 
I  leave  your  highnefs :  grandam,  I  will  pray 
(If  ever  I  remember  to  be  holy) 
For  your  fair  fafety ;  fo  I  kifs  your  hand. 

Eli,  Farewel,  my  gentle  coufin. 

K.  John.  Coz,  farewel.  [5;^// Faulc' 

Eli,  Come  hither,  little  kinfman hark,  a  word. 

[Taking  him  to  one  fide  of  the  Jiage* 

K.  John,  [to  Hubert  on  the  other  fide,'] 
Come  hither,  Hubert,    O  my  gentle  Hubert^ 
We  owe  thee  much ;  within  this  wall  of  flefli 
There  is  a  foul  counts  thee  her  creditor. 
And  with  advantage  means  to  pay  thy  love  : 

(13)  the  fat  Ribs  of  Peace 

Muft  by  the  hungry  now  he  fed  ufonJ\     This  Word 
fecms  a  very  idle  Term  here,  and  conveys  no  fatisfaftory  Idea. 
An  Antithefis,  and  Oppolition  of  Terms,  fo  perpetual  with  ouj. 
Author,  requires  ; 

Muft  by  the  hungry  War  be  fed  upon, 
W tr  demanding  a  large  Expence,  is  very  poetically  faid  to  l»s 
hungry^  and  to  prey  on  the  Wealth  and  Fat  of  Veace. 

Mr.  Warhurttn* 
Andg 
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And,  my  good  friend,  thy  voluntary  oath 
Xives  in  this  bofoni,  dearly  cherifhed. 
Give  me  thy  hand,  I  had  a  thing  to  fay 
But  I  will  fit  it  with  fome  better  time. 
By  heaven,  Hubert,  Vm  almoft  afham'd 
To  fay  what  good  refpedl  I  have  of  thee. 

Hub.  I  am  much  bounden  to  your  Majefty. 

K.  John.  Good  friend,  thou  haft  no  caufe  to  fay  £o 

yet,  

But  thou  lhalt  have  and  creep  trme  ne'er  fo  flow,. 

Yet  it  (hall  come  for  me  to  do  thee  good. 

JE  had  a  thing  to  fay  but,  let  it  go  : 

The  fun  is  in  the  heav'n,  and  the  proud  day^ 

Attended  with  the  pleafures  of  the  world, 

Is  all  too  wanton,  and  too  full  of  gawds, 

To  give  me  audience.    If  the  midnight  bell  (14) 

Did  with  his  iron  tongue  and  brazen  mouth 

Sound  one  unto  the  drovvfie  race  of  night ; 

If  this  fame  were  a  church- yard  where  we  lland>. 

And  thou  poffefTed  with  a  thoufand  wrongs ; 

Or  if  that  furly  fpirit  Melancholy 

Had  bak'd  thy  blood  and  made  it  heavy- thick. 

Which  elfe  runs  tickling  up  and  down  the  veins,, 

Making  that  idiot  laughter  keep  mens'  eyes, 

And  ftrain  their  cheeks  to  idle  mcriiment  5. 

(A  paflion  hateful  to  my  purpofes) 

Or  if  that  thou  could'ft  fee  me  without  eyes*. 

Hear  me  without  thine  ears,  and  make  reply 

Without  a  tongue,  ufmg  conceit  alone. 

Without  eyes,  ears,  and  harmful  found  of  words ; 

(14)  _  jj,  fj^g  midnight  Bell 

Did  ivitb  his  Iron  Tongue,  and  braxen  Mouthy 
S9und  on  into  the  droivzy  race  of  Night  {\  I  do  not  think, 
that  found  on  gives  here  that  Idea  of  Solemnity  and  Horror, 
which,  'tia  plain,  our  Poet  intended  to  imprefs  by  this  fine 
Defcriptionj  and  which  my  Emendation  conveys.  /.  e.  If  it 
were  the  ftill  part  of  the  Night,  or  One  of  the  Clock  in  the 
Morning,  when  the  Sound  of  the  Bell  ftrikes  upon  the  Ear 
with  moft  Awe  and  Terror.  And  it  is  very  ufual  with  our 
fi>tar€.  in  other  PalTagcs  to  exprefs  the  Horror  of  a  Midnight  Bell, 

Then, 
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Then,  in  defpight  of  broad  ey'd  watchful  da}% 
I  would  into  thy  bofom  pour  my  thoughts  :  . 

But  ah,  I  will  not  yet  I  love  thee  well  ? 

i\nd,  'by  my  troth,  I  think,  thou  lov'ft  me  well. 

Hub.  So  well,  that  what  you  bid  me  undertake, 
Tho'  that  my  death  were  adjund  to  my  a6l. 
By  heav'n,  I'd  do't. 

K.  John.  Do  not  I  know,  thou  would'fl  ? 
Good  Hubert y  Hubert y  Hubert ^  throw  thine  eye 
On  yon  young  boy  :  Til  tell  thee  what,  my  friend  ; 
He  is  a  very  ferpent  in  my  way, 
if\nd,  wherefoe'er  this  foot  of  mine  doth  tread. 
He  lyes  before  me.    Doft  thou  underftand  me  ? 
Thou  art  his  keeper. 

Hub,  And  ril  keep  him  fo, 
That  he  Ihall  not  offend  your  Majefty. 

K.  John.  Death. 

Hui.  My  lord  ? 

K.  John.  A  grave. 

Hub.  He  ihall  not  live. 

K.  John.  Enough. 
I  could  be  merry  now.    Hubert j  I  love  thee  ; 
Well,  rU  not  fay  what  I  intend  for  thee  : 
Remember Madam,  fare  you  well, 

.   [Returning  to  tie  ^fiin, 
I'll  fend  thofe  powVs  o'er  to  your  Majefly, 

EH.  My  bleffing  go  with  thee  ! 

K.  J<ihn.  For  Englandy  coufin,  go, 
Hubert  (hall  be  your  man,  t'attend  on  you 
With  all  true  duty  ;  on,  toward  Calais^  ho  !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  French  Court. 

Enter  King  Philip,  Lewis,  Pandulpho,  and  Attendants 

K.  Philip.  00,  by  a  roaring  tempeft  on  the  flood, 

1^  A  whole  Armada  of  colleded  fail 
Is  fcatter'd  anddisjoin'd  from  fellowfhip. 

Pand.  Courage  and  comfort,  all  fhall  yet  go  well. 

K.  Philip,  What  can  go  well,  when  we  have  run  fo  ill? 
Are  we  not  beaten  ?  Is  not  Jngien  loit  ? 

"  Arthw 
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Arthur  ta'en  Pris'ner  ?  diverfe  dear  friends  flain  ? 
And  bloody  England  into  England  gone. 
O'er- bearing  interruption,  fpite  of  France  ? 

Leijois^  What  he  hath  won,  that  hath  he  fwtify'd  : 
So  hot  a  fpeed  with  fuch  advice  difpos'd. 
Such  temperate  order  in  fo  fierce  a  caufe. 
Doth  want  example    who  hath  read,  or  heard. 
Of  any  kindred  adion  like  to  this  ? 

K.  Vhiltp.  Well  could  I  bear  that  -E^/^/Whadthispraife^ 
So  we  could  find  fome  pattern  of  our  fhame. 

Enter  Conflance. 

Look,  who  comes  here?  a  grave  unto  a  foul. 
Holding  th'  eternal  fpirit  'gainft  her  will 
In  the  vile  prifon  of  afHidled  breath  ; 
I  pr'ythee,  lady,  go  away  with  me. 

Conft.  Lo,  now,  now  fee  the  ifTue  of  your  peace. 

K.  Philip.  Patience,    good  lady  \  comfort,  gentle 
Con  fiance.' 

Confi,  No,  I  defie  all  counfel,  and  redrefs. 
But  that,  which  ends  all  counfel,  true  redrefs,  , 
Death,  death ;  oh  amiable,  lovely  death ! 
Thou  odoriferous  flench,  found  rottennefi, 
Arife  forth  from  thy  couch  of  lafting  night. 
Thou  hate  and  terror  to  profperity,  1 
And  I  will  kifs  thy  detellable  bones ;  i 
And  put  my  eye- balls  in  thy  vaulty  brows  ; 
And  ring  thefe  fingers  with  thy  lioufhold  worms ;  ' 
And  flop  this  gap  of  breath  with  fulfom  duft. 
And  be  a  carrion  monfter,  like  thy  felf ; 
Come,  grin  on  me,  and  I  will  think  thou  fmiPft, 
And  kifs  thee  as  thy  wife ;  mifery's  love, 
O  come  to  me  ! 

K.  Philip.  O  fair  afflidlion,  peace. 

Confi.  No,  no,  I  will  not,  having  breath  to  cry  ; 
O,  that  my  tongue  were  in  the  thunder's  mouth. 
Then  with  a  pamon  I  would  (hake  the  world. 
And  roiize  from  fleep  that  fell  anatomy. 
Which  cannot  hear  a  lady's  feeble  voice,  | 
And  fcorns  a  modern  invocation.  ' 

Fand. 
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Pand,  Lady,  you  utter  madnefs,  and  not  forrOW. 
Conji,  Thou  art  not  holy  to  belie  me  fo  ; 
I  am  not  mad  ;  this  hair  I  tear  is  mine  ; 
My  name  is  Confiance,  I  was  Geffrey  s  wife  : 
Young  Arthur  is  my  fon,  and  he  is  loft! 
I  am  not  mad  ;  I  would  to  heaven,  I  were  ! 
For  then,  'tis  like,  I  ^hould  forget  myfelf. 
Oh,  if  I  could,  what  grief  fhould  I  forget ! 
Preach  fome  philofophy  to  make  me  mad. 
And  thou  fhalt  be  canoniz'd.  Cardinal, 
For,  being  not  mad,  but  fenfible  of  grief. 
My  reafonable  part  produces  reafon 
How  I  may  be  delivered  of  thefe  woes. 
And  teaches  me  to  kill  or  hang  myfelf. 
If  I  were  mad,  I  (liould  forget  my  fon. 
Or  madly  think,  a  babe  of  clouts  were  he : 
I  am  not  mad  ;  too  well,  too  well  I  feel 
The  different  plague  of  each  ca'amity. 

K.  Philip.  Bind  up  thofe  tre/Tes ;  O,  what  love  I  notC 
In  the  fair  muhitude  of  thofe  her  hairs ; 
Where  but  by  chance  a  filver drop  hath  falln, 
Ev'n  to  that  drop  ten  thoufand  wiery  friends 
Do  glew  themfelves  in  fociable  grief; 
Like  true,  infeparable,  faithful  loves. 
Sticking  together  in  calamity. 

Confi,  To  England,  if  you  wilL*  ■ 
K.  Philip,  Bind  up  your  hairs, 

Confi,  Yes,  that  1  will ;  and  wherefore  will  I  do  it  ? 
I  tore  them  from  their  bonds,  and  cry 'd  aloud, 
O,  that  thefe  hands  could  fo  redeem  my  fon. 
As  they  have  giv'n  thefe  hairs  their  liberty  ! 
But  now  I  envy  at  their  liberty. 
And  will  again  commit  them  to  their  bonds ; 
Becaufe  my  poor  child  is  a  prifoner. 
And,  father  Cardinal,  1  have  heard  you  fay. 
That  we  lhall  fee  and  know  our  friends  in  heaT'n ; 
If  that  be,  I  lhall  fee  my  boy  again. 
For  fmce  the  birth  of  Cain,  the  firft  male-child. 
To  him  that  did  but  yefterday  fufpire. 
There  was  not  fuch  a  gracious  creature  born. 

But 
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But  now  will  canker  forrow  eat  my  bud, 
And  chafe  the  native  beauty  from  his  cheek  ; 
And  he  will  look  as  hollow  as  a  ghoft 
As  dim  and  meagre  as  an  ague's  fit-; 
And  fo  hell  die :  and  lifing  again. 
When  I  fhall  meet  him  in  the  court  ofheav% 
I  lhall  not  know  him  ;  therefore  never,  never, 
Muft  I  behold  my  pretty  Arthur  more. 

Pand.  You  hold  too  heinous  a  refpedl  of  grief. 

Conji.  He  talks  to  me,  that  never  had  a  fon. 

K.  Philip.  You  are  as  fond  of  grief,  as  of  your  child, 

Conjf.  Grief  fills  the  room  up  of  my  abfent  child ; 
Lyes  in  his  bed,  walks  up  and  down  with  me ; 
Puts  on  his  pretty  looks,  repeats  his  words. 
Remembers  me  of  all  his  gracious  parts .; 
Stuifs  out  his  vacant  garments  with  his  form  ? 
Then  have  I  reafon  to  be  fond  of  grief. 
Fare  you  well  ;  had  you  fuch  a  lofs  as  I, 
I  could  give  better  comfort  than  you  do. 
I  will  not  keep  this  form  upon  my  hfead, 

\Teari7ig  off  her  head  cloaths. 
When  there  i-s  fuch  diforder  in  my  wit. 
O  lord,  my  boy,  my  Arthur,  my  fair  fon  I 
My  life,  my  joy,  my  food,  my  all  the  world  ! 
My  widow  comfort,  and  my  forrow's  cure  I  [Exit, 

K,  Philip,  IJear  fome  outrage,  and  I'll  follow  her. 

\^Exitc 

'  Xm^V.  There's  nothing  in  this  world  can  make  mc 
\      joy ; 

Life  is  as  tedious  as  a  twice-told  tale, 
Vexing  the  dull  ear  of  a  drowfie  man. 
A  bitter  fhame  hath  fpoilt  the  fweet  world's  tafte. 
That  it  yields  nought  but  fhame  and  bitternefs. 

Pand.  Before  the  curing  of  a  llrong  difeafe, 
Ev'n  in  the  inftant  of  repair  and  health. 
The  fit  is  ilrongefl :  evils  that  take  leave. 
On  their  departure,  moft  of  all  ihew  evil. 
What  have  you  loft  by  loling  of  this  day  .? 
%   Lenvis,  All  days  of  glory,  joy,  and  happincfs. 

Pand.  If  you  had  won  it,  certainly,  you  had. 

No, 
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No,  no ;  when  fortune  means  to  men  moft  good. 
She  looks  upon  them  with  a  threatening  eye. 
Tis  itenge  to  think  how  much  King  John  hath  loft 
In  this,  which  he  accounts  fo  clearly  won. 
Are  not  you  griev'd,  that  Arthur  is  his  prifoner? 
Lenjjis.  As  heartily,  as  he  is  glad  he  hath  him. 
Pand,  Your  mind  is  ail  as  youthful  as  your  blood. 
Now  hear  me  fpeak  with  a  prophetick  fpirit ; 
For  ev'n  the  breath  of  what  1  mean  to  fpeak 
Shall  blow  each  duft,  each  ilraw,  each  little  rub. 
Out  of  the  path  which  fhall  diredlly  lead 
Thy  foot  to  Engla?td*s  throne  :  and  therefore  mark. 
yohn  hath  feiz'd  Arthur,  and  it  cannot  be 
That  v/hilft  warm  life  plays  in  that  infant's  veins. 
The  mifplac'd  John  fhould  entertain  an  hour, 
A  minute,  nay,  one  quiet  breath,  of  reft. 
A  fcepter,  fnatch'd  with  an  unruly  hand, 
Muft  be  as  boiiVroufly  maintained,  as  gain'd. 
And  he,  that  ftands  upon  a  flippVy  place. 
Makes  nice  of  no  vile  hold  to  ftay  him  up. 
That  John  may  ^land,  then  Arthur  needs  muft  fall  5 
So  be  it,  for  it  cannot  be  but  fo. 

Len^Ju.  But  what  fhall  I  gain  by  young  Arthurs  fall  I 
Pand,  You,  in  the  right  of  lady  Blanch  your  wife, 
•  BfaV  then  make  all  the  claim  that  Arthur  did. 
Leivis.  And  lofeit,  life  and  all,  as  Arthur  did. 
Pand,  How  green  you  are,  and  frefh  in  this  old 
world  ? 

John  lays  you  plots  ;  the  times  confpire  with  you; 
For  he,  that  fteeps  his  fafety  in  true  blood. 
Shall  find  but  bloody  fafety  and  untrue. 
This  ad,  fo  evilly  born,  fhall  cool  the  hearts 
Of  all  his  people,  and  freez.e  up  their  zeal; 
N  That  no  fo  fmall  advantage  lhall  ftep  forth 
To  check  his  reign,  but  they  will  cheriih  it. 
No  nat'ral  exhalation  in  the  sky, 
No  'fcape  of  nature,  no  diftemper'd  day. 
No  common  wind,  no  cuftomed  event. 
But  they  will  pluck  away  its  nat'ral  caufc,' 
And  call  them  meteors,  prodigies,  and  fjgni. 

Vol.  III.  R  Abor- 
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Aboridve?,  and  prefages,  tongues  of  heav'n 
Plainly  denouncing  vengeance  upon  John. 

Leavis.  May  be,  he  will  not  touch  young  Arthur\  life  ; 
But  hold  himfelf  fafe  in  his  prifonment. 

Pand.  O  Sir,  when  he  fhall  hear  of  your  approach. 
If  that  young  Arthur  be  not  gone  already, 
Ev'n  at  this  news  he  dies :  and  then  tl;e  hearts 
Of  all  his  people  fhall  revolt  from  him, 
And  kifs  the  lips  of  unacquainted  change  j 
And  pick  ftrong  matter  of  revolt  and  wrath. 
Out  of  the  bloody  fingers'  ends  of  John. 
Methinks,  I  fee  this  hurly  all  on  foot ; 
And  O,  what  better  matter  breeds  for  you 

Than  I  have  nam'd  !  The  baftard  Faulconhridge 

Is  row  in  England^  ranfacking  the  church. 

Offending  charity.    If  but  twelve 

Were  there  in  arms,  they  would  be  as  a  call 

To  train  ten  thoufand  Englijh  to  their  fide ; 

Or,  as  a  little  fnow,  tumbled  about, 

Anon  becomes  a  mountain.    Noble  Dauphin  ; 

Go  with  me  to  the  King :  'tis  wonderful 

What  may  be  wrought  out  of  their  difcontent. 

Now  that  their  fouls  are  top-full  of  offence. 

For  England  go ;  I  will  whet  on  the  King. 

Lenvis,  Strong  reafon  makes  flrong  adions :  let  us 
If  you  fay  ay,  the  King  will  not  fay  no.  ^Exeunt. 
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ACT  IV. 

SCENE  changes  to  England. 
j4  Pri/on. 
Enter  Hubert  and  Executioners. 

Hubert. 

HE  AT  me  thefe  irons  hot,  and,  look,  thou  fland 
Within  the  arras ;  when  I  llrike  my  foot 
Upon  the  bofom  of  the  ground,  rufh  forth  ; 
And  bind  the  boy,  which  you  (hall  find  with  me, 
Faft  to  the  chair:  be  heedful  ;  hence,  and  watch. 
Exec.  I  hope,  your  warrant  will  bear  out  the  deed. 
HuB.  Uncleanly  fcruples !  fear  not  you  ;  look  to't.— > 
Young  lad,  come  forth  ;  I  have  to  fay  with  you. 

Efifer  Arthur. 

Jrtb*  Good  morrow,  Hubert, 

Hub.  Good  morrow,  little  prince. 

Arth.  As  little  prince  (having  fo  great  a  title 
To  be  more  prince)  as  may  be.    You  are  fad. 

Hiib,  Indeed,  I  have  been  merrier. 

Jrth.  Mercy  on  me  !  . 
Mechinks,  no  body  {hould  be  fad  but  I ; 
Yet  I  remember  when  I  was  in  France^ 
Young  gentlemen  would  be  as  fad  as  night. 
Only  for  wantonnefs.    By  my  chriftendom. 
So  were  I  out  of  prifon,  and  kept  (heep, 
I  (hoald  be  merry  as  the  day  is  long. 
And  fo  I  would  be  here,  but  that,  I  doubt. 
My  uncle  pradifes  more  harm  to  me. 
He  is  afraid  of  me,  and  I  of  him. 
Is  it  my  fault,  that  I  was  Geffreys  fon ? 
Indeed,  it  is  not ;  and  I  would  to  heav'n, 
I  were  your  fon,  fo  you  would  love  me,  Hubert. 

R  2  Hub. 
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Hub,  If  I  talk  to  him,  with  his  innocent  prate 
He  will  awake  my  mercy,  which  lyes  dead ; 
Therefore  I  will  be  fudden,  and  difpatch,  [Jfide.^ 

Jrth.  Are  you  fick,  Hubert  ?  you  look  pale  to  day  i 
In  footh,  I  wou'd,  you  were  a  little  fick ; 
That  I  might  fit  all  night  and  watch  with  you. 
Alas,  I  love  you  more  than  you  do  me. 

Hub.  His  words  do  take  poffefTion  of  my  bofom. 

Read  here,  young  Arthur  ■     [^Shc^ing  a  paper. 

How  now,  foolilh  rheum,  {/jide. 
Turning  dif- piteous  torture  out  of  door! 
I  muft  be  brief,  left  refolution  drop 

Out  at  mine  eyes  in  tender  womanifh  tears.  n 

Can  you  not  read  it?  is  it  not  fair  writ  ? 

Arth,  Too  fairly,  Hubert,  for  fo  foul  efFedl.' 
Muft  you  with  irons  burn  out  both  mine  eyes  ? 

Huh.  Young  boy,  I  muft. 

Jrth.  And  will  you  ? 

Hub.  And  I  will. 
.    Arth.  Have  you  theheart  ?  when  your  head  did  but  ake^p 
I  knit  my  handkerchief  about  your  brows  ; 
(The  beft  I  had,  a  princefs  wrought  it  me) 
And  I  did  never  ask  it  you  again  5 
And  with  my  hand  at  midnight  held  your  head ; 
And,  like  the  watchful  minutes  to  the  hour. 
Still  and  anon  chear'd  up  the  heavy  time. 
Saying,  what  lack  you  ?  and  where  lyes  your  grjef ^ 
Or  what  good  love  may  I  perform  for  you  ? 
Many  a  poor  man's  fon  would  have  lain  ftill. 
And  ne'er  have  fpoke  a  loving  word  to  you ; 
But  you  at  your  fick  fervice  had  a  prince. 
Nay,  you  may  think,  my  love  was  crafty  love. 
And  call  it  cunning.    Do,  an  if  you  will : 
If  heav'n  be  pleas'd  that  you  muft  ufe  me  ill. 

Why  then,  you  muft  Will  you  put  out  mine  eyesf 

Thefe  eyes,  that  never  did,  nor  never  fhall. 
So  much  as  frown  on  you. 

Hub.  I've  fworn  to  do  it ; 
And  with  hot  irons  muft  I  burn  them  out. 

JrtL  Ah,  none,  but  in  this  iron  age,  would  do  it. 

Ike 
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The  iron  of  itfelf,  the'  heat  red- hot, 

^Approaching  near  thefe  eyes,  would  drink  my  tears, 

And  quench  its  fiery  indignation, 

Even  in  the  matter  of  mine  innocence:  .  ^ 

Nay,  after  that,  confume  away  in  ruft, 

But  for  containing  fire  to  harm  mine  eye. 

Are  you  more  ilubborn-hard,  than  hammer'd  iron  ? 

Oh  !  if  an  Angel  fhould  have  come  to  me. 

And  told  me,  Hubert  fhould  put  out  mine  eyes, 

I  would  not  have  believ'd  him  :  no  tongue,  but  Huhrt's,. 

Hub,  Come  forth  ;  do,  as  I  bid  you. 

[Stamps,  and  the  men  enter,. 

Arth,  O  fave  me,  Hubert,  fave  me!  my  eyes  are  out,. 
Ev'n  with  the  fierce  looks  of  thefe  bloody  men. 

Huh,  Give  me  the  iron,  I  fay,  and  bind  him  here. 

Arth,  Alas,  what  need  you  be  fo  boift'rous  rough  p 
I  will  not  ftruggle,  1  will  fland  llone-ftill. 
For  heav'n's  fake,  Hubert,  let  me  not  be  bound. 
Nay,  hear  me,  Hubert,  drive  thefe  men  away. 
And  I  will  fit  as  quiet  as  a  lamb. 
I  will  not  ftir,  nor  wince,  nor  fpeak  a  word, ; 
Nor  look  upon  the  iron  angrily  : 
Thruft  but  thefe  men  away,  and  Til  forgive  you. 
Whatever  torment  you  do  put  me  to. 

Hub,  Go,  fiand  within  ;  let  me  alone  with  him. 

Exec.  I  am  beft  pleas'd  to  be  from  fuch  a  deed.  {ExeunU- 

Arth,  Alas,  I  then  have  chid  away  my  friend;. 
He  hath  a  ftern  look,  but  a  gentle  heart ; 
Let  him  come  back,  that  his  compafiion  may 
Give  life  to  yours. 

Hub,  Come,  boy,  prepare  yourfelf. 

Arth,  Is  there  no  remedy  ? 

Huh,  None,  but  to  lofe  your  eyes. 

Arth,  O  heav'n  !  that  there  were  but  a  moth  in  yoursi 
A  grain,  a  duft,  a  gnat,  a  wandring  hair. 
Any  annoyance  in  that  precious  fenfe  : 
Then,  feeling  what  fmall  things  are  boiftVous  there. 
Your  vile  intent  mull  needs  feem  horrible. 

Hub,  Is  this  your  promife.?  go  to,  hold  your  tongue,— . 

Arth,  Hubert^  the  utterance  of  a  brace  of  tongues 

R  3  Muft 
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Muft  needs  want  pleading  for  a  pair  of  eyes : 
Let  me  not  hold  my  tongue :  let  me  not,  Hubert  ; 
Or,  Hubert,  if  you  will,  cut  out  my  tongue, 
So  I  may  keep  mine  eyes.    O  fpare  mine  eyes  f 
Though  to  no  ufe,  but  Ml  to  look  on  you.  - 
Lo,  by  my  troth,  the  inftrument  is  cold, 
i^nd  would  not  harm  me. 
Hub.  I  can  heat  it,  boy. 

Arth,  No,  in  good  footh,  the  fire  is  dead  with  grief, 
Being  create  for  comfort,  to  be  us'd 
In  undeferv'd  extreams ;  fee  elfe  your  felf. 
There  is  no  malice  in  this  burning  coal ; 
The  breath  of  heav*n  hath  blown  its  fpirit  out. 
And  ftrew'd  repentant  afhes  on  its  head. 

Hub,  But  with  my  breath  I  can  revive  it,  boy. 

Jrth.  And  if  you  do,  you  will  but  make  it  blufh, 
And  glow  with  fhame  of  your  proceedings,  Hubert ; 
Nay,  it,  perchance,  will  fparkle  in  your  eyes : 
And  like  a  dog,  that  is  compelled  to  fight. 
Snatch  at  his  mailer  that  doth  tarre  him  on. 
All  things,  that  you  ftiould  ufe  to  do  me  wrong, 
Deny  their  office;   only  you  do  lack 
That  mercy  which  fierce  fire  and  iron  extend. 
Creatures  of  note  for  mercy -lacking  ufes. 

Hub,  Well,  fee  to  live ;  I  will  not  touch  thine  eye. 
For  all  the  treafure  that  thine  uncle  owns : 
Yet  am  I  fworn  ;  and  I  did  purpofe,  boy. 
With  this  fame  very  iron  to  burn  them  out. 

Jrih,  O,  now  you  look  like  Hubert.    All  this  while 
Ycu  were  difguifed. 

Huh.  Peace :  no  more.  Adieu, 
Your  uncle  muft  not  know  but  you  are  dead. 
I'll  fill  thefe  dogged  fpies  with  falfe  reports : 
And,  pretty  child,  fleep  doubtlefs,  and  fecure. 
That  Hubert,  for  the  wealth  of  all  the  world. 
Will  not  offend  thee. 

Jrth,  O  hcav  n  !  I  thank  you,  Hubert, 

Huh,  Silence,  no  more ;  go  clofely  in  with  me. 
Much  danger  do  1  undergo  for  thee.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  changes  to  the  Court  ^j/* England. 
Enter  King  John,  Pembroke,  Salisbury,  and  other  Lords- 

John.  T  T  ERE  once  again  we  fit,  once  agaia 
X  X  crown'd, 
-And  look'd  upon,  I  hope,  with  cheerful  eyes. 

Pemb,  This  once  again,  but  that  your  Ijiighnefs  pleas 
Was  once  fuperfluous  j  you  were  crown'd  before, 
And  that  high  royalty  was  ne'er  pluck'd  off : 
The  faiths  of  men  ne'er  ftained  with  revolt : 
Frefh  expectation  troubled  not  the  land 
With  any  longM-for  change,  or  better  Rate. 

Sal.  Therefore  to  be  poffefs'd  with  double  poiiip. 
To  guard  a  title  that  was  rich  befoi;e ; 
To  gild  refined  gold.,  to  paint  the  lilly, 
Ta  throw  a  perfume  on  the  violet, 
To  fmooth  the  ice,  or  add  another  hue 
Unto  the  rainbow,  or  with  taper- light 
To  feek  the  beauteous  eye  of  heav*n  to  garniflis 
Is  waftefal  and  ridiculous  excefs. 

Pemb.^  But  that  your  royal  pleafure  muft  be  done* 
This  a6l  is  as  an  ancient  tale  new  told, 
And  in  the  laft  repeating  troublefome  ; 
Being  urged  at  a  time  unfeafonable. 

Sal,  In  this  the  antique  and  well- noted  face 
Of  plain  old  form  is  much  disfigured ; 
And,  like  a  fliifted  wind  unto  a  fail, 
It  makes  the  cou'rfe  of  thoughts  to  fetch  about  % 
Startles  and  frights  confideration  ; 
Makes  found  opinion  fick,  and  truth  fufpecled. 
For  putting  on  fo  new  a  fafhion'd  robe. 

Pemb.  When  workmen  ftrive  to  do  better  than  well, 
They  do  confound  their  skill  in  covetoufnefs ;  (15) 
And  oftentimes  excufmg  of  a  fault 

(15)  I'bey  do  confound  their  Skill  in  Covetoufnefj.]  i.  e.  Not 
by  their  Avarice,  but  in  an  eager  Emulation,  an  intenfe  Defire 
cf  excelling  j  as  in  Henry  V. 

But  if  it  be  a  Sin  to  covet  Honour, 

J  am  the  tnoji  offending  Soul  alive, 
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Doth  make  the  fault  the  worfe  hy  the  excufe  : 
As  patches,  fet  upon  a  little  breach, 
Difcredit  more  in  hiding  of  the  fault. 
Than  did  the  fault  before  it  was  fo  patch'd. 

Sal,  To  this  effe(^,  before  you  were  new  crown'd; 
We  breathM  our  xrounfel ;  but  it  pleas'd  your  highnefs^ 
To  over-bear  it;  and  we're  all  well  pleas'd  ; 
Since  all  and  every  part  of  what  we  would, 
Mufl  make  a  (land  at  what  your  highnefs  will. 

K.  John.  Some  reafons  of  this  double  coronation; 
I  have  poUeft  you  with,  and  think  them  ftrong. 
And  more,  more  llrong  (the  lefifer  is  my  fear) 
I  (hall  endue  you  with :  mean  time,  but  ask 
Vv^hat  you  would  have  reformed,  that  is  not  welt. 
And  well  (hall  yoa  perceive  how  willingly 
I  will  both  hear  and  grant  you  your  requefts. 

Pemh.  Then  I,  as  one  that  am  the  tongue  of  thefe>. 
To  found  the  purpofes  of  all  their  hearts, 
(Both  for  myfelf  and  them  ;  but  chief  of  all. 
Your  fafety  ;  for  the  which,  myfelf  and  they,  . 
!l^nd  their  bed  ftudies;)  heartily  requell 
Th'  infranchifementof-^'^'r^^f^^r;  whofe  reflraint 
Doth  move  the  murm'ring  lips  of  difcontent 
To  break  into  this  dangVous  argument; 
Jf  what  in  reft  you  have,  in  right  you  hold, 
Why  (hou'd  your  fears,  (which,  as  they  fay,  attend' 
The  fteps  of  wrong)  then  move  you  to  mew  up 
Your  tender  kinfman,  and  to  choke  his  days 
With  barb'rous  ignorance,  and  deny  his  youth 
The  rich  advantage  of  good  cxercife? 
That  the  time's  enemies  may  not  have  this 
To  grace  cccalions,  let  it  be  our  fuit. 
That  you  have  bid  us  ask  his  liberty  ; 
Which  for  our  good  we  do  no  further  ask, 
-  Than  whereupon  our  weal,  on  you  dependingi 
Counts  it  your  weal,  that  he  have  liberty. 

Enter  Hubert. 
K.  John.  Let  it  be  fo;  I  do  commit  his  youth 
To  your  direaion.    Hubert,  what.news  with  you  ? 

Pmh. 
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Femh,  This  is  the  man,  Ihould  do  the  bloody  deed ; 
He  fhew'dhis  warrant  to  a  friend  of  mine. 
The  image  of  a  wicked  heinous  fault 
Lives  in  his  eye  ;  that  dole  afpefl  of  his 
Does  (hew  the  mood  of  a  much  troubled  breaft. 
And  1  do  fearfully  believe  'tis  done. 
What  we  fo  fearM  he  had  a  charge  to  do. 

SaL  The  colour  of  the  King  doth  come  and  go. 
Between  his  purpofe  and  his  confcience. 
Like  heralds  'twixt  two  dreadful  battles  fent :  ( 1 6) 
His  paffion  is  fo  ripe,  it  needs  mull  break.  . 

Pemb,  And  when  it  breaks,  I  fear,  will  iffue  thence- 
The  foul  corruption  of  a  fweet  child's  death. 

K.  John,  We  cannot  hold  mortality's  flrong  hand. 
Good  lords,  although  my  will  to- give  is  living,  . 
The  fuit  which  you  demand  is  gone,  and  dead. 
He  tells  us,  Arthur  is  deceas'd  to  night, 

Sal  Indeed,  we  fear'd,  his  ficknefs  was  paft  cure. 

Pemb.  Indeed,  we  heard  how  near  his  death  he  was,-. 
Before  the  child  himfelf  felt  he  was  fick. 
This  muft  be  anfwer'd,  either  here,  or  hence. 

K.  John,  Why  do  you  bend  fuch  folemn  brows  on  me  f  ' 
Think  you,  I  bear  the  (hears  of  deftiny  ? 
Have  I  commandment  on  the  pulfe  of  life  ? 

Sal.  It  is  apparent  foul  play,  and  'tis  fliame 
•  That  greatnefs  fhould  fo  grofly  offer  it : 
So  thrive  if  in  your  game,  and  fo  farewell 

Pemb,  Stay  yet,  lord  Salisbury,  I'll  go  with  tltee,'- 
And  find  th'  inheritance  of  this  poor  child,  , 
His  little  kingdom  of  a  forced  grave. 
That  blood,  which  own'd  the  breadth  of  all  this  ifl^ 
Three  foot  of  it  doth  hold ;  bad  world  the  while!  : 
This  muft  not  be  thus  borne  ;  this  will  break  out 
To  all  our  forrows,  and  ere  Icing,  I  doubt.       [Exeunt,^ ^ 

(i6)  Ltke  Heralds  J  ^tivi^t  two  dreadful  Battles  fet ;]  ^But  ' 
Heralds  are  not  planted,  I  prefume,  in  the  midft  betwixt  tw» 
Lines  of  Battle;  tho'  they,,  and  Trumpets,  are  often  fent  over  r 
from  Party  to  Party,  to  propofe  Terms,  demand  a  ParJey,  &Cm'  ■ 
I  havfi  therefore  ventured  to  read,  fent, 

R  5  Euan;'' 
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Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

K.  John.  They  burn  in  indignation ;  I  repent. 
There  is  no  fure  foundation  fet  on  blood  ; 
No  certain  life  atchiev'd  by  others'  death —  [AJjde. 
A  fearful  eye  thou  hail)  where  is  that  blood,  \fo  the Mef^ 
That  I  have  feen  inhabit  in  thofe  cheeks  ? 
So  foul  a  sky  clears  not  without  a  ftorm  j 
Pour  down  thy  weather:  how  goes  all  in  France? 

Mef,  From  France  to  England  never  fuch  a  power. 
For  any  foreign  preparation, 
Was  levy'd  in  the  body  of  a  land. 
The  copy  of  your  fpeed  is  learn'd  by  them : 
For  when  you  fhould  be  told,  they  do  prepare, 
The  tidings  come,  that  they  are  all  arriv'd. 

K,  John*  O,  where  hath  our  intelligence  been  drunk? 
Where  hath  it  flept  ?  where  is  my  mother's  care? 
That  fuch  an  army  (hould  be  drawn  in  France^ 
And  fhe  not  hear  of  it  ? 

Mef,  My  Liege,  her  ear 
Is  flopt  with  dull :  the  firft  of  Aprily  dyM 
Your  noble  mother ;  and,  as  I  hear,  my  lord, 
The  lady  Conftance'm  a  frenzie  dy'd 
Three  days  before:  but  this  from  rumour's  tongue 
J  idlely  heard  ;  if  true  or  falfe,  I  know  not. 

K.  John.  With' hold  thy  fpeed,  dreadful  occafion  \ 
O  make  a  league  with  me,  till  I  have  pleas'd 
My  difcontented  peers.    What  \  mother  dead  ? 
How  wildly  then  walks  my'eftatein  France? 
Under  whofe  condudl  came  thofe  powers  of  France,) 
That,  thou  for  truth  giv'ft  out,  are  landed  here? 

Mef.  Under  the  Dauphin, 

£«/^r  Faulconbridge,       Peter  <?/Pomfret. 

K.  John.  Thou  haft  made  me  giddy 
With  thefe  ill  tidings.    Now,  what  fays  the  world 
To  your  proceedings?  Do  not  feek  to  ftufF 
My  head  with  more  ill  news,  for  it  is  fulL 

Faille.  But  if  you  be  afraid  to  hear  the  worft, 
Then  let  the  worll  unheard  fall  on  your  head, 

K,  John* 
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K,  John.  Bear  with  me,  Coufin  ;  for  I  was  amaz'd 
Under  the  tide ;  but  now  I  breathe  again 
Aloft  the  flood,  and  can  give  audience 
To  any  tongue,  fpeak  it  of  what  it  will. 

Faulc.  How  I  have  fped  among  the  clergymen. 
The  Aims  I  have  colleded  (hall  exprefs. 
But  as  I  traveird  hither  thro'  the  land, 
I  find  the  people  ftrangely  fantafied  ; 
Poffeil  with  rumours,  full  of  idle  dreams ; 
Not  knowing  what  they  fear,  but  full  of  fea'r. 
And  here's  a  Prophet  that  I  brought  with  me 
From  forth  the  ftreets  of  Pomfret,  whom  I  found 
With  many  hundreds  treading  on  his  heels: 
To  whom  he  fang  in  rude  harfh- found ing  rhiraes. 
That,  ere  the  ntxt  Afcenfan-day  at  noon. 
Your  Highnefs  fhould  deliver  up  your  crown. 

K..  John,  Thou  idle  dreamer,  wherefore  did'fl:  thou  fo  ? 

Peter.  Fore- knowing,  that  the  truth  vv ill  fall  out  fo. 

K.  John,  Hubert,  away  with  him,  imprifon  him. 
And  on  that  day  at  noon,  whereon  he  fays 
I  fhall  yield  up  my  crown,  kt  him  be  hang'd. 
Deliver  him  to  fafety,  and  return. 

For  I  muft  ufe  thee.  O  my  gentle  counn, 

[Exit  Hubert,  nxntbVtXtt, 
Hear'll  thou  the  news  abroad,  who  are  arriv'd  ? 

Faulc.  The  French,*  my  lord  i  men's  mouths  ^re  fall 
of  it: 

Befides,  I  met  lord  Bigot  and  lord  Salishwy^ 
With  eyes  as  red  as  new-enkindled  fire, 
And  others  more,  going  to  feek  the  grave 
Of  Arthur  y  who,  they  fay,  is  kilPd  to  night 
On  your  fuggef^ion. 

K.  John  Gentle  kinfman,  go 
And  thruft  thyfelf  into  their  company : 
I  have  a  way  to  vs^in  their  loves  again : 
Bring  them  before  me. 

Faille  I  will  feek  them  out 

K.  John.  Nay,  but  make  hafte:  the  better  foot  beforr.. 
O,  let  mc  have,  uo  fubje6l  enemies. 
When  adverfe  foreigners  airright  mv  towns 

With 
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With  dreadful  pomp  of  Hout  invafion* 
Be  Mercury,  fet  feathers  to  thy  heels ; 
i^ndfly,  like  thought,  from  them  to  me  again. 
Faulc,  The  (pint  of  the  time  Ihall  teach  mefpeed. 

[  Exitl 

K.  Jahn.  Spoke  hke  a  fprightful  noble  gentleman. 
Go  after  him ;  for  he.  perhaps,  fliall  need 
Some  meffenger  betwixt  me  and  the.  Peers 
And  be  thou  he. 

Mef.  With  all  my  heart,  my  Liegc.  [^Exitl 

K.  John,  My  mother  dead ! 

Enter  Hubert. 

Huh.  My  lord,  they  fay,  five  moons  were  feen  to  night : 
Four  fixed,  and  the  fifth  did  whirl  about 
The  other  four,  in  wondVous  motion. 

K.  John.-  Five  moons  ? 

Hub,  Old  men  and  beldams,  in  the  ftreets. 
Do  prophefie  upon  it  dangeroufly  : 
I  Young  Arthur  \  death  is  common  in  their  mouths; 
And,  when  they  talk  of  him,  they  fhake  their  heads, 
And  whifpgr  one  another  i?/the  ear. 
And  he,  that  fpeaks,  doth  gripe  the  hearer's  wril!, 
Whilll  he,  that  hears,  makes  fearful  adion 
With  wrinkled  brows,  with  nods,  with  rolling  eyes* 
I  faw  a  fmith  ftand  with  his  hammer,  thus. 
The  whilft  his  iron  did  on  the  anvil  cool, 
With  open  mouth  fwallcwing  a  taylor's  news, 
Who  with  his  fhears  and  meafure  in  his  hand, 
Standing  on  flippers,  which  his  nimble  hafte 
Had  falfely  thruft  upon  contrary  feet, 
Told  of  a  many  tboufand  warlike  French, 
That  were  embatteled  and  rank'd  in  Kent> 
Another  lean,  unwaili'd  artificer 
Cuts  off  his  tale,  and  talks  of  Arthur  ^  death. 

K,  John.  Why  feek'fl  thou  to  poflefs  me  with  thefe 
fears  ? 

Why  urgcft  thou  fo  oft  young  Arthur  %  death  ? 
Thy  hand  hath  murther'd  him  :  I  had  a  caufe 
1  o  wifh  him  dead,  but  thou  had*Il  none  to  kill  him. 


Hub.  Had  none,  my  Lord  ?  why,  did  you  not  pro- 
voke me? 

K.  John.  It  is  the  curfe  of  Kings,  to  be  attended 
By  flaves  that  take  their  humours  for  a  warrant 
To  break  into  the  bloody  houfe  of  life  : 
And,  on  the  winking  of  authority, 
Tounderftand  a  law,  to  know  the  meaning- 
Of  dang'rous  majefty  ;  when,  perchance,  it  frowns 
More  upon  humour,  than  advis'd  refped. 

Hub.  Here  is  your  hand  and  feal,  for  what  I  did. 

K.  jfobn.  Oh,  when  the  lafl:  account  'twixt  heav'n  and  * 
earth 

Is  to  be  made,  then  fhall  this  hand  and  feal 
Witnefs  againft  us  to  damnation. 
How  oft  the  fight  of  means,  to  do  ill  deeds. 
Makes  deeds  ill  done  ?  for  hadd  not  thou  been  by, 
A  fellow  by  the  hand  of  nature  mark'd. 
Quoted,  and  fign'd  to  do  a  deed  of  fhame. 
This  murther  had  not  come  into  my  mind, 
Eut  taking  note  of  thy  abhorr'd  afpedl. 
Finding  thee  lit  for  bloody  villany^ 
Apt,  liable  to  be  employed  in  danger, 
I  faintly  broke  with  thee  of  Arthurs  death:. . 
And  thou,  to  be  endeared  to  a  King, 
Mad' ft  it  no  confeience  to  deflroy  a  Prince. 
Hub.  My  Lord 

K.  John,  Hadfl  thou  but  (hook  thy  head,  or  made  a 
paufe, 

When  r  fpake  darkly  what  I  purpofed  : 

Or  turn'd  an  eye  of  doubt  upon  my  face. 

Or  bid  me  tell  my  tale  in  exprefs  words ; 

Deep  lhame  had  ftruck  me  dumb,  made  me  break  off. 

And  thofe  thy  fears  might  have  wrought  fears  in  me. 

But  thou  didft  underftand  me  by  my  figns. 

And  didft  in  figns  again  parley  with  (in  ; 

Yea,  without  ftop,  did'ft  let  thy  heart  confent. 

And  confequently  thy  rude  hand  to  a6l 

The  deed,  which  both  our  tongues  held  vile  to  name.-w 

Out  of  my  fight,  and  never  fee  me  more  ! 

My  Nobles  leave  me,  and  my  ftateis  brav'd, 

Ev'fl 
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Ev'n  at  my  gates,  with  ranks  of  foreign  powVs  : 

Nay,  in  the  body  of  this  flelhly  land, 

This  kingdom,  this  confine  of  blood  and  breath, 

Hoftility  and  civil  tumult  reigns. 

Between  my  confcience,  and  my  coufin's  death. 

Hub,  Arm  you  againft  your  other  enemies,  ^ 
I'll  make  a  peace  between  your  foul  and  you. 
Young  Arthur  is  alive  :  this  hand  of  mine 
Is  yet  a  maiden,  and  an  innocent  hand. 
Not  painted  with  the  crimfon  fpots  of  blood. 
Within  this  bofom  never  enter  d  yet 
The  dreadful  motion  of  a  murdVous  thought. 
And  you  have  flander'd  nature  in  my  form  ; 
Which,  howfoever  rude  exteriorly, 
Is  yet  the  cover  of  a  fairer  mind, 
Than  to  be  butcher  of  an  innocent  child. 

K.  John,  Doth  Arthur  live  ?  O,  hafte  thee  to  the  Peers,  | 
Throw  this  report  on  their  incenfed  rage. 
And  make  them  tame  to  their  obedience. 
Forgive  the  comment  that  my  paffion  made 
Upon  thy  feature,  for  my  rage  was  blind ; 
And  foul  imaginary  eyes  of  blood 
Prefented  thee  more  hideous  than  thou  art. 
Oh,  anfwer  not,  but  to  my  clofet  bring 
The  angry  lords  with  all  expedient  hafte. 
I  conjure  thee  but  flowly :  run  more  fafl.  [Exeunf, 

SCENE,  a  Street  before  a  Trifon. 

Enter  Arthur  on  the  Walls ^  difguisd, 

Jrth.  ^"IT^  H  E  wall  is  high,  and  yet  will  I  leap  down, 
X    Good  ground,  be  pitiful,  and  hurt  me  not! 
There's  few  or  none  do  know  me :  if  they  did. 
This  Ihip- boy's  femblance  hath  difguis'd  me  quite. 
I  am  afraid,  and  yet  Til  venture  it. 
Jf  I  get  down,  and  do  not  break  my  limbs, 
rn  find  a  thoufand  (hifts  to  get  away : 
As  good  to  die,  and  go ;  as  die,  and  ftay.     \_Leaps  doivn^ 
Chnie!  my  Uncle's  fpirit  is  in  thefe  flones: 
Heav'n  take  my  foul,  and  England  keep  my  bones !  [Dies. 

Enter 
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Enter  Pembroke,  Salisbury  and  Bigot. 

^ah  Lords,  I  will  meet  him  at  St.  Edmo-nshury  ; 
It  is  our  fafety  ;  and  we  mui\  embrace 
This  gentle  offer  of  the  perilous  time. 

Pem6.  Who  brought  that  letter  from  the  Cardinal  ? 

Sal.  The  Count  Melun,  a  noble  lord  of  France, 
Whofe  yrivace  with  me  of  the  Dauphin  s  love 
Js  much  more  genVal  than  thefe  lines  import. 

Bigot,  To-morrow  morning  let  us  meet  him  then, 

Sal.  Or  rather  then  fet  forward,  for  'twill  be 
Two  long  day*  journey,  lords,  or  e'er  we  meet. 

Enter  Faulconbridge. 

Faulc.  Once  more  to  day  well  met,  diftemper'd  lords  ; 
The  King  by  rae  requefts  your  prefence  ftrait. 

SaL  The  King  hath  difpofTeft  himfelf  of  us  f 
We  will  not  line  his  thin,  beftained  cloak 
With  our  pure  honours :  nor  attend  the  foot". 
That  leaves  the  print  of  blood  where- e'er  it  walks* 
Return,  and  tell  him  fo  :  we  know  theworft. 

Faulc.  What  e'er  you  think,  good  words,  I  think, 
were  bed. 

li'  ^aL  Our  griefs,  and  not  our  manners,  reafon  now. 
%    Faulc,  But  there  is  little  reafon  in  your  grief,  - 
Prherefore  'twere  reafon,  you  had  manners  now* 

Pemb.  Sir,  Sir,  impatience  hath  its  privilege. 

Faulc,  'Tis  true,  to  hurt  its  mafter,  no  man  elfe. 

Sal.  This  is  the  prifon :  what  is  he  lyes  here  I 

\_Seeing  Arthur^ 

Pemb.  O  death,  made  proud  with  pure  and  princely 
beauty ! 

The  earth  had  not  a  hole  to  hide  this  deed. 

Sal.  Murder,  as  hating  what  himfelf  hath  done. 
Doth  lay  it  open  to  urge  on  revenge. 

Bigot.  Or  when  he  doom'd  this  beauty  to  the  grave. 
Found  it  too  precious  princely  for  a  grave. 

Sal.  Sir  Richard,  what  think  you  1  have  you  beheld. 
Or  have  you  read,  or  heard,  or  could  you  think. 
Or  do  you  almoil  think,  altho'  you  fee. 

What 
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What  you  do  fee  ?  could  thought,  without  this  objeft^i . 

Form  fuch  another  ;  'tis  the  very  top, 

The  height,  the  creft,  or  creft  unto  the  crefl: 

Of  murder's  arms ;  this  is  the  bloodied  (hame. 

The  wildeft  favag'ry,  the  vileft  flroke. 

That  ever  wall-ey'd  wrath,  or  flaring  rage, 

Prefented.to  the  tears  of  foft  remorfe. 

Pemb,  AW  murders  paft  do-  (land  excus'd in  this.^ . 
And  this  fo  fole,  and  fo  unmatchable. 
Shall  give  a  holinefs,  a  purity, 
To  the  yet-unbegotten  fins  of  time ; 
And  prove.a  deadly  blood-ihed  but  a  jeft,  . 
Exam  pled  by  this  heinous  fpedlacle. 

Faulc,  It  is  a  damned  and  a  bloody  work,,. 
The  gracelefs  adlion  of  a  heavy  hand  : 
If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand. 

SaL  If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand  ? 
We  had  a  kind  of  light,  what  would  enfue.  \ 
It  is  the  fhameful  work  of  Huberth  hand. 
The  praftice  and  the  purpoTe  of  the  King : 
From  whof«  obedience  1  forbid  my  foul. 
Kneeling  before  this  ruin  of  fweet  life. 
And  breathing  to  this  breathlefs  excellence  : 
The  incenfe  of  a  vow,  a  holy  vow  ! 
Never  to  tafte  the  pleafures  of  the  world,, . 
Never  to  be  infedled  with  delight. 
Nor  converfant  with  eafe  and  idlenefs, . 
Till  I  have  fet  a  glory  to  this  hand. 


Hub.  Lords,  I  am  hot  with  hade,  in  feekingyou; 
Jrthur  doth  live,  the  king  hath  fent  for  you. 

Sak  Oh,  he  is  bold,  and  blufhes  not  at  dsath;  . 
Avant,  thou  hateful  Villain,  get  thee  gone  I 

Hub.  I  am  no  villain, 

Sal.  Muft  I  rob  the  law?  [!>rawng  Us  S^l 

faulc.  Your  Sword  is  bright,  Sir,  put  it  up  again. 
5al  Not  till  1  flieath  it  in  a  murd'ier's  skin^ 


Huh;. 
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Huh,  Stand  back.  Lord  Salisbury  ;  ftand  back,  I  fey  5. 
By  heav'n,  I  think,  my  fword's  as  Iharp  as  yourSi 
I  would  not  have  you,  Lord,  forget  yourfelf. 
Nor  tempt  the  danger  of  my  true  defence  ; 
Left  1,  by  marking  of  your  rage,  forget 
Your  worth,  your  greatnefs,  and  nobility. 

Bigot,  Out,  dunghill !  darTt  thou  brave  a  Nobleman  !^ 

Hiil,  Not  for  my  life ;  but  yet  I  dare  defend 
My  innocent  life  againft  an  Emperor., 

Sal,  Thou  art  a  murdVer. 

Hub,  Do  not  prove  me  fb  ; 
Yet,  T  am  none.   Whofe  tongue  foe^er  fpeaks  falf%. 
Not  truly  fpeaks  ;  who  fpeaks  not  truly,  lyes, 

Pemb,  Cut  him  to  pieces. 

Faulc,  Keep  the  peace,  I  fay. 

Sal,  Stand  by,  or  I  fhall  gaul  you,  Faulconhridg4l 

Faulc.  Thou  wert  better  gaul  the  devil,  Salisbury^. 
If  thou  but  frown  on  me,  or  ilir  thy  foot. 
Or  teach  thy  hafty  fpleen  to  do  me  fhame, 
PU  ftrike  thee  dead.    Put  up  thy  fword  betime,. 
Gr  ril  fo  maul  you,  and  your  toiting  iron. 
That  you  fhall  think,  the  devil  is  come  from  hell. 

Bigot,  What  will  you  do,  renowned  Faukonbridgef^ 
Second  a  villain,  and  a  murderer? 

Hub,  Lord  Bigoty  I  am  none. 

Bigot,  Who  kiird  this  Prince  ?^ 

Hub,  'Tis  not  an  hour  fmce,'I  left  him  well 
I  honoured  him,  I  lov'd  him,  and  will  weep 
My  date  of  life  out,  for  his  fweet  life's  lofs. 

SaL  Truft  not  thofe  cunning  waters  of  his  eycs^. 
For  villany  is  not  without  fuch  rheum  ; 
And  he,  long  traded  in  it,  makes  it  feem 
Like  rivers  of  remorfe  and  innocence. 
Away  with  me  all  you,  whofe  fouls  abhor 
Th'  uncleanly  favour  of  a  flaughter-houfe, 
For  I  am  ftifled  with  the  fmell  of  fin. 

Bigot,  Away  tow'rd  :5/^rv,  to  the  Dauphin  there* 

Pemb.  There,,  tell  the  King,  he  may  enquire  us  out; 

[Exeunt  Lords<, 

li^K/r.  Here's  a  good  world;  knew  you  of  this  fair  work  ^ 

Beyond 
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Beyond  the  infinite  and  boundlefs  reach 

Of  mercy,  (if  thou  didft  this  deed  of  death) 

Art  thou  damn'd,  Hubert, 

Hub,  Do  but  hear  me.  Sir. 

Fmlc,  Ha  ?  TJl  tell  thee  what, 
Thou'rt  damn'd  fo  black — nay,  nothing  is  fo  black  j 
Thou  art  more  deep  damn'd  than  prince  Lucifer, 
There  is  not  yet  fo  ugly  a  fiend  of  hell 
As  thou  (halt  be,  if  thou  didft  kill  this  child. 

Hub.  Upon  my  foul  - —  

Faulc,  If  thou  didll  but  confent 
Tp  this  moft  cruel  ad,  do  but  defpair, 
And  if  thou  want'il  a  cord,  the  fmalleft  thread. 
That  ever  fpider  twifled  from  her  womb, 
Will  ftrangle  thee    a  rufh  will  be  a  beam 
To  hang  thee  on  :  or  would'ft  thou  drown  thyfelf. 
Put  but  a  little  water  in  a  fpoon. 
And  it  fhali  be  as  all  the  ocean, 
Enough  to  ftifle  fuch  a  villain  up. 
J  do  fufpe(fl  thee  very  grievoully. 

Hub.  If  I  in  a£l,  confent,  or  fin  of  thought. 
Be  guilty  of  the  Healing  that  fweet  breath, 
Which  was  emboun ded  in  this  beauteous  clay, 
Let  hell  want  pains  enough  to  torture  me  ! 
I  left  him  well. 

Faulc,  Go,  bear  him  in  thine  arms. 
I  am  amaz'd,  methinks,  and  lofe  my  way 
Among  the  thorns  and  dangers  of  this  world. 
How  eafie  doft  thou  take  all  England  up  I  (17) 

(17)  How  eafie  dofi  thou  take  all  England  up, 

From  forth  this  Morfel  of  dead  Royalty  f  ]  But  how  did 
Hubert  take  England  up,  from  forth  the  dead  Body  of  young 
Arthur  ?  Moft  fagacious  Editors !  The  ftupid  Pointing,  which- 
has  prevail'd  in  all  the  Copies,  makes  ftark  Nonfenfe  of  the 
Parage.  My  Pointing  reftores  it  to  its  genuine  Purity.  FauU 
conhridgey  feeing  Uuhert  take  up  the  Body  of  the  dead  Prince, 
makes  two  Refie<^ions  :  —  Honx)  eafily,  fays  he,  doft  thou  take 
up  all  England  in  that  Burthen !  and  tlien,  That  the  Life,  Right, 
and  Truth  of  the  Realm  was  fled  to  Heaven-  from  out  the 
breathlefs  Goarfe  of  that  llaughter'd  Royalty,  &c. 

From 
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From  forth  this  morfel  of  dead  Royalty, 

The  life,  the  right,  and  truth  of  all  this  Realm 

Is  fled  to  heav'n  ;  and  England  now  is  left 

To  tug  and  fcramble,  and  to  part  by  th'  teeth 

The  un-owed  intereft  of  proud-fvvelling  State. 

Now  for  the  bare  pickt  bone  of  Majefty, 

Doth  dogged  war  briftle  his  angry  creft ; 

And  fnarleth  in  the  gentle  eyes  of  peace.  ^ 

Now  PowVs  from  home  and  difcontents  at  home 

Meet  in  one  line :  and  vaft  confufion  waits 

(As  doth  a  Raven  on  a  fick,  fali'n  beaft) 

The  imminent  Decay  of  wrefted  Pomp. 

Now  happy  he,  whofe  cloak  and  cindure  can 

Hold  out  this  tempeft.    Bear  away  that  child. 

And  follow  me  with  fpeed  ;  i'il  to  the  King; 

A  thoufand  bulinefTes  are  brief  at  hand. 

And  heav'n  itfelf  doth  frown  upon  the  Land.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 
SCENE,  the  Court  of  ENGLAND. 

Enter  King  John,  Pandulph,  and  Attendants. 

K.  J  o  H  N. 

TH  U  S  I  liave  yielded  up  into  your  hand 
The  circle  of  my  Glory.        [Gimng  the  Cro'wrt^ 
Pa  fid.  Take  again 
From  this  my  hand,  as  holding  of  the  Pope, 
Your  fovereign  Greatnefs  and  Authority. 

K.  John.  Now  keep  your  holy  word;  go  meet  the 
French, 

And  from  his  Holinefs  ufe  all  your  power 
To  flop  their  Marches,  'fore  we  are  inflam*d. 
Our  difcontented  Counties  do  revolt ; 
Our  people  quarrel  with  obedience  ; 
Swearing  allegiance,  and  the  love  of  foul^ 
To  Granger  blood,  to  foreign  Royalty  ; 
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This  inundation  of  miftemper'd  humour  ! 

Refls  by  you  only  to  be  qualify 'd. 

Then  paufe  not ;  for  the  prefent  time's  fo  fick,- 

That  prefent  medicine  muft  be  miniftred. 

Or  Overthrow  incurable  infues. 

Pafid.  It  was  my  breath  that  blew  this  tempeft  up* 
Upon  your  Aubborn  ufage  of  the  Pope  : 
But  fince  you  are  a  gentle  convertite, 
My  tongue  (hall  huili  again  this  ftorm  of  war 
And  make  fair  weather  in  your  blufl'ring  Land. 
On  this  Afcenjion-dayy.  remember  well, 
Upon  your  oath  ,of  fcrvice  to  the  Pope, 
Go  I  to  make  the  French  lay  down  their  arms*  \hxiti. 

K.  John.  Is  \!ti\%Afcenfion  day?  did  not  the^Prophet- 
Say,  that  hdor^  Afcenjton- day  at  noon 
My  Crown  I  (hould  give  off  ?  even  fo  I.  have : 
I  did  fuppofe,  it  fhould  he  on  conftraint ; 
But,  hcav'n  be  thank'd,  it  is  but  voluntary- 

Enter  Faulconbridge. 

Fauk,  All  Kent  hath  yielded,  nothing  there  holds  ouff 
But  Do^ver-Cajile :  London  h3.th  received, 
Like  a  kind  hoft,  the  Dauphin  and  his  Powers. 
Your  Nobles  will  not  hear  you,  but  are  gone.. 
To  offer  fervice  to  your  enemy ; 
And  wild  amazement  hurries  up  and  down 
The  little  number  of  your  doubtful  friends. 

K.  John.  Would  not  my  lords  return  to  meagaiai 
After  they  heard,  young  Arthur  was  alive  ? 

Faulc.  They  found  him  dead,  and  caft  into  the  ftreetsi 
An  empty  casket,  where  the  jewel,  life. 
By  fome  damn'd  hand  was  robb'd  and  ta'en  away. 

K.  John,  That  villain  Hubert  told  me,  he  did  livej 

Faulc,  So  on  my  foul  he  did,  for  aught  he  knew  : 
But  wherefore  do  you  droop?  why  look  you  fad  ? 
Be  great  in  ad,  as  you  have  been  in  thought  :  - 
Let  not  the  world  fee  fear  and  fad  dillruft 
Govern  the  motion  of  a  kingly  eye  : 
Be  ftirring  as  the  time  ;  be  fire  with  fire  ; 
Threaten  the  threatner,  and  oi4t-face  the  braw^ 
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Of  bragging  horror  :  fo  fhall  inferior  eyes/ 
That  borrow  their  behaviours  from  the  Great, 
Grow  great  by  your  example  ;  and  put  on 
The  dauntlefs  fpirit  of  refolution. 
Away,  and  gliiter  like  the  God  of  war. 
When  he  intendeth  to  become  the  field  ; 
Shew  boldnefs  and  afpiring  confidence. 
What,  fhall  they  feek  the  Lion  in  his  den, 
And  fright  him  there?  and  make  him  tremble  there! 
Oh,  let  it  not  be  faid  \  Forage,  and  run 
To  meet  difpleafure  farther  from  the  doors ; 
And  grapple  with  him,  ere  he  come  fo  nigh. 
.    K.  John.  The  Legate  of  the  Pope  hath  been  witK 
^'  me. 
And  I  have  made  a  happy  peace  with  him  ; 
And  he  hath  promised  to  difmifs  the  Powers 
Led  by  the  Dauphin. 

Faulc,  Oh  inglorious  league  \ 
Shall  we,  upon  the  footing  of  our  Land, 
Send  fair-play  orders,  and  make  compromife^ 
Infinuation,  parley,  and  bafe  truce. 
To  arms  invafive  ?  fhall  a  beardlefs  boy, 
A  cockered,  filken.  Wanton  brave  our  fields. 
And  flefli  his  fpirit  in  a  warlike  foil. 
Mocking  the  air  with  Colours  idely  fpread. 
And  find  no  check  ?  let  us,  my  Liege,  to  arms : 
Perchance,  the  Cardinal  can't  make  your  peace  j 
Or  if  he  do,  let  it  at  leafl  be  faid. 
They  faw,  we  had  a  purpofe  of  defence. 

K.  John.  Have  thou  the  ordering  of  this  prefent 
time. 

Faulc,  Away  then,  with  good  courage  j  yet,  I  know. 
Oar  Party  may  well  meet  a  prouder  foe.  [Exeuuf^ 


SCENE 
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SCENE  changes  to  the  DauphmV  Camp  at 
St.  Edmondsbury.  (i8) 

Enter»  in  arms,  Lewis,  Salisbury,  Melun,  Pembroke, 
Bigot,  and  Soldiers* 

Lews*  Ayr  Y  lord  Melun,  let  this  be  copied  out, 

iVx  And  keep  it  fafe  for  our  remembrance: 
Return  the  prefident  to  thefe  lords  again. 
That  having  our  fair  order  written  down. 
Both  they  and  we,  perufmg  o  er  thefe  notes. 
May  know  wherefore  we  took  the  Sacrament ; 
^nd  keep  our  faiths  firm  and  inviolable. 

Sal.  Upon  our  fides  it  never  fhall  be  broken. 
And,  noble  Dauphin,  albeit  we  fwear 
A  voluntary  zeal  and  un-urg'd  faith 
To  your  proceedings ;  yet  believe  me.  Prince, 
I  am  not  glad  that  fuch  a  Sore  of  time 
Should  feek  a  plaifter  by  contemn'd  revolt; 
And  heal  th'  inveterate  canker  of  one  wound. 
By  making  many.    Oh,  it  grieves  my  foul. 
That  I  mull  draw  this  metal  from  my  fide 
To  be  a  widow-  maker  :  oh,  and  there. 
Where  honourable  refcue,  and  defence. 
Cries  out  upon  the  name  of  Salisbury. 
But  fuch  is  the  infedion  of  the  time, 

(i8)  at  St,  Edmondsbury.]  I  have  ventured  to  fix  the  Place 
of  the  Scene  here,  which  is  fpecified  by  none  of  the  Editors,  on 
the  following  Authorities.  In  the  preceding  Aft,  where  Salii^ 
bury  has  fix'd  to  go  over  to  the  Dauphin,  he  fays. 

Lords,  1  loill  meet  him  at  St,  Edmondsbury. 
i^nd  Count  Melun,  in  this  laft  Aft,  fays ; 

'   and  many  more  with  wtf. 

Upon  the  ^Altar  at  St.  Edmondsbury  j 

E'ven  on  that  Altar,  where  We  fwore  to  You 

Dear  Amity,  and  everlafting  Lo've, 
And  it  appears  likewife  from  the  Troublefom  Reign  of  King  John, 
in  two  Parts,  (the  firft  rough  Model  of  this  Play)  that  the  In- 
terchange of  Vows  betwixt  the  Dauphin  and  the  EngHjhB^rons 
was  at  St,  Edmtndsbury^ 

That, 
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That,  for  the  health  and  phyfick  of  our  Right, 

We  cannot  deal  but  with  the  very  hand 

Of  ftern  injudice,  and  confufed  wrong. 

And  is't  not  pity,  oh  my  grieved  friends  ! 

That  we,  the  fons  and  children  of  this  Ifle,  ♦ 

Were  born  to  fee  fo  fad  an  hour  as  this. 

Wherein  we  ftep  after  a  ftranger  March  (19) 

Upon  her  gentle  bofom,  and  hll  up 

Her  enemies  ranks  ?  (I  muft  withdraw  and  weep 

Upon  the  Spot  of  this  enforced  caufe  ;) 

To  grace  the  gentry  of  a  Land  remote. 

And  follow  unacquainted  Colours  here? 

What,  here  ?  O  nation,  that  thou  could'ft  remove! 

That  Neptune's  arms,  who  clippeth  thee  about, 

Would  bear  thee  from  the  knowledge  of  thyfelf,  . 

And  grapple  thee  unto  a  Pagan  ftiore  ! 

Where  thefe  two  chriflian  armies  might  combine 

The  blood  of  malice  in  a  vein  of  league. 

And  not  to  fpend  it  fo  un-neighbourly. 

Leivis.  A  noble  temper  doit  thou  fhew  in  this  j 
And  great  affedion,  vvreftling  in  thy  bofom. 
Doth  make  an  earthquake  of  Nobility. 
Oh,  what  a  noble  combat  haft  thou  fought. 
Between  compulfion,  and  a  brave  refpedt! 
Let  me  wipe  off  this  honourable  dew. 
That  iiUtily  doth  progrefs  on  thy  cheeks. 
My  heart  hath  melted  at  a  lady's  tears. 
Being  an  ordinary  innundation  : 
But  this  effufion  of  fuch  manly  drops, 
This  (howV,  blown  up  by  tempeft  of  the  foul^ 
Startles  mine  eyes,  and  makes  me  more  amaz'd. 
Than  had  I  feen  the  vanity  top  of  heav'n 
Figur'd  quite  o'er  with  burning  meteors. 

(19)  Wherein  ive  fiep  after  a  fir  anger  ^  march 

Upon  her  gentle  Bofom,]  Thus  all  the  printed  Copies  kavc 
miftakingly  pointed  this  Paffage :  but,  with  fubmiflion  to  the 
former  Editors,  the  Word  Stranger  is  here  an  Adjedtive  in  its 
Ufage,  and  to  be  coupled  to  March,  which  is  its  Subftantive 
and  no  Verb.  And  to  ftep  after  a  firanger  March,  is,  What  he 
prefently  calls  in  other  Terms,  following  unacquainted  Colours. 

-Lift 
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Lift  up  thy  brow,  renowned  Salisbury^ 

And  with  a  great  heart  heave  away  this  ftormJ 

Commend  thefe  waters  to  thofe  baby-eyes. 

That  never  faw  the  giant  world  enrag'd ; 

Nor  met  witk  fortune,  other  than  at  feafts, 

-Full- warm  of  blood,  of  mirth,  of  gofliping. 

Come,  come ;  for  thou  fhalt  thruft  thy  hand  as  deep 

Into  the  purfe  of  rich  profperity, 

As  Le^is  himfelf;  fo.  Nobles,  fhall  you  all. 

That  knit  your  fmews  to  the  ftrength  of  mine. 

Enter  Pandulph. 

^nd  even  there,  methinks,  an  angel  fpake  ! 
Look,  where  the  holy  legate  comes  apace. 
To  give  us  warrant  from  the  hand  of  heav'n. 
And  on  our  anions  fet  the  name  of  Right 
With  holy  breath. 

Pand.  Hail,  noble  Prince  of  France  ! 
The  next  is  this :  King  John  hath  reconciled 
Himfelf  to  Rome ;  his  fpirit  is  come  in. 
That  fo  ftood  out  againft  the  holy  Church, 
The  great  Metropolis  and  See  of  Rome. 
Therefore  thy  -threatning  Colours  now  wind  up. 
And  tame  the  favage  fpirit  of  wild  war ; 
That,  like  a  Lion  fofter'd  up  at  hand. 
It  may  lye  gently  at  the  foot  of  peace  : 
And  be  no  further  harmful  than  in  fhew. 

Le^is.  Your  Grace  fhall  pardon  me,  I  will  not  back r 
I  am  too  high  born  to  be  propertied. 
To  be  a  fecondary  at  control ; 
Or  ufeful  ferving-man,  and  inftrument. 
To  any  foverei^n  State  throughout  the  world. 
Your  breath  firll  kindled  the  dead  coal  of  war. 
Between  this  chaftis'd  Kingdom  and  myklf ; 
And  brought  in  matter  that  fhould  feed  this  fire. 
And  now  'tis  far  too  huge  to  be  blown  out. 
With  that  fame  weak  wind  which  enkindled  it. 
You  taught  me  how  to  know  the  face  of  Right, 
Acquainted  me  with  int'reft  to  this  Land  j 
y^a^  thruft  this  enterprize  into  my  heart  : 
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And  ccxnie  ye  now,  to  tell  me  John  hath  made 
His  peace  with  Rome  ?  what  is  that  peace  to  me  ? 
1,  by  the  honour  of  my  marriage- bed. 
After  young  Arthur,  claim  this  Land  for  mine : 
And  now  it  is  half-conquer'd,  muit  I  back, 
Becaufe  that  John  hath  made  his  peace  with  Rome  ? 
Am  I  Rome\  flave  ?  what  penny  hath  Rome  borne. 
What  men  provided,  what  munition  fent. 
To  under  prop  this  adlion  ?  is't  not  I, 
That  undergo  this  charge  ?  who  elfe  but  I, 
And  fuch  as  to  my  Claim  are  liable, 
Sweat  in  this  bufmefs,  and  maintain  this  war  ? 
Have  I  not  heard  thefe  iflanders  fhout  out, 
Vive  le  Roy ^a.s  I  have  bankM  their  towns  ? 
Have  I  not  here  the  beft  cards  for  the  game. 
To  win  this  eafie  match,  plaid  for  a  Crown  ? 
And  fhall  I  now  give  o'er  the  yielded  Set  ? 
No,  on  my  foul,  it  never  fhall  be  faid. 

FanJ.  You  look  but  on  the  outfide  of  this  work. 

Le^-wis.  Outfide  or  infide,  I  will  not  return. 
Till  my  attempt  fo  much  be  glorified. 
As  to  my  ample  hope  was  promifed. 
Before  I  drew  this  gallant  head  of  war; 
And  cuird  thefe  fiery  fpirits  from  the  world. 
To  outlook  Conqueft,  and  to  win  Renown  ■ 
Ev'n  in  the  jaws  of  danger,  and  of  death. 

[Trumpet  founds^ 
What  lufty  trumpet  thus  doth  fummon  us  ? 

Enter  Faulconbridge. 

Faulc.  According  to  the  fair  Play  of  the  world. 
Let  me  have  audience :  I  am  fent  to  fpeak. 
My  holy  lord  of  Mtlain,  from  the  King : 
J  come,  to  learn  how  you  have  dealt  for  him : 
' !  A.nd  as  you  anfwer,  I  do  know  the  fcope 
And  warrant  limited  unto  my  tongue. 

Pand.  The  Dauphin  is  too  wilful -oppofite. 
And  will  not  temporize  with  my  entreaties : 
He  flatly  fays,  he'll  not  lay  down  his  arms. 

Faulc,  By  all  the  blood  that  ever  fury  breath'd, 
.     .Vql,  HI.  S  The 
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The  Youth  fays  well.    Now  hear  our  EngUjh  Kingj 
For  thus  his  Royalty  doth  fpeak  in  me  : 
He  is  prepared ;  and  reafon  too,  he  fhould. 
-This  apilh  and  unmannerly  approach. 
This  harnefs'd  mask,  and  unadvifed  revel. 
This  unhair'd  fawcinefs  and  boyilh  troops,  (20) 
The  King  doth  fmile  at;  and  is  well-prepar'd 
To  whip  this  dwarfifh  war,  thefe  pigmy  arms. 
From  out  the  circle  of  his  Territories. 
That  hand  which  had  the  ftrength,  ev'n  at  your  door> 
To  cudgel  you,  and  make  you  take  the  hatch ; 
To  dive,  like  buckets,  in  concealed  wells ; 
To  crouch  in  litter  of  your  liable  planks. 
To  lye,  like  pawns,  lock'd  up  in  chefts  and  trunks ; 
To  herd  with  Swine ;  to  feek  fweet  fafety  out. 
In  vaults  and  prifons ;  and  to  thrill,  and  (hake, 
Ev'n  at  the  crying  of  our  nation's  Crow, 
Thinking  his  voice  an  armed  Englijh  man  j 
Shall  that  vidorious  hand  be  feebled  here. 
That  in  your  chambers  gave  you  chaftifement  ? 
No  ;  know,  the  gallant  Monarch  is  in  arms; 
And  like  an  Eagle  o'er  his  Aiery  tovv'rs. 
To  foufe  annoiance  that  comes  near  his  neft. 
And  you  degen'rate,  you  ingrate  Revolts, 
You  bloody  Nero's,  ripping  up  the  womb 
Of  your  dear  mother  Englandy  blufh  for  (hame. 
For  your  own  ladies,  and  pale-vifag'd  maids. 
Like  Ama%onSy  come  tripping  after  drums 
Their  Thimbles  into  armed  Gantlets  change, 

(20)  Tbh  unheard  Sawcinefsf  and  boyljh  Tro^pi^l  Thus  the 
printed  Copies  in  general :  but  unheard  is  an  Epithet  of  very 
little  Force,  or  Meaning  here :  befides,  let  us  obferve  how  'tis 
C04Jplcd,  Faulconbridge  is  fneering  at  the  Dauphin^  Invafion, 
as  an  unadvised  Enterprize,  favouring  of  youth  and  Tndifcreti- 
on  J  the  Refult  of  Childifhnefs,  and  unthinking  Ralhnefs  :  and 
he  feems  altogether  to  dwell  on  this  Character  of  it,  by  calling 
his  Preparation  boyijh  TroopSy  dwarfijh  War,  pigmy  Arms,  ikc» 
which,  according  to  my  Emendation,  fort  very  well  with  «»- 
kair'd,  u  e,  unbearded  Sawcinefs, 

Their 
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Their  Needles  to  Lances,  and  their  gentle  Hearts 
.To  fierce  and  bloody  Inclination. 

Le^is,  There  end  thy  brave,  and  turn  thy  face  ia 
peace ; 

We  grant,  thou  canft  out-fcold  us ;  fare  thee  vvdli 
We  hold  our  time  too  precious  to  be  fpent 
With  fuch  a  babler. 

Pand.  Give  me  leave  to  fpeak. 

Faulc.  No,  I  will  fpeak. 

Leuiis.  We  will  attend  to  neither  : 
Strike  up  the  drums,  and  let  the  tongue  of  war 
Plead  for  our  intVeli,  and  our  being  here. 

Faulc,  Indeed,  your  drums,  being  beaten,  wi'U  cry  oiM| 
And  fo  {hall  you,  being  beaten ;  do  but  ftart 
And  Echo  with  the  clamour  of  thy  drum. 
And  ev'n  at  hand  a  drum  is  ready  brac'd. 
That  fhall  reverberate  all  as  loud  as  thine. 
Sound  but  another,  and  another  {hall, 
As  loud  as  thine,  rattle  the  welkin's  ear. 
And  mock  the  deep  mouth 'd  thunder.    F'or  at  hand 
(Not  trufting  to  this  halting  Legate  here, 
Whom  he  hath  us'd  rather  for  fport,  than  need) 
Is  warlike  John ;  and  in  his  forehead  fits 
A  bare-ribb'd  death  ;  whofe  office  is  this  day 
To  feaft  upon  whole  thoufands  of  the  French, 

Lenjuis,  Strike  up  our  drums,  to  find  this  danger  out. 

Faulc,  And  thou  {halt  find  it,  Daiiphw,  do  not  doubto 

[  Exeimt, 

SCENE  chmges  to  a  Field  of  Battle. 
Alarms.    Filter  King  John  and  Hubert. 
K.  John.  T  T  O  W  goes  the  day  with  us?  oh,  tell  me^ 
J71  Hubert. 
Hub.  Badly,  I  fear;  how  fares  your  Majefty  ? 
K.  John,  This  feavcr,  that  hath  troubled  me  fo  long, 
-Lyes  heavy  on  me  :  oh,  my  heart  is  fick  ! 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Mef.  My  lord,  your  valiant  kinfman,  Faulconhridge^ 
Defires  your  Majefty  to  leave  the  field ; 

S  2  And 
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And  fend  him  word  by  me  which  way  you  go. 

K.  John.  Tell  him,  tow'rd  Snxjznfeady  to  the  Abbey  . 
there. 

Mef,  Be  of  good  Comfort :  for  the  great  fupply. 
That  was  expeded  by  the  Dauphin  here, 
Are  wrecked  three  nights  ago  on  Godn.vin-{dXi^u 
This  news  was  brought  to  Richard      ev'n  novvi 
The  French  fight  coldly,  and  retire  themfelves. 

K.  "John.  Ah  me!  this  tyrant  feaver  burns  me  up, 
And  will  not  let  me  welcome  this  good  news. 
Set  on  tow'rd  S^infieady  to  my  Litter  ftrait; 
Weaknefs  polTefTeth  me,  and  I  am  faint.  {Exeunt* 

SCENE  changes  to  the  French  Camp. 

Enter  Salisbury,  Pembroke  and  Bigot. 

SaL  T  Did  not  think  the  King  fo  ftor'd  with  friends. 

X    Pemb.  Up  once  again;  put  fpirit  in  the  French: 
If  they  mifcarry,  we  mifcarry  too. 

Sa/.  That  mif-begotten  devil,  Faulconhridge. 
In  fpight  of  fpight,  alone  upholds  the  day. 

Pemh.  They  fay,  'KAXx'gJohn,  forefick,  hath  left  the  field. 

Enter  Mel  an,  woounded. 
Melun,  Lead  me  to  the  Revolts  of  England  here. 
^al.  When  we  were  happy,  we  had  other  names. 
Femh.  It  is  the  Count  Melun, 
Sal.  Wounded  to  death. 

Melun,  Fly,  noble  Englijh,  you  are  bought  and  fold  ; 
Untread  the  rude  way  of  Rebellion,  (21) 
And  welcome  home  again  difcarded  faith. 
Seek  out  King  Jchn^  and  fall  before  his  feet : 
For  if  theFrefich  be  lords  of  this  loud  day. 
He  means  to  recompence  the  pains  you  take, 

(21)  Unthread  tbe  rude 'Eye  of  Rebellion,']  Tho'  all  the  Co- 
pies concur  in  this  Reading,  how  poor  is  the  Metaphor  of  un- 
fhreadifig  the  Eye  of  a  Needle  ?  And,  befides,  as  there  is  no 
Mention  made  of  a  Needle,  hcw  remote  and  cbfcure  is  the 
Allufion  without  it  ?  The  Text,  as  I  have  reftorM  it,  is  eafy 
and  natural ;  and  it  is  the  mode  of  Expreffion,  which  our  Au» 
Jthor  -is  every  where  fond  of,  to  tread  and  uniready  the  IFay, 
Patby  Steps f  Scc^ 

By 

I 
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By  cutting  ofFyour  heads ;  thus  hath  he  fworn. 
And  I  with  him,  and  many  more  with  me. 
Upon  the  altar  at  St.  Edmondsbury  ; 
Ev'n  on  that  altar,  where  we  fwore  to  you 
Dear  amity  and  everlafting  love. 

SaL  May  this  be  poffible  !  may  this  be  true  f 
Melun,  Have  I  not  hideous  death  within  my  view 
Retaining  but  a  quantity  of  life, 
Which  bleeds  away,  cv'n  as  a  form  of  wax 
Refolveth  from  its  figure  'gainft  the  fire  ? 
What  in  the  World  &ould  make  me  now  deceive^ 
Since  I  muft  lofe  the  ufe  of  all  deceit  ? 
Why  Ihould  I  then  be  falfe,  fmce  it  is  true. 
That  I  muft  die  here,  and  live  hence  by  truth? 
I  fay  again,  if  Leuois  do  win  the  day, 
He  is  forfworn,  if  e'er  thofe  eyes  of  yours 
Behold  anothei*  day  break  in  the  eaft. 
Eutev'n  this  night,  whofe  black  contagious  breath 
Already  fmoaks  about  the  burning  crell 
Of  the  old,  feeble,  and  day- wearied  fun, 
Ev'n  this  ill  night,  your  breathing  lhall  expire  \ 
Paying  the  fine  of  rated  treachery, 
Ev'n  with  a  treacherous  fine  of  all  your  lives. 
If  Li^wis  by  your  alTiftance  win  the  day. 
Commend  me  to  one  Huherty  with  your  King ; 
The  love  of  him,  and  this  refpedl  befides, 
(For  that  my  grandfire  was  an  Englijhman^ 
Awakes  my  confcience  to  confefs  all  this. 
In  lieu  whereof,  I  pray  you,  bear  me  hence 
From  forth  the  noife  and  rumour  of  the  field ; 
Where  I  may  think  the  remnant  of  my  thoughts 
In  peace;  and  part  this  body  and  my  fcul 
With  contemplation,  and  devout  defires. 

Sal,  We  do  believe  thee,  and  befbirevv  my  fou! 
But  [  do  love  the  favour  and  the  form 
Of  this  moft  fair  occafion,  by  the  which. 
We  will  untread  the  fteps  of  dnmned  flight; 
And,  like  a  bated  and  retired  flood. 
Leaving  our  ranknefs  and  irregular  courfe. 
Stoop  low  within  thofe  bounds,  we  have  o'er-Iook'd; 
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calmly  run  on  in  obedience 
Ev'n  to  our  ocean,  to  our  great  King  Johftt 
My  arm  lhall  give  thee  help  to  bear  thee  henc^> 
For  I. do  lee  the  cruel  pangs  of  death 
Right  in  thine  eye.    Away,  my  frieijds;  new  flight; 
And  happy  newnefs,  that  intends  old  right ! 

[^Exeunty  leading  off  Melun. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  different  part  of  the  French 

Camp* 

Enter  Lewis,  arid  his  Train i 

Lenjuis,^  |       E  fun  of  heav'n,  methought,  was  loth  to 

.  1  fet, 
But  ftaid,  and  made  the  weftern  welkin  blufli ; 
When  th'  Englijh  meafur'd  backward  thein  own  ground 
In  faint  retire  :  oh,  bravely  came  we  off, 
When  with  a  volley  of  our  needlefs  {hot> 
After  fuch  bloody  toil,  we  bid  good  night  \ 
And  wound  our  tatter'd  colours  clearly  up, 
Lafl  in  the  field,  and  almoft  lords  of  it !— — 

Enter  a  Meffenger^ 

Mef,  Where  is  my  prince,  t\iQ  Dauphin  I* 

Lenjois,  Here ;  what  news  ?  i, 

McJ,  The  count  Melun  is  flain ;  the  Englijh  lords 
By  his  perfsvafion  are  again  fall  n  off; 
And  your  fupply,  which  you  have  wifh'd  fo  long, 
Are  cad  away,  and  funk  on  Godwn  fands. 

LeiAjis.  Ah  fou],{hrevvd,  news !  Eefhrewthy  very  heart, 
I  did  not  think  to  be  fad  to  night. 
As  this  hath  made  me.  ^  Who  vvas  he,  that  faid, 
King  John  did  fly,  an  hour  or  two  before 
The  Humbling  night  did  part  our  weary  powers  ? 

Mef  Who  ever  fpoke  it,  -it  is  true,  my  lord. 

Leuois,  Well;  keep  good  quarter,  and  good  care  to 
«ightj 

The  day  fliall  not  be  up  fo  foon  as  I, 

To  try  the  fajr  adventure  of  to  morrow.  [Exeunt^ 
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SCENE,  an  open  Place  in  the  Neighbourhood 
Swinftead  Abbey. 

Enter  Faulconbridge,  and  Hubert,  federally, 

Buh.WjaO'sxYitxtt  fpeak,  ho!  fpeak  quickly ,  or 
VV        I  (hoot. 

Faulc,  A  friend.    What  art  thou  ? 

Hub,  Of  the  part  of  England. 

Faulc.  And  whither  doft  thou  go  ? 

Hub.  What*s  that  to  thee  ? 
Why  may  not  I  demand  of  thine  affairs. 
As.  well  as  thou  of  mine  ? 

Faulc,  Huberty  I  think. 

Hub,  Thou  haft  a  perfed  thought : 
I  will  upon  all  hazards  well  believe 
Thou  art  my  friend,  that  know'ft  my  tongue  fo  well : 
Who  art  thou  ? 

Faulc.  Who  thou  wilt ;  and,  if  thou  pleafe, 
Thou  may 'ft  be-friend  me  fo  much,  as  to  think, 
I  come  one  way  of  the  Plantagejzets. 

Bub.  Unkind  remembrance !  thou  and  eyelefs  night  (22) 
Have  done  me  fhame  ;  brave  foldier,  pardon  me. 
That  any  accent,  breaking  from  thy  tongue. 
Should  Tcape  the  true  acquaintance  of  mine  ear. 

Faulc.  Come,come ;  fans  compliment ^  what  news  abroad  ? 

Hub,  Why  here  walk  I,  in  the  black  brow  of  night. 
To  find  you  out 

Faulc,  Brief  then  :  and  what's'  the  news  ? 

Hub,  O  my  fweet  Sir,  news  fittkig  to  the  night ; 
Black,  fearful,  comfortlefs,  and  horrible.  . 

Faulc,  Shew  me  the  very  wound  of  this  ill  news, 
I  am  no  woman,  Til  not  fwoon  at  it. 

(22)  Unkind  Reriembrance  5  thou  and  Qn6\t(%  Night. 

Ha've  dor:c  me  feams  :  J    Why,  endlefs  Night?  Hubert 

means  no  more,  than  that  the  Dulnefs  of  his  Recolledtion,  and 
i-he  Darknefs  of  the  Night,  had  difgraced  him  in  hia  not  know- 
ing Faulconbridge  by  the  Tone  of  his  Voice.  Oiir  Awthor  cer- 
tainly -wrote,  eye-lefs.  Mr,  TFarburton  likewife  cobcuitM  in 
Waiting  this  £mendation« 
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Hub,  The  King,  I  fear,  is  poifon'd  by  a  Monk  ; 
I  left  him  almoft  fpeechlefs,  and  broke  out 
T'  acquaint  you  with  this  evil ;  that  you  might 
The  better  arm  you  to  the  fudden  time, 
Than  if  you  had  at  lelfure  known  of  this. 

Faulc.  How  did  he  take  it  ?  who  did  tafte  to  him  ? 

Hub,  A  monk,  1  tell  you;  a  refolved  villain, 
Whofe  bowels  fuddenly  burft  out ;  the  King, 
Yet  fpeaks ;  and,  peradventure,  may  recover. 

Faulc.  Who  didft  thou  leave  to  tend  his  Majefty  ? 

Hub,  Why,  know  you  not?  the  lords  are  all  come 
back. 

And  brought  Prince  Henry  in  their  company ; 
At  whofe  requeft  the  King  hath  pardon'd  them. 
And  they  are  all  about  his  Majefty.  , 
Faulc,  With-hold  thine  indignation,  mighty  heav'n ! 
And  tempt  us  not  to  bear  above  our  power. 
I'll  tell  thee,  Hubert,  half  my  pow'rs  this  night. 
Faffing  thefe  flats,  are  taken  by  the  tide ; 
Thefe  Lincoln-'WZL^ts  have  devoured  them  ; 
Myfelf,  well  mounted,  hardly  have  efcaped. 
Away,  before  :  conduft  me  to  the  King ; 
I  doubt,  he  will  be  dead,  or  e'er  I  come.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Orchard  in  Swinftead  Abbey, 

Enter  Prince  Henry,  Salisbury  and  Bigot. 

Henry,  T  T  is  too  late;  the  life  of  all  his  blood 

A  Is  touched  corruptibly }  and  his  pure  brain, 
(Which,  fome  fuppofe,  the  foul's  frail  dwelling  houfe,) 
Doth,  by  the  idle  comments  that  it  makes, 
Poretel  the  ending  of  mortality. 

Enter  Pembroke. 

Femb.  His  highnefs  yet  doth  fpeak,  and  holds  belief. 
That,  being  brought  into  the  open  air. 
It  would  allay  the  burning  quality 
Of  that  fell  poifon,  which  affaileth  him. 

Henry,  Let  him  be  brought  into  the  orchard  here  ; 
Doth  he  ftill  rage  ? 
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W    Temb.  He  is  more  patient, 
Than  when  you  left  him ;  even  now  be  fung. 

Henry,  Oh  vanity  of  ficknefs !  fierce  cxtreams 
In  their  continuance  will  not  feel  themfelves. 
Death  having  prey'd  upon  the  outward  parts,  . 
Leaves  them  ;  invifible  his  fiege  is  now, 
Againft  the  mind  ;  the  which  he  pricks  and  wounds 
With  many  legions  of  ftrange  fantafies  ; 
Which,  in  their  throng,  and  prefs  to  that  laft  hold, 
Confound  themfelves.    'Tis  flrange  that  death  Ihould 

fing :  ■ 
I  am  the  cygnet  to  this  pale,  faint  fwan, 
Who  chaunts  a  doleful  hymn  to  his  own  death  ; 
And,  from  the  organ-pipe  of  frailty,  fings 
His  foul  and  body  to  their  lading  reft. 

SaL  Be  of  good  comfort,  Prince  5  for  you  are  born 
To  fet  a  form  upon  that  indigeft. 
Which  he  hath  left  fo  fhapelefs  and  fo  rude. 

King  John  brought  in, 

K.  John.  Ay,  marry,  now  my  foul  hath  elbow-room  % 
It  would  not  out  at  windows,  nor  at  doors. 
There  is  fo  hot  a  fummer  in  my  bofom, 
That  all  my  bowels  crumble  up  to  duft  : 
I  am  a.fcribbled  form  drawn  with  a  pen 
Upon  a  parchment,  and  againft  this  fire 
Do  I  ihrink  up. 

Henry.  How  fares  your  Majefty  ? 

K.  John.  PoifonM,  ill  fare  !  dead,  forfook,  caft  offj 
And  none  of  you  will  bid  the  winter  come 
To  thruft  his  icy  fingers  in  my  maw  ; 
Nor  let  my  kingdom's  rivers  take  their  courfe 
Through  my  burn'd  bofom  :  nor  intreat  the  north  _ 
To  make  his  bleak  winds  kifs  my  parched  lips, 
And  comfort  me  with  cold.    I  ask  not  much, 
J  beg  cold  comfort ;  and  you  are  fo  ftrait. 
And  fo  ungrateful,  you  deny  me  that. 

Henry.  Oh,  that  there  were  fome  virtue  in  my  tearS;» 
That  might  relieve  you ! 

K.  John.  The  fait  of  them  is  hot. 

Within 
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Within  me  is  a  hell ;  and  there  the  poifoa 
Is,  as  a  fiend,  confined  to  tyrannize 
On  unreprievable,  condemned  blood. 

Enter  Faulconbridge, 

Faulc.  Oh  !  I  am  fcalded  with  my  violent  motion. 
And  fpleen  of  fpeed  to  fee  your  Majefty. 

K.  John.  Oh !  coufm,  thou  art  come  to fetmine  eyes 
The  tackle  of  my  heart  is  crackt  and  burnt ; 
And  all  the  (hrouds,  wherewith  my  life  (hould  fail. 
Are  turned  to  one  thread,  one  little  hair  ; 
My  heart  hath  one  poor  firing  to  (lay  it  by, 
Which  holds  but  'till  thy  news  be  uttered  j 
And  then  all  this  thou  feefi,  is  but  a  clod. 
And  module  of  confounded  royalty. 

Faulc,  The  Dauphin  is  preparing  hitherward, 
Where,  heav'n  he  knows,  how  we  fhall  anfwer  him. 
For,  in  a  night,  -the  bed  part  of  my  power. 
As  I  upon  advantage  did  remove. 
Were  in  the  vvafhes,  all  unwarily, 
Devoured  by  the  unexpeded  flood.         \The  King  dies* 

Sal.  You  breathe  thefe  dead  news  in  as  dead  an  ear ; 
My  Liege  !  my  Lord  !— but  now  a  King— now  thus. 

Henry.  Ev'n  fo  muft  I  run  on,  and  ev'n  fo  liop. 
What  furety  of  the  world,  what  hope,  what  ftay. 
When  this  was  now  a  King,  and  now  is  clay  ? 

Faulc.  Art  thou  gone  fo?  I  do  but  flay  behind. 
To  do  the  office  for  thee  of  revenge : 
And  then  my  foul  fhall  wait  on  thee  to  heav'n, 
As  it  on  earth  hath  been  thy  fervant  ilill. 
Now,  now,  you  liars,  that  move  in  your  bright  fpheres. 
Where  be  your  pow'rs?  (hew  now  your  mended  faiths. 
And  inftantly  return  with  me  again, 
To  pufh  dellruftion  and  perpetual  (hame 
Out  of  the  weak  door  of  our  fainting  land  : 
Strait  let  us  feek,  or  flrait  we  lhall  be  fought ; 
The  Dauphin  rages  at  our  very  heels. 

Sal,  It  feems,  you  know  not  then  fo  much  as  we: 
The  Cardinal  Pandulph  is  within  at  reft. 
Who  half  an  hour  fince  came  from  the  Dauphin  \ 

And 
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And  brings  from  him  fuch  offers  of  our  peace. 
As  we  with  honour  and  refpedl  may  take. 
With  purpofe  prefently  to  leave  this  war. 

Faulc,  He  will  the  rather  do  it,  when  he  fees 
Ourfelves  well  finewed  to  our  defence. 

SaL  Nay,  it  is  in  a  manner  done  already ; 
For  many  Carriages  he  hath  difpatch'd 
To  the  fea-fide,  and  put  his  Caufe  and  Quarrel 
To  the  difpofing  of  the  Cardinal : 
With  whom  yourfelf,  myfelf,  and  other  lords. 
If  you  think  meet,  this  afternoon  will  poft 
To  confummate  this  bulinefs  happily. 

Faulc.  Let  it  be  fo  ;  and  you,  my  noble  Prince, 
With  other  Princes  that  may  beft  be  fpar'd. 
Shall  wait  upon  your  father's  Funeral. 

Henry.  At  JVorceJier  muft  his  body  be  interred. 
For  fo  he  will'd  it. 

Faulc.  Thither  fliall  it  then. 
And  happily  may  your  fweet  fclf  put  on 
The  lineal  State,  and  Glory  of  the  Land  ! 
To  whom,  with  all  SubmilTion  on  my  knee, 
I  do  bequeath  my  faithful  fervices. 
And  true  fubjeftion  everlaftingly. 

SaL  And  the  like  tender  of  our  love  we  make. 
To  reft  without  a  Spot  for  evermore. 

Henry,  I  have  a  kind  foul  that  would  give  you  thank». 
And  knows  not  how  to  do  it,  but  with  tears. 

Faulc,  Oh,  let  us  pay  the  time  but  needful  woe, 
Smce  it  hath  been  before- hand  with  our  griefs. 
This  England  never  did,  nor  never  fhall. 
Lye  at  the  prowd  foot  of  a  Conqueror, 
But  when  it  firft  did  help  to  wound  itfelf. 
Now  thefe  her  Princes  are  come  home  again. 
Come  the  three  corners  of  the  world  in  arms. 
And  we  lhall  Ihock  them  I— Nought  fliall  make  us  rue. 
If  England  to  itfelf  do  reft  but  true. 

[Exeunt  arnne;* 


The  End  of  thi  Third  Volume. 
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